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How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 01

Set in the near future, this is the first of a series recording our preparations for an annual celebration known as the Festival, in which young girls who have come of age are debuted into the community as sexual beings. This is my journal of events as I prepared my first daughter, Jennifer, for her Festival.

-----------------

George Ramer had already had three daughters take top placement in three previous Festivals, and had built a successful business coaching other fathers in the finer points of preparing their own daughters for their big night. His services included exercise and nutrition programming, movement coaching and choreography, grooming advice, and psychological coaching for both the father and the daughter in order to develop the winning attitude about this momentous event. He lived in Yarrow, a town about twenty miles from ours, and so, since he didn't compete in Stonewall, I had signed up with four other fathers for a special service he was providing this year.

Ramer's fourth daughter, Lilly, had turned 18 a week ago, and she was in the final stages of preparation for the Yarrow Festival next month. Ramer had used this as an opportunity to present a lecture series which gave fathers from other towns an opportunity to observe Lilly's development and training as the Festival grew nearer. Once every three months we gathered at the Ramer house and soaked in all the information we could from George over snacks and drinks, and engaged in question-and-answer sessions with him and Lilly.

Each month had a different focus-previous sessions had covered Evaluating the Strengths and Weaknesses of Your Daughter (a frank and honest assessment of every inch of her body, which laid the foundation for a successful winning strategy), Basic Exercise and Diet Guidelines, Choosing the Talent Portion of Your Daughter's Routine, and Designing the Photo Portfolio. It had been fascinating to watch Lilly grow up before our eyes and become a formidably beautiful young woman who was sure to take top marks next month. Needless to say, we were all glad none of us were competing against the Ramers.

Tonight was the last lecture of the series, and would cover final preparations for the Festival, as well as things to expect and things to avoid in the last weeks and days before the big event. The Ramer's den was well lit, with comfortable leather chairs, a large pool table, and a small bar across from the entertainment center, and the assembled fathers talked excitedly in low tones as George joined us from upstairs and motioned for silence.

"Thank you all for coming out tonight, gentlemen, for our last lecture in our special series on preparing your daughter for her Festival. I hope the last year was useful to all of you, and that my Lilly was a helpful learning aid. Sometimes things make more sense when you can see them and touch them then when they are just abstract concepts." We all nodded enthusiastically and voiced our appreciation with applause. Ramer held up his hand.

"I'm glad to have been of service. Good luck to you all this year. Now let's get down to business. Tonight we are going to cover some last considerations as the Festival gets close. Lilly, why don't you come in here now?"

Instantly the door to the spare room off the den opened, and Lilly walked up to join her father. She was a breathtaking blonde, about five-foot-six, with curvaceous hips and a well-formed, but not over-large, bust. She was wearing cobalt-blue strappy heels and a matching silk bathrobe that ended just below her mid-thigh.

"As always, gentlemen, feel free to ask questions as we go. This is your time, and I want to make sure we cover things that will be useful to you-but let's get started here. You'll notice that Lilly has very natural makeup on. This tends to play well with the judges; I can get you a couple recommendations for artists if you need to hire someone to do this. Just remember, don't go overboard with the blush or the eye shadow."

Lilly stood tall and motionless beside her father as he spoke, smiling at each of us individually, her hands clasped gently in front of her, hinting at only the slightest bit of shyness.

"We're also going to keep her hair fairly natural, focusing on lots of volume and liveliness," George continued, moving behind his daughter and loosening the bow that had held her rich blond curls back in a ponytail and letting them fall about her shoulders.

"Now, Lilly's been keeping up with her exercise regimen and diet, and she's looking fantastic. Obviously different girls are going to have different body types, but to place in the top three, you're almost certainly going to want good arm tone, curvy-but-not-chubby legs, and a little stomach definition. Let's take a look at Lilly, here." With that, Ramer reached around to the front of Lilly's bathrobe, untied the sash, and then eased the robe off her shoulders. Lilly blushed, but we were impressed to see her retain control of her instincts and allow her father to undress her in front of us. He had obviously trained her extremely well.

Beneath the robe Lilly was wearing a panty and bra set of the same dark blue. Both garments were constructed primarily of lace, with a tiny bit of solid blue fabric conveniently appearing in front of the very bottom of her vagina, just concealing the exact spot all our eyes had immediately sought. Her breasts were not so lucky, however, and we could clearly see her aureoles and her nipples, which pressed insistently against the intricate and insubstantial fabric.

Her body was a dream, and Ramer was going on about the finer details of her abs, her shoulders, and her hips; it sounded like he was underwater, though, as we devoured her with our eyes. I snapped back to reality as he began discussing the choice of lingerie, gesturing toward his daughter's breasts.

"...ensure you get her bra fitted properly. You need sufficient support, and you don't want any overflow. Lilly is just a B cup, so she does fine in a lighter, less heavily constructed bra like this." As he spoke, Ramer slipped his index fingers into the tops of the lacy cups of his daughter's bra to demonstrate that the sheer fabric hid nothing. "Slightly smaller breasts are actually an advantage at times, because you can highlight them more effectively in nearly transparent numbers like she's wearing. Believe me, the judges won't complain about getting a preview of her nipples. A girl with a larger bust would be forced to wear much more substantial pieces; while certain judges might prefer bigger breasts on a girl in general, that girl won't have the option of this 'x-ray' view, so to speak. Remember, it's all about working with what you've got."

We were taking notes furiously while trying not to take our eyes off the luscious bit of girl-flesh in front of us. Ramer then took his daughter by the shoulders and turned her around to show us her rear view. The panties turned out to be a thong, and Lilly's amazing backside was greeted by soft hoots and whistles.

"Speaking of which," Ramer smiled, "this is our secret weapon right here. Lilly's butt is obviously spectacular, and we are able to use a thong to emphasize the firmness and curvature of her glutes." Keeping one hand on her shoulder, he ran the other down to the small of her back and applied a light pressure.

"Let's pop that a little more, sweetie," he commanded, and she instantly complied by arching her back and raising her butt slightly into the air. "Good girl," Ramer said, patting her lightly on the butt, then running a finger under the thong where it emerged from between her cheeks and tugging lightly on it.

"If your girl isn't as blessed as Lilly, then regular panties or even boy shorts may be the best bet. We talked about some of your girls last time, and I think we came up with some good strategies. Make sure if you go with the thong, that it isn't too skimpy from the front-remember, the initial judging is looking for a more chaste style. Then, when you turn her around during the promenade, this type of rear side will cause a real stir."

Releasing the thong, he turned his daughter back around to face us, and indicated her breasts once more.

"Now let's talk about your daughters' breasts. When the bra comes off, you need to be sure that her nipples are erect and clearly visible, unless she has 'puffies.' Regardless, it has been clearly established that well-defined areolas score better."

As he talked, Ramer unclasped Lilly's bra and began easing the straps down her arms, loosening the cups from her breasts and finally removing the lacy bit of fabric altogether. Lilly flushed even more, and her arms wandered toward her magnificent breasts in an attempt to cover herself, even though she knew she shouldn't. Without missing a beat, Ramer took her wrists and guided her hands down to her sides, holding them there firmly until he felt his daughter stop resisting. Lilly demonstrated she was prepared to control herself by standing up a little straighter and pushing her chest out toward her appreciative audience, smiling sweetly and allowing us to enjoy the sight of her perfectly sculpted bosom. Releasing her wrists, Ramer resumed his discussion of the finer points of breast presentation.

"As I was saying, clearly defined areolas tend to score better. Lilly is of a naturally pale complexion, and her areolas are normally relatively faint. The color you see here is some very light rouge. You must ensure you have a color that will compliment your daughters' skin tone, and the effect must be subtle. When done correctly, as you can see here, it looks natural and draws the eye to the your young girl's nipples very effectively. I use a small bit of cloth and apply several light layers until the desired effect is achieved."

A hand was raised in the audience.

'Yes, Ted?'

"What if you accidentally color outside the lines, so-to-speak?"

"Good question. Make sure you have a makeup remover on hand, of course. But honestly you'll get the best results by not making a mistake in the first place. Steady Tawnya's breast from underneath by grasping it like this, and apply the rouge in small, circular strokes starting at the nipple and working your way out. You shouldn't have any problems. Any other questions? Yes, Graham?"

"Yeah, what about nipples? When I did the evaluation you taught us several months ago on my Rachael, I realized her nipples are not really prominent, even when they're erect-what do you recommend? I mean, Lilly's are magnificent. I'm really concerned now; if any of the girls my Rachael's going up against look like that, we may have problems."

"Good question, Graham," Ramer said, moving to Lilly's side and cupping her left breast in his hand. "My second-oldest, Sarah, had the same problem. I tried everything on that girl to get her nipples to pop, and nothing really worked-I mean ice, pressure, suction. Nothing got her high-beams turned on, if you know what I mean. It's just the way her breasts are. So I used a little lip gloss on the night of the Festival. Just a touch along the top surface of her nipples, right along here. The gloss caught the stage lights, and you could see her little nips all the way from the back of the theater! We took second that year. So try that, and let me know how it goes."

When all the questions had been answered, Ramer knelt down beside his daughter.

"Now, one of the tougher choices you're going to have to make is how you groom your girl's pubic area. A lot rides on this, and the decision needs to take into account the amount and color of her hair, your choice of panties, and how her genitals are shaped. Using Lilly's vagina as an example, let's take some time to study what I'm talking about. Pull your chairs up closer if you need to; I want to make sure you can see clearly."

As he spoke, he grasped the waistband of Lilly's thong, and eased it down to her ankles. With a hand on her father's shoulder, she stepped daintily out of her underwear, keeping her legs together in a ladylike fashion. The preceding events had made her realize she was going to be expected to be naked for our benefit, and she had evidently resigned herself to her fate. Fighting the urge to cover herself, she stood with her hands at her side, her pussy on full display as the crowning exhibit of her completely exposed body. She had a perfectly shaved landing strip about an inch wide running from the top of her slit. Ramer remained crouched beside his daughter and proceeded to instruct us on his methodology.

"Lilly has well-sculpted genitals, with the entire length of her clitoral hood clearly evident. I find it useful to classify vaginas into three main types: the first and simplest is the biform, often called the 'clamshell,' or 'peach slit.' In this type, the outer labia completely conceal the girl's clitoris, and the viewer sees only a smooth surface from the mons down to the bottom of the vagina. Sometimes this will feature a rather long slit that traverses a considerable length of the mound; other girls will in fact be nearly featureless from the front and have only a slight hint of bifurcation at the very bottom.

"The second type, which Lilly is displaying for us here, is the triform. She doesn't have "fat" lips; rather she is relatively narrow, with her outer labia distinct from her inner thighs, and forming a well-proportioned and well-defined trio with her clitoris-from side to side, you can clearly see labia, clit, labia.

"The third type is the poly-form, or compound vagina; this category covers the wide variety of vaginas which feature prominent labia minora, and large or highly visible clitorises.

"Every girl's vagina is going to be unique, but you want to be sure that you choose a grooming strategy that will be most flattering for your daughter's particular style of pussy. Some of your daughters will have little peach- or clamshell pussies, just a little slit between two smooth outer labia. That style is considered very girlish, innocent even, and is usually best presented with a complete absence of hair. It's going to make your 18-year-old look several years younger, but that's fine. You can compliment that with your choice in wardrobe and makeup.

"For your girls with more dramatic inner labia which are visible from her standing position, you have two main options: you can trim most of her hair and leave it in the natural wide v-shape covering her entire mound; or you can go hairless, and try tucking her inner lips inside her outer set before she puts on her panties. She'll basically look like she has the "innocent" pussy type while she's on her feet, and then later you'll have the opportunity to do a dramatic reveal of her long labia by spreading her and allowing them to unfurl for the judges like a flower in bloom. I've seen this work with tremendous success several times, in particular Allison Tyroll two years ago.

"Now, with Lilly's vagina, I could have gone with a complete shave, Brazilian style, as you often see with triform vaginas in porn; but since her clitoris is so visible and attractive, I chose to accent that little strip of flesh nestled between her lips with this little strip of hair." Ramer extended his index and middle finger and, after aligning them vertically and positioning them over his daughter's landing strip, then gently and easily slid them between her legs, nestling them against the length of Lilly's labia, the base of his fingers resting against her clitoris as he continued:

"Notice her landing strip is precisely the width of the gap formed between Lilly's legs when she is standing up straight and ladylike. It draws attention to her clitoris and creates a visual rhythm which effectively frames the cleanly delineated lines of my daughter's external genitalia." Lilly had gasped slightly as her father's fingers made contact with her vagina, and as he talked her eyes closed, she bit her bottom lip, and we were almost certain that she began to rock ever-so-imperceptibly against his hand, taking advantage of his hands-on educational technique to quietly masturbate herself. Ramer took no notice and abruptly withdrew his fingers, causing Lilly to pout momentarily. A few knowing chuckles went round the room.

A hand went up.

"What about vaginal jewelry, or highlighting her clitoris?"

"Good question, Mark," Ramer nodded, "I don't usually recommend jewelry, first off. It's more distraction than accent, in my opinion. It can cause problems with your daughter's sensitivity down there as well. All the same, some judges have certainly seemed to favor it on some girls. At the very least, for goodness' sake don't try to pierce her clitoris or labia yourself. Hire a qualified professional to make sure it's done properly, safely, and with minimal trauma to your daughter's girl bits. It's going to hurt her like hell no matter what, though.

"I have, though, seen highlighting work very well. What that means, for you gentlemen who aren't familiar, is just using some gloss, similar to what we were talking about with Graham's daughter's nipples, and applying it to your girl's clit. It adds a little shine that certainly catches the eye. If you think that your daughter's clit should get more attention from the judges, that might be a good idea. My daughters all have fairly prominent clitorises naturally, however, so I've not really experimented with that technique. Yes, Dave?"

"Yes, um, I'm not really sure how to classify my Shawna's vagina when it comes to grooming. It seems it could look good with several options of styling. Do you do house calls?"

A laugh greeted this query, but Ramer smiled and nodded. "I do, Dave. I'll be in Stonewall next Tuesday; how about you and I drop by Shawna's school, and I'll be happy to take a look at what she's got between her legs and give you my considered opinion."

When it was evident there were no other questions on the topic, Ramer returned his attention to Lilly's vulva. Gripping her mound with his fingers and thumb on either side of her landing strip, he firmly pulled it up, exposing more of her vagina. Lilly's eyes grew wide and she let out a tiny whimper of pain and shock, spreading her legs slightly and thrusting her hips forward to allow her father to display more of her private parts to us.

"Regardless of your final grooming choice, I recommend that you wax her down here," he said, running his index finger along both sides of her clitoris and outer labia to demonstrate the smoothness of her skin. "You don't want any stray hairs to disrupt this silky texture, and the judges will definitely show their appreciation." He released her pussy and patted it lightly as if to say, "Good girl," and stood up.

"Alright, gentlemen, the last topic tonight is How to Prepare Your Daughter for Initiation. We all know that this can be a somewhat traumatic experience for a girl if she's not ready for it, and yet if you give her too much information, you can end up traumatizing her yourself. I've been fortunate with my daughters, and I'll give you my opinion on how best to get your girl excited about Initiation, and more importantly to think of it as just part of life. In fact, Lilly, why don't you tell the men what we've talked about?"

Lilly blushed again, her pale skin growing rosy all over her lovely naked body as she twisted her hands and crossed her legs shyly. "Well, you said that on Initiation night, I would be very special, and everyone would treat me really nice, and some of your friends would make me feel really good and make me be a grown-up woman." She frowned momentarily, pouting with her bottom lip. "Also that I would have to be naked in front of people. But I'm naked now," her face brightened, "and it's actually kind of fun! Do you men like to see me naked?"

She was answered by loud cries to the affirmative, and thus encouraged, she twirled around, stopped to face us, and coyly covered her pussy with her hand and giggling.



Ramer raised a hand to settle us down, and continued. "Good job, sweetheart. That's all correct. Now what I want to do is help you understand how daddy's friends are going to make you feel good, okay? It will help you get some practice at feeling good in this way, and it will help daddy's friends here tonight to see what you look like when you feel good."

As he said this, he drew his daughter by the hand to the pool table and helped her up onto it. Pointing to the middle of the felt, he had her lay down on her back with her arms at her sides and her legs outstretched, and motioned to us to gather round. We needed no second invitation, of course, and arranged ourselves around the table, Ramer at the end nearest Lilly's head. The pool-hall lamp above the table was bright but soft, perfectly illuminating every curve of the exquisite girl-body beneath it. Lilly seemed a little apprehensive, and raised her head as if to get up, but Ramer pressed her shoulders down to the felt and talked to her in calm tones for a moment, ordering her to relax and lie down.

"Your daughters should all be fairly comfortable being naked in front of you after the past year or so, if you've been doing my program. Now, it's time to introduce them to touching in a more sexual manner, and let them see how enjoyable it can be. Until now, when I've touched Lilly while she's been naked, or touched her breasts, buttocks, or genitals, it has been in a brusque, impersonal fashion-to teach, train, guide, or discipline. When she's clothed I hug her and treat her like the daughter she's always been; but she's learned that when she's naked, I will treat her like a body, not a daughter. A body, that is, that needs to be developed and trained. You may have noticed that she began rubbing her vagina on my hand when I was discussing grooming; while a natural enough impulse-and certainly a very strong one- I would normally have to discipline her for doing that while I was lecturing. Tonight, however, we have come to a new point in our training, and I'll let it go.

"A young girl that is naked in front of men naturally becomes sexually aroused; it is instinctively impossible for her to avoid an acute awareness of the sexual nature of her position: stripped of any clothing covering and protecting her body, and especially her genitals, she takes on the role of nothing more than an inherently desirable sex object; her body will respond by preparing itself for copulation with any male that's ready for the job, even if she is not consciously knowledgeable of the mechanics of sex. Preventing those impulses from reaching culmination for the past year, while repeatedly putting her in such situations in front of you gentlemen, has wound Lilly up sexually to a very high pitch. She is starved for sexual contact, while having developed a strong taboo around gratifying herself. My goal this evening is to allow Lilly to experience her first orgasm at someone else's hand, and in so doing, build even more anticipation in her for her Initiation."

As he talked, Ramer began massaging his daughter's shoulders, neck, and arms. Lilly was obviously slipping into a deeply relaxed state, and her eyes were closed and she hummed softly to herself.

"I'm going to focus on her whole body, trying to cause her to become very aware of every inch of her skin, and allow that to build into orgasm," he continued, taking her firm breasts in both hands and squeezing them up until he reached her nipples, which he began flicking and rolling them between his thumb and forefinger. He took his time, waiting until her long nipples were fully erect, then pinched them tightly, and slowly increased the pressure. Lilly's breathing had been deep and slow; now it began to grow shallow and ragged as the pain built up in her nipples. She lay quite still, her body tensing and her back beginning to arch as she whimpered; finally her eyes flew open and she looked imploringly at her father, who smiled and immediately released his hold on her little nubs, and resumed tenderly massaging her full round breasts. A collective sigh went up around the pool table; we had all been holding our own breath as we watched the creamy-skinned young girl's body experience sexual pain for the first time.

Ramer moved to the side of the table now, and ran his hands down the length of his daughter's torso, thumbs together on her centerline. He crossed her navel with long, slow, sweeping strokes, and his hands parted at her mons and continued their separate ways over the tops of her thighs. Each time he reached her landing strip, his thumbs barely brushed her clitoris and labia, then pressed harder into her legs until he reached her knees. She had started on the table with her feet together and her legs as tightly closed as she could manage; now, under her father's experienced touch, she began to relax. With every pass he made down her body his hands almost imperceptibly moved her legs a little farther apart until, whether because she hadn't noticed or no longer cared, Lilly's feet were nearly at the side bumpers of the table. As it became evident what his intent was, the six of us had naturally congregated toward the end of the table, and each sweeping stroke of Ramer's hands rewarded us with a clearer view of Lilly's exquisite vulva, which glistened with female lubrication under the warm light of the overhead lamp. We elbowed each other and pointed out her obvious arousal in excited whispers.

Ramer's left hand now resumed wandering over her tummy and breasts, while his right began exploring her pussy. His touch was firm but gentle, and he ran his fingers over the surface of her clitoral hood and then slid his hand between her legs and cupped her vagina. Lilly let out a sigh.

"Oh, that feels nice, daddy," she whispered.

"You're doing a terrific job, sweetheart," Ramer replied softly. "I'm going to keep touching you like this for a little while, okay? You can help me by opening your legs a little more."

Lilly lay still for a moment, her eyes still closed, as if considering this. "I want you to keep touching me, daddy," she said, her voice a little foggy and far away-sounding. "It feels so good. I've never felt like this before-but-but won't the men see my private parts? Like, even more than just the front? I thought that only you-"

Ramer interrupted her reassuringly. "That's the way it was when you were a girl, honey. But now you're very close to being a grown-up woman, and things are a little different for grown-up women. There will be more changes later, but for tonight, I want you to know that grown-up women do exactly what you're doing right now-they take off their clothes in front of men, or let the men undress them, and they let the men look at their whole body, and sometimes let the men touch them all over, too. You've been very brave helping me up until now tonight, and now there's a last little bit of you that these men need to see. Can you be an almost-grown-up girl for me, and show us your vagina, and I'll keep touching you like this?"

Lilly lay very still for another moment, then, as her father continued to gently rub her pussy, she squinched her eyes tight, turned her head to the side, took a deep breath, and slowly spread her legs, drawing her knees up and making little fists with her hands on the felt of the pool table. "Like this?" she asked.

Amid a hushed chorus of enthusiastic fathers congratulating her and expressing appreciation for his daughter's beauty, Ramer nodded his head and smiled. "Good job," he said, "now see how good it feels when I touch you here and here?" As he said this, he ran his hands along Lilly's inner thighs, pressing them open at the knees and spreading her pussy wide with firm pressure on either side of her vagina.

Lilly's genitals were stunning. A delicate pair of inner lips ran up to meet a perfectly formed clitoris that was protruding somewhat obscenely from under it's hood; along with the trickle of clear moisture running from the bottom of her slit, there was little doubt that the young girl was unbelievably aroused. Her breathing had become ragged again, and Ramer used his finger to carry some of her juices to her clitoris and begin gently rubbing it. Lilly's hips immediately responded by moving in rhythm with her father's light touch, and she reached over her head with both hands to grab the edge of the pool table and hang on. There was not a soft cock in the room as we watched our host's young daughter stretched out before us, her skin flushed and her breasts heaving as her father brought her closer and closer to her first orgasm.

Ramer continued lecturing through the entire process-a tribute to the voluminous experience he'd had with the subject. For George Ramer, this was a purely professional activity, and he was able to bring tremendous focus and a skilled eye to the task of masturbating his daughter in front of six men who'd paid for his expertise on the topic. His demeanor was exactly like that of a horse trainer evaluating a young filly's gait.

Every few moments, he would remove his hand completely from Lilly's pussy, giving us an unobstructed view of his progress and allowing him to discuss the finer points of his technique. We were fascinated to observe her clitoris growing more prominent and erect each time, and her labia, even without much direct stimulation from her father, were opening of their own accord to give us a breathtaking view into the soaking depths of her vagina. The amount of cream the girl was producing was remarkable.

"Lilly's vagina is highly engorged now, gentlemen, and the fact that she's opening up like a flower is proof that she's extremely aroused. You may have noticed that her color has deepened considerably in her labia and all around her genital area. Remember, all I'm doing is using two fingertips to lightly stimulate her clitoris, alternating between the hood and the little head you can clearly see poking out from underneath. You don't need much pressure at all; you just want her to get used to the idea of being touched there in a sexual manner. Don't forget to keep her clit well lubricated with her own juices, too. As you can see, there's plenty to go around, so don't worry about wasting it. Go ahead and cover her whole vagina with it."

After each short comment session, which he explained also gave Lilly a chance to cool down so that her eventual orgasm would be much stronger, Ramer resumed rubbing, flicking, and squeezing his daughter's pussy, moving gradually closer to her opening at the base of her slit. Her increasing arousal began to become disruptive, as every time he'd stop for another cool-down and lecture, her frustration seemed to mount. She would thrust her hips up in an attempt to keep his hand on her hungry vagina, growl and whimper every time he withdrew, and even began trying to close her legs to trap his hand between them. Her eyes were no longer closed, but shone fiercely as she stared at each of us and spread her legs as wide as she could, presenting her receptive genitals to every male in the vicinity like any other female primate in heat-a very different girl than the one that, mere minutes ago, had severe misgivings about even letting us see her naked body. Finally Ramer had to do something.

"I'm sorry, gentlemen, but Lilly's arousal is now making it difficult for me to show you the final stages of the process. I'm going to need your help so we can finish this-Dave and Mark, will you please hold her wrists and arms down at that end of the table for us? Just firmly enough so she stays put, please. Ted and Graham, I need you to hold her legs. One hand on the knee or ankle, and up here near her pelvis, please, so that you can keep her hips securely on the table. Thank you." The men rushed to their posts, and Ramer continued his work between his daughter's legs, demonstrating how the inner labia were very sensitive to being tugged and rubbed between the thumb and forefinger, and how when they were stretched as far as they could go, Lilly's moans and attempts to thrash about grew even more intense.

"Now, Robert," Ramer said, addressing himself to me, "you are preparing your first daughter for her Festival, correct?" I answered in the affirmative. "Good; that's why I had the others hold Lilly down for us, since they are all on their second or third. I want you to learn something here. Lilly, sweetheart?" he called, trying to get the attention of his daughter, who had grown increasingly incoherent. She raised her head, her hair in glorious disarray, and struggled to maintain eye contact with her father.

'Please, daddy...please...I don't even know what...you guys like looking at my pussy...more, please...touch me..."

"I will, honey. You're doing so good. Listen to me now-are you listening? Remember when I said how the judges at the Festival are going to check to see that you've been a good girl? Daddy's friend here is going to help us practice that, alright? I want you to keep your legs nice and open, don't fight daddy's friends, they're helping us, okay? Keep your legs nice and open, and push your little cookie down here so Mr. Stevenson can help you practice for the judges. Mr. Stevenson is going to check that you've been a good girl, okay?"

Lilly writhed and moaned, her voice deep in her throat, "I have been a good girl...I am a good girl...I'm good..."

"You have been a good girl, sweetie," Ramer said, "so now we're going to just make sure. Mr. Stevenson is going pretend he's a judge and put his finger in your little pussy, okay? He'll be very gentle, but you need to lie very still and quiet."

Ramer looked at me and spoke softly, "Now we're going to bring her to orgasm. I want you to enter her with your middle finger very carefully; don't damage her hymen, just penetrate her as if to check that it's there, like the judges will. I want you to understand what it feels like, so you can do this with your Jenny later. Keep your finger inside her-Ted and Graham, hold her very still, please-and I will continue to stimulate her clitoris until she climaxes."

My heart was in my throat and my cock was rock hard as I moved closer and contemplated my mission. I had never dared dream that I was going to be able to touch Lilly, let alone do what I was about to do. Ramer gave the nod to the other four men, who tightened their grip on the naked, panting young girl, and then he spread his daughter's vagina wide and indicated that I should go ahead.

My finger slipped inside the confines of Lilly's vagina easily. She was tremendously tight, but her copious juices made entry extremely easy, and I pressed further until I encountered resistance about one knuckle deep. Though I wasn't very far inside her, I could distinctly feel her pulse through her vaginal walls, indicating her extreme level of arousal. I nodded to Ramer to indicate that I was at her hymen. I was in heaven; her opening was slick and aromatic, and her engorged clitoris begged to be touched. Ramer complied, laying his entire hand over her mound and squeezing gently. Lilly gasped. Ramer spoke to her again.

"Alright, honey. Remember, the judges are going to check that you've been a good girl by putting their fingers inside you just like Mr. Stevens is doing. They also want to make sure that men are going to enjoy putting things inside you. It feels really good for a man when a girl's private parts are tight, so they are going to ask you to squeeze your muscles down there. Can you squeeze Mr. Stevenson's finger really tight?"

As he said this, he began slowly rubbing Lilly's clitoris again. Lilly complied, and I was practically giddy to feel her brand new vaginal muscles tighten around me. I could barely stand the thought of how good she would have felt around my cock. The act of tightening her cunt pushed her extremely delicate pre-orgasmic state over the edge, however, and she suddenly let out a scream and began thrashing about in the throes of an impressively violent climax. The four other men gritted their teeth and held on for life, while Ramer calmly continued lightly stroking her clitoris in a steady, rapid rhythm. Ted and Graham did a fine job steadying her hips, and I was able to keep my finger snugly ensconced in the warm, wet depths of Lilly Ramer's virgin pussy until she shuddered to a halt, completely spent and glistening with a fine layer of sweat over entire body.

Collapsing in a breathlessly limp state, her arms and legs akimbo and her skin flushed, the young girl closed her eyes and made tiny humming sounds to herself as she savored the afterglow of her first orgasm brought on by a hand other than her own. Ramer motioned for the four other fathers to release their hold on his daughter's limbs, and I gently withdrew my finger from her soaking slit, a rush of liquid spilling from her opening and onto the green felt of the pool table as my fingertip left her. Ramer brought us back to the reality of the task at hand.

"Now, that was obviously very intense for Lilly. What I want to do now is help her contextualize what she just experienced. I don't want her to simply associate Stevenson's finger in her, or my hand on her genitals, with sexual pleasure-the point of Initiation is to introduce your daughters into a generalized sexual state. I want Lilly to know that whatever happens at the Festival will feel wonderful. This will put her at ease and give her the best odds of placing well at the Judging. So now I want each of you, one at a time, to take two minutes to touch Lilly anywhere you like, but especially her vagina. Do not penetrate her; we must not unduly risk deflowering her. But show her how good it feels to be caressed and fondled by a variety of men, so she learns that sexual pleasure comes from many sources. Roger, you can start if you like."

Ramer checked his watch, and one by one we took our turn with the creamy ball of sex on the pool table. Lilly was in a deeply blissful state, and she didn't struggle or protest as the five of us used our best abilities to make her feel good. When my turn came, I spread her labia as wide as I could and covered her entire vagina with my hand, rubbing firmly across the whole surface of her genitals. My other hand massaged her left breast and ensured her nipple stayed hard. When I started to pinch her nipple, she opened her eyes, smiled dreamily at me, and began grinding her pussy into my hand. Unfortunately, my two minutes seemed to end far too quickly.

When we'd finished, Ramer helped Lilly off the table and slipped her blue robe over her shoulders. Lilly smiled at us and thanked us for everything, saying she was now really looking forward to Initiation. We thanked her for her help teaching us such important things, and her father kissed her on the forehead and sent her off to bed. When she'd gone upstairs, he turned to us.

"Gentlemen, that concludes your course with me. I hope it was as fun for you to learn all this as it was for me to teach it. Now, I know that you are probably uncomfortably turned on after that. And I want you to know that your assistance in developing Lilly is invaluable-in all likelihood she will take first, and I will be a very happy man when I get to choose my prize. In the interests of gratitude, and in being a good host and not leaving my guests uncomfortable, as well as to celebrate the end of our little academy and your future success with your daughters using the techniques we've studied together, I'd like to give you a little surprise. Honey, would you come in now?"

At that, the door to the den opened again, and we were stunned to see Ramer's second daughter, Sarah, enter the room completely naked. She looked almost exactly identical to her sister, but was two years older and slightly curvier. Her vagina was of the clamshell type, and she had only a light, even sprinkling of blond hair covering her mound. Her breasts were relatively large, curving smoothly down to lightly-colored nipples which, as Ramer had said, were less defined than Lilly's. This was by no means a problem, however. She was stately and graceful, and obviously confident in her nakedness. She strode to her father's side and turned to face us, smiling as she presented her body to us.



"Sarah placed second in her Judging two years ago. We used similar techniques to what you have seen here tonight, and we've been very happy with the result. She has progressed very well since then in becoming a healthy, sexualized young girl," As he spoke, Ramer fondled his daughter's breasts absently, "and since she's had a good bit of experience, I'd like to offer her to you gentlemen for the next two hours as a fun wrap-up of our time together. You may do anything you like with her. You may touch her anywhere you like, you may use her vagina or her mouth, and you may come wherever and however you like. Please, enjoy yourselves."

We later agreed that none of us had ever had a better night.


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 02

Dave's question had struck a chord with me, and I realized that I hadn't carefully considered what the best option for styling my Jennifer's pubic area was. We'd been working really hard in preparing her in every other way, and I would have hated for a slip-up here to be the deciding factor in her not placing well. I decided to take Ramer up on his offer of a house-call, and scheduled an appointment for the following Tuesday afternoon.

I had three daughters. Jennifer was the oldest, followed by the twins, Selena and Serena. Jennifer took after her mother and was long, slender, and lean, with dark hair and light skin, and dark brown eyes. She had an exquisite hourglass figure in spite of not having very wide hips, and her breasts were small B's that had just enough fullness to project from her chest with a soft roundness on their undersides, but didn't hang or sag. Her nipples were surprisingly dark and large, and seemed to be in a constant state of semi-erection. The twins inherited my Norwegian stock, and were blue-eyed, sandy-blond, and surprisingly curvaceous for their age, with narrow waists, smooth shoulders, and impressive bosoms in spite of their athletic figures.

This was my first Festival, and I wanted it to be a very special for Jennifer. I had read a lot of books, and we had done our best in raising our daughter to be ready for this important night, but I was still nervous about many of the details. I was glad for the opportunity to learn from George Ramer, and looked forward to whatever wisdom he'd have for us today in our private consultation.

After I arrived home from work on Tuesday, I poured myself a glass of scotch and sat in the living room waiting for Ramer and reflecting on the history of the Festival and what it meant for our family.

Fifty years ago, the golden age of the internet had launched a sea change in sexual mores, and the mid-2000's were a defining moment in an already rapidly progressing culture. Porn had become a mainstream phenomenon, and suddenly thousands of normal young women were shooting videos and photo spreads as a means of sexual exploration and a tidy income.

Many would simply set up their own simple website and livecast themselves in their bedrooms naked, masturbating, or having sex with friends from their high school while charging a modest fee for viewers to enjoy the show or even participate. Others would audition for 'modeling' agencies and sign with established porn studios, and Eastern Europe was full of massive estates which maintained stables of hand-picked young women who were essentially maintained in luxurious captivity for the sole purpose of shooting high-quality pornography and, of course, servicing the owners of the compounds and their friends. For their part, living in a paradise of good food, glamorous clothing, the best physical care, and a considerable paycheck was considered a fair enough trade for many girls to be the sexual playthings of what had become a legitimate business of sex, and the porn produced by these houses doubled as an advertisement for new bodies, a need which an increasing number of American girls were happy to fulfill.

Concern began to arise, however, as the scale of participation became evident. Unprecedented numbers of 'girls-next-door' were selling themselves on the free market, and two major issues finally came to a head as American men realized that their neighbors, their daughter's classmates, and sometimes their own daughters were suddenly appearing in the porn they were enjoying which was being produced in other states and countries. First, safety was an obvious issue. It was great that young women were feeling more free than ever to express themselves sexually, but certainly many were being forced to do so with unsavory individuals, and the danger was simply not acceptable.

Second, there grew a realization that these young women were extraordinarily valuable, and it was ridiculous that because of antiquated moral scruples the most beautiful and desirable of them should have to go to such lengths in order to satisfy their natural urge for sexual explorations while ultimately only profiting (both financially and sexually) men who had no connection with or care for them or the community they were raised in. There was no denying that young girls wanted to express themselves sexually; it was obvious that either they would do so for the benefit of unscrupulous and possibly dangerous individuals who cared primarily about how many dollars they could wring from these nubile young bodies, or else American fathers would step up to preserve the precious resource of their daughters' sexuality and keep it in the families, towns, and the country that had invested so much in making American girls the amazing examples of healthy sexuality they were. It was time to harness that sexuality and guide it carefully and safely, and ensure that it benefited those who had done the most to create it.

Starting with op-eds and features in news magazines, continuing to grassroots 'town hall' meetings and petitions, initiated in small communities and spreading to the larger cities as a movement, and finally through legislation at the federal and state level, the next fifty years saw sweeping changes in the United States that were felt to result in the most honest and natural form of sexual practice in the history of the country.

Girls were now taken in hand by their fathers and groomed to be excellent expressions of female potential. They were raised to be perfect ladies, polite, generous, gentle, and elegant. Starting in the home, and gradually expanding to friends, strangers, and the public, they were conditioned to be proud of their bodies and the pleasure they brought to others. Girls were to never feel shame about any part of their bodies, and became keen observers of what parts of themselves brought the most enjoyment to different people.

Their virginity, however, was inviolate. They were carefully chaperoned at all times, and while they were likely to spend significant amounts of time in the nude in front of other people as they grew up, they were never touched by anyone while naked, except for their father or a professional specialist who might be engaged for the purpose of advancing their rigorous training. They were strictly prohibited from pleasuring themselves, and disciplined summarily if they were caught violating these rules.

As they grew, it was the father's responsibility to ensure that they would have the benefit of the best nutrition and exercise he could provide, so that as they reached maturity they were healthy, firm, toned, flexible, and confident adult women ready to debut at their Festival.

The Festival was an annual community event in which that year's crop of new young women were celebrated as sexually mature females and released to the public. An elaborate pageant was staged in a concert hall or similar venue and carried live by local television and radio stations, in which the girls were put through their paces by their fathers, verified to be virgins, and evaluated on numerous criteria.

After the final judging, the girls were ranked based on their aggregate scores for desirability. First place was a tremendous honor to the family, and the father who had raised that year's most sexually desirable new female (and, by extension, advanced furthest the ideal of the female sex) was awarded the privilege of deflowering his choice of the other contestants there on the stage. After he had 'broken the seal' he formally pronounced his pleasure to the assembled crowd, acknowledged the girl's father for a job well done, and then offered her to the rest of the community as an exquisite asset to be cared for and enjoyed. Each father, in order of his daughter's placing, then took his choice of the remaining young women and repeated the ritual until they were all released to womanhood, with the public standing witness to their transformation.

Following her festival, a young woman began to prepare for marriage. Strong, happy marriages are important to family and community stability, and obviously a more sexually skilled woman is more desirable. It was felt that this was something that should not be left to chance or the peccadilloes of an inexperienced girl's emotions. There was no way for a debutante to know what she would like or be good at sexually before she tried it, and a lingering mistaken sense of modesty or shyness, left to itself, might result in a valuable young woman missing out completely on certain subtleties of sexuality that could have a huge positive impact on her marriage. Legally, then, debutantes did not have the ability to give refusal to anything that could be justified as furthering their sexual education. They were, at this point, simply in a more advanced stage of their training, and since the community stood to benefit from her excellence as a married woman, the community assumed the responsibility for her education. Practices were implemented to ensure that by the time a girl found a life-long mate, she would have as broad an experience and education in sexual matters as possible, the better to please her husband no matter what sort of tastes he happened to have.

At the same time, some structure was seen as necessary to prevent exhausting or damaging a young female, or wasting her prime sexual years on individuals who had done nothing to progress female sexuality in general. Thus, a clear code of right was established:

1. A young, unmarried man may only have sex with unmarried females in a dating or courtship situation, and only with the female's consent, or with unmarried females over the age of 40 at his discretion.

Young men had little experience of their own, and certainly had not earned the right to enjoy the most desirable females, so they were required to treat a girl with respect, take her out like a gentleman, and attempt to actually woo her in order to have sex. The odds were definitely against him, though, unless a girl truly liked him and was interested in marrying him. They were expected to gain sexual experience by availing themselves of older, unmarried women whose primary role was being available for such exploration and experimentation.

2. Married men WITHOUT daughters may have sex with any unmarried females over the age of 30, at his discretion.

Once a man had married, he was considered to be in training for his future as an educator of young women. He was expected to start working on conceiving his own daughters with his wife immediately, and in the meantime to learn as much as he could about good sex by practicing on any woman he cared to who, for whatever reason, remained unmarried over 30 years of age.

Most girls were married fairly young, and if a woman still had not found a husband by the end of her twenties, she was expected to assume a teaching role of her own by helping young husbands learn everything they could about sex. Although most women found it a pleasure to serve in this important capacity, it was a legal requirement, not an option, and the youthful enthusiasm most young husbands showed for mastering the intricacies of their upcoming responsibilities meant that many unmarried women spent the first couple years of their thirties with little time for anything but their copulatory duties.

3. Married men WITH daughters who are in the year of their Festival, or have already celebrated it, may have sex with any unmarried females who have celebrated their Festival, at his discretion.

Once her virginity had been taken at the Festival, a girl was essentially continually available for intercourse to any man who had an adult daughter of his own. These men had first of all done their part to advance the cause of improving female sexuality, and so had earned the right as connoisseurs to enjoy the finest quality female bodies available; secondly, since they had daughters of their own, it was felt that they could be trusted to treat such priceless assets with respect and focus most of their energy on making the experience educationally valuable for whatever young woman they might have at hand. 'Educational value' was a broadly applicable term; ultimately nearly anything that could be considered sexual obviously offered the possibility of a fresh and valuable perspective for a young girl, and since time was at a premium (the intent being to create a perfect intersection of fresh, young physical attractiveness with a comprehensive catalog of sexual skills and tastes), the fathers of a community treated the education of their young women with a sense of urgency. Once she had celebrated her Festival, a girl was in a constant state of training and subject to vigorous lessons, at nearly any time, whenever it might occur to a father that he had something of value to teach her.

There were exceptions to a girl's availability, of course; if she was in a class or at her job, she was not to be removed from the situation for sex. If she was at home or with her father or another man, her chaperone had right of refusal and consent concerning anyone who might wish to enjoy her. And it was generally considered unreasonable to expect a girl to have sex with more than three men in a span of twenty-four hours. Other than these examples, however, a girl's sexual education was brisk, adventurous, and frequent until she was married.

Society rapidly became focused largely on improving the sexual desirability of young women in a systematic way, which meant that a young man had a vested interest in marrying the most attractive woman he could in order to father the highest-quality girls possible, so that he had better chances of them placing well in their Festival, so that he could in turn enjoy sex with the most attractive debutantes.

As an 18-year old young man, I had certainly learned my share from several older, more experienced women, and as soon as I got married at 20, I went to work with pretty much every 30-year-old woman I could find. I had learned much, and gained a lot of experience that would prove to be valuable, but I was excited for this next phase in the journey. My wife had been the only very young woman I had ever slept with, but now, with Jennifer on the cusp of her Festival, I was preparing for a glorious next few years of enjoying nearly any girl I wanted, when I wanted. I would take my job as sexual mentor for these new adult females very seriously, and knew that it would be a lot of work, but I was prepared to do my part in helping each of them become their best.

So now, as I waited for Ramer, with much hanging in the balance of this first Festival, I hoped that his expertise would help us place well, and I looked forward to a future of working closely with many young girls as I took my place among the fathers of adult daughters.


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 03

When Ramer arrived, I poured him a glass of scotch, grabbed a notebook and pen, and led him up the stairs to Jennifer's bedroom, where she was doing her homework. I knocked on the door and opened it.

Despite Jennifer having turned eighteen some time ago, pink was still the main color of her personal space. Her white princess bed frame and pink bedspread dominated the center of the room; though she was normally quite tidy, she had just washed a load of her panties, which were arranged in a colorful, lacy profusion along the metal rail of her footboard to dry. Her desk was in front of the window, and she sat in an office chair with her back to us as we entered, working at her computer. Her long, dark ponytail bobbed in surprise as she turned and saw that I had brought a guest with me.

As in most families, Jennifer was comfortable in and out of clothing; we treated her body as something to be proud of. The general rule was that girls over eighteen should wear the least amount of clothing appropriate in any given circumstance; they needed to be accustomed to being visually enjoyed by others at all times, and it was a sign of poor training if a girl was excessively covered. Though she was perfectly happy being nude in front of other people, we taught her that being naked was still something special she should share with special people for special reasons. For instance, when family or friends visited, we would often have her undress so that a full appreciation could be made of how much she'd grown and changed since last time they'd seen her. More often than not, as her own preference, she would simply stay naked for the rest of the visit, which was usual in private situations. When out and about in public, normal clothing was customary, but it was always designed to showcase her maturing figure, not cover it. When at home, we expected her to wear light, simple clothing for the sole purpose of covering her modesty.

Turning around in her chair and standing up to greet us, she wore a white, loose-fitting tank top that was nearly sheer. The clinging fabric outlined her pert bosom, and the faintly visible darkness of her areolas drew our eyes to the tips of her breasts. Her only other article of clothing was a pair of light cotton panties-her usual lounging-around-the-house outfit. I introduced her to our guest, and Ramer extended his hand.

'Honey, this is Mr. Ramer. He's been helping me get you ready for the Festival, and I wanted him to come give me some advice about a couple details. Can you help us out?'

She giggled and nodded, 'Of course, daddy! What do you need?'

Ramer chuckled as he shook her hand. 'Good to meet you, Jennifer. Goodness, she's not shy at all, is she? You are a treat, young lady.' Raising her hand above her head, he gently twirled her around to get a good look at her backside. Jennifer giggled again and spun back around in mock embarrassment, clasping her hands in front of her crotch.

I smiled at her coy behavior, but couldn't let her instinct for modesty go unchecked-certainly not in front of one of the best coaches in female handling in the state. I gestured with my hands and gently reminded her that a lady doesn't cover herself when she is being appreciated. She pouted for an instant, sorry that she had disappointed me, and quickly brought her hands back to her sides, standing up a little straighter and pushing her chest out a little further than was necessary, just to show that she was really trying to be a good girl. Her nipples pushed against the loose fabric, and the edge her right aureole just peeked out from the side of the skimpy tank top.

'I'm sorry, Mr. Ramer, I didn't mean to cover myself,' she apologized, smiling and looking him in the eye like a mature, polite woman and carefully speaking the phrases she'd learned in her etiquette classes. 'I'm glad you like my body-please feel free to enjoy looking at it.'

'Honey, Mr. Ramer is here to help us decide how to style your hair in your bikini area for your big night. It's an important part of your look, and since this is my first time doing this, I'm not sure what would be the best choice. He's an expert, and he's helped a lot of girls place very well in the Festival, so I wanted him to take a look at you and give me his opinion.'

As I spoke, Jennifer's eyes moved from me to her panties to Ramer, and they grew a little bigger. She had been naked in front of other people many times over the years, but with the exception of the thorough evaluation I had needed to do on her when I had started Ramer's Festival Preparation Course, it had always been an informal, casual nudity-never with an actual focus of attention on her genitals, and certainly not by a stranger. She knew that as she grew up, however, that that would start to change, and she apparently decided that this must be part of that change. She nodded her head understandingly, and then smiled in assent.

'Of course, daddy! I was not sure of that either-I had some ideas, but I'm glad you found someone to help. Thank you, Mr. Ramer, for being willing to do this. I was kind of worried; I know that it's really important to get good scores on that whole area. I read a magazine that said I can't change the way my vagina is shaped, but that the way I style it is important to the overall score the judges give it.'

Ramer nodded kindly and smiled.

'Certainly, Jennifer. It's my job, and I wouldn't want you to feel anything but confident when you are up on stage for your big night. We'll make sure you feel and look great. My daughters have all been styled differently for their Festivals, and they all got top marks in that area, and I help several other girls each year with lots of different aspects of preparation. So I think I have a pretty good chance of helping you do well, too.'

He sat down on the edge of her bed and motioned for her to stand in front of him. She complied, her light purple panties at his eye level. I pulled her desk chair around next to them and opened my notebook.

'Now, why don't you help me holding your tank top just up above your belly button for me like this, and I'll take a look here,' he said in a cheerful, business-like fashion, and as she did so, showing great care to do exactly as he'd asked, he looked at her panties for a long moment, then began talking me through his method.

'First thing is to see the shape of her mons, and how her hips join with it, and the overall proportions and shape of this whole area,' he said, spanning his hands from hip-bone to hip-bone and then using his fingers to lightly trace the edges of her panties down to where they plunged between her legs. Jennifer shivered as she felt him touch her there.

'She doesn't have really wide hips, and she's fairly lean, so first of all we'll want something more tightly trimmed and sculpted,' he explained. 'She has a nice flat stomach, and her mound is not terribly prominent, but it's obvious she has some well-defined outer labia here-you can see them quite distinctly through her panties. It's usually a good idea to accentuate them, if they're nicely shaped. Let's see what we're working with, here.' As he said this, he grasped the waistband of the panties and eased them down Jennifer's thighs, leaving them just above her knees. My daughter's left hand moved to cover her mouth, and she pouted slightly as the cool air from the open window made contact with her pussy, but she maintained her composure and held tightly to her tank top with her right hand, holding it just above her navel as she had been directed, knowing how important it was that our view of her private area remain unobstructed.

Her pussy was beautiful. It was a clean, perfectly symmetrical slit in the middle of a surprisingly plump mound of soft flesh, and just visible in the depths of the fissure was an irresistible glimpse of her clitoral hood enfolded in the delicate, finely detailed edges of her inner labia. She kept her dark, thick pubic hair trimmed quite short, but it was otherwise a full, natural bush-we had neither shaved nor waxed, since we wanted to have the most to work with when we made our decision for the Festival. Ramer nodded his head knowingly.

'This is excellent,' he said, 'absolutely lovely pussy, Jennifer.' He leaned in to make a closer study. Jennifer, unused to such an intimate examination, shifted slightly away. Ramer, whose years of experience handling young girls was now second nature, smoothly and firmly grasped her hip with his left hand, simultaneously preventing her from avoiding his exploration while also calming her, and gently ran the fingers of his right hand over her mound and through her pubic hair as he explained his analysis to me.

'She has really nicely prominent outer labia, and you see how they almost close at the bottom of her slit here, but there is still a clear view of her clit from the base on to about half its length-you just can't quite see her clitoral head, because it's nestled in between her outer and inner lips here. This is such a classic vulva, just outstanding.

'Okay, the best way to present this little dish is going to be a clean wax job all the way around, with a little hair shaped kind of like a flame or a deer's tail starting right about here, at the base of her clit. And then make sure that everything below that, all along her outer labia, is super-smooth. Or-and this is really fun with a pussy like this-you can switch to a very short trim below the landing strip line, so she has two lengths of hair. The contrast can be very hot on the right girl. It'll perfectly highlight the sculpted quality of her pussy, but add a little more excitement than a full brazilian.' As he spoke, Ramer used his hands to illustrate his ideas, framing Jennifer's vulva like a director framing a shot to demonstrate the various shapes and boundaries of our options.

I nodded, and wrote some notes and scribbled some sketches. I was doing my best to emulate the cool professionalism of Ramer, but I had to admit that it felt strange to watch my daughter being handled so familiarly and dispassionately by a relative stranger, and also to be participating in such a cool appraisal of her sexual desirability. The evaluation I had done on her as part of Ramer's course, using his itemized sheet as a guide, had been a little uncomfortable for both Jennifer and I; although I had seen her naked many times, I was increasingly being confronted by the reality of having to think of her as a sexual object, and I realized that success in the Festival meant I would need to overcome my sense of prudishness about my little girl and wade in with both hands, so-to-speak.

I was still not clear on how that worked. Normally, seeing a naked girl was quickly followed by the desire to have sex with her, and the actions necessary to make that a reality. The problem was, I didn't want to have sex with my daughter, and so I didn't think of her sexually. I was realizing that this would become a problem soon, since my job as her father was to craft her into an extremely desirable sexual partner. As Jennifer had grown, I had struggled to find the mindset that would allow me to view her as other men would view her, because I was too afraid that it would lead to me wanting to consummate the desires other men would have for her.

I consciously focused on mentally and emotionally distancing myself; this was not my daughter standing here, it was just a young, soft, female body and I needed to imagine-in detail-what it would be like to have sex with it. What would be the best parts? What would be a little disappointing? What could we improve, so that having sex with this girl would be a top-shelf experience? She was clay to be sculpted into an incredible sexual creature, and like any artist, I needed to immerse myself fully in the creation of ultimate desirability. I needed to master this, since I would have to do the same thing with the twins soon. It seemed to help, a little. I decided to just follow Ramer's lead and learn what I could from him.

Jennifer was a little flushed and breathing deeply, and we could feel her body heat as she stood there. As comfortable as she was with her body, this was a new level of being handled for her, and I could see a million thoughts and feelings in her face. Wanting to involve her in the process, I asked her if she had any questions or concerns, and she nodded shyly.

'Um, Mr. Ramer, do you think it would it be a good idea for me to get some jewelry...down there?'

'Well, what do you have in mind, Jennifer?'

'I don't really know. I mean, I was over at Stefanie Lowell's house the other day, and daddy, you know her sister Tasha who graduated last year, she was there too, and the three of us were watching a movie, and then one of their dad's friends, Mr. Garner, came by and asked Mr. Lowell if he could have sex with Tasha, and Mr. Lowell said yes, and when he undressed her and made her bend over the couch I saw that she had a little ring. And Mr. Garner seemed to really like it, and Tasha let me look at it afterward and she said that it felt good to her when men touched it. So, would that be something I should do?'

Ramer listened thoughtfully, looking Jennifer in the eye as she talked. His left hand still steadied her by the hip, and the fingers of his right absently traced the lines and contours of her vulva.

'Sometimes a little sparkle is a great idea, Jennifer,' he answered. 'Where exactly was her ring?'

Jennifer thought for a moment. She seemed to be weighing the fact that she was warming to Ramer against the growing realization that she would ultimately be abandoning all sense of privacy or modesty if this conversation continued in this vein. Through the entire consultation so far she had stood with her legs together, her thighs clasped as close to each other as she could keep them, obediently allowing us a full view of the delta between her legs, but not particularly interested in revealing more than was necessary for Ramer's professional purposes.

It was one thing to submit to a specialist's cursory evaluation of her pubic area in order to help us prepare for the big event-and the fact that she currently possessed such a full bush made it easier to feel at least semi-covered-but it was quite another to engage with this man in a detailed conversation concerning her anatomy knowing that it would almost certainly require a far more comprehensive exploration of her female parts. I was so proud of my girl; she was obviously not comfortable sharing so much of her young self with the stranger, but she knew that placing well in the Festival was essential, and she saw that some sacrifices to her sense of propriety might need to be made in order to achieve her full potential. A brief struggle played over her expression, and then she made her decision.

'It was in her...um...in her clit...I think,' she said, her cheeks turning a lovely shade of rose.

Ramer smiled.

'Well,' he said kindly, 'there are a couple factors to that decision. The first is whether your vagina can even be improved with a piercing, and I actually think that you've been so blessed in that area, I'm prone to say don't touch it at all-it's nearly perfect, and you are going to make a lot of men very happy with it just as it is. The other question, though, is what parts of your vagina are best suited to that sort of thing-see, every girl is different, and what works for one doesn't necessarily work for another. I know Tasha Lowell-I've enjoyed her several times myself-and she happens to have a fairly prominent, well-defined clitoris. It's easier to pierce a larger clit without damaging it, and jewelry doesn't end up overwhelming it visually. Now, from what I can see here, you look like you have a smaller, more subtle clit.'

Jennifer's face fell a little as Ramer spoke, but she said she understood. Ramer quickly continued.

'However, there's always a way if it's what you really wanted-we'd just have to figure out what would work best for you. Is it something you might actually want to do?'

Jennifer immediately brightened up, and nodded in assent.

'Good,' Ramer chuckled, 'then we'll need to get a little better view of the whole landscape, so to speak. So tell you what, let's have you put your foot up on the bed beside me, so I can show you some different options that you and your dad can discuss later.'

Jennifer glanced at me as if searching for permission-perhaps to refuse-but I nodded and smiled and reminded her that Ramer was taking extra time out of his day now to help us, and she should appreciate that and also make his job as easy as possible. With a bite to her bottom lip, she allowed Ramer to help her step out of her panties and then slowly raised her foot and placed it on her bed next to him. He pressed her leg to the side with a firm movement, then slid his hand along the back of her thigh, taking hold of her bottom and pulling her hips closer to him while tipping her pelvis up slightly so that her her vulva was elevated to our view and fully exposed. What we saw was spectacular.

With her legs open her outer labia, which closed so perfectly together when she stood, parted beautifully, revealing a strikingly pink set of inner lips which ran precisely the length of her slit. Although her legs were spread, her inner labia remained closed, doing their job of keeping her soft, sensitive entrance protected from our view. They were perfectly formed, separated at the bottom around a tiny opening into her young body, running forward along the length of her slit, and joining at the top in a little nub of flesh which seemed almost to spring to life as she presented herself to us.

Ramer tore his gaze away from my daughter's treasure long enough glance at me and raise his eyebrows in appreciation-even with his years of experience, he was impressed, and that made me proud. He quickly mastered his candid enthusiasm, however, and returned to the job he had to do. He looked at Jennifer.

'Well, first of all, your clitoris is just adorable-as I thought, it is quite small, but on the other hand it's also pretty well-defined.' He turned to me.

'The thing is, when they're stimulated, some girl's clits get larger, while others retract further under their hood-it's usually better for those girls to get a hood piercing, and she definitely has enough to work with for that. A vertical barbell here,' he said, taking her clitoral hood between his thumb and forefinger and tugging on it gently to demonstrate how the loose, soft skin could be pulled away from the delicate little nub beneath, offering enough room for a needle to penetrate it, 'would look great; even when her legs are closed, it will be visible. On the other hand, with what I'm seeing here, this little button might tend to get more erect and visible when she's aroused, and that would make her a great candidate for an actual clitoral piercing. Have you done any stimulation training with her? Do you know how her vagina changes when she's aroused?'

I shook my head. 'Not really. Mostly we've focused on minimizing any contact or touching, especially on her own. I thought that was what we were supposed to do.'

'Well, that is one school of thought,' Ramer said. 'And I do agree that she should be prevented as far as possible from touching herself. But I think it's important to know how a girl's body is going to respond to different stimuli; it can be very useful during the pageant as a strategic tool, and it is certainly some important information you'll want to be able to pass on to other fathers when they come to take a turn teaching her so that they have a good starting point to work from. I typically begin introducing my girls to light touching fairly early on, continue to experiment as we got closer to their Festival, and take careful notes about how different types of contact affect them. For instance, with Kelly, I found that, even as a child, whenever she had been disobedient and needed a spanking she'd get extremely wet. I was able to develop that response, so that just before I went on stage with her, I simply lightly rubbed the paddle we use at home across her backside a few times. She became an instant, total mess, and took top marks that year for lubrication. None of the other girls were even close. May I try something?'



'Please,' I said, 'You're the expert. Whatever you need to do. I think it grows a little, but it looks like she's pretty aroused right now.'

Jennifer's eyes grew a little wider, and her hand reached for mine as she prepared for a spanking.

Ramer didn't have anything that violent in mind, however. Moistening his thumb with his tongue, he reached between her legs and began to gently rub Jennifer's clit in tiny circles. Jennifer's hips tightened and her breathing grew a little ragged, but she held perfectly still as Ramer focused on barely contacting the head of her clit, which nudged its way out from under its hood until it poked completely free-a tiny, triangular nub of flesh that glistened under the coating of his saliva and seemed to strain toward Ramer's thumb even as he pulled away to inspect the results of his work.

'Well, there you go,' he said, sounding pleasantly surprised. 'She's got a nice little clit there that honestly could be perfect for piercing.' He looked up at Jennifer, who smiled happily even as she blushed deeply.

Ramer went on to caution Jennifer that even though a clitoral piercing was an option for her, he didn't recommend that she get it done this close to her Festival. It was a very painful procedure, he said, and she wouldn't want to still be healing when her big night came. Jennifer seemed oddly interested in this, and asked exactly how painful it would be.

Ramer explained that the usual practice these days was to secure a girl to a worktable with padded straps so that the piercer had a stable, motionless target to work with. Obviously girl bits were very small and very sensitive, so having the ability to work carefully and methodically helped, and you wouldn't want a girl to suddenly struggle and accidentally injure herself.

Jennifer shuddered again, completely absorbed by Ramer's description, mindless now of her exposed body as she followed with rapt attention. She seemed to be breathing shallowly, her eyes shone, and when I glanced between her legs I was surprised to see that her clitoris appeared to have grown even more insistently erect while she listened to Ramer describe her being bound and rendered helpless in preparation for her genitals to be violently modified. I'd had no idea that my Jennifer was turned on by the idea of bondage, but I was obviously learning important things about my young daughter, thanks to the experience and skill of Ramer. As I leaned closer and saw that her clit had indeed become more engorged, I watched enthralled as a thin trickle of clear fluid escaped from the tight confines of her vaginal entrance and began inching toward the floor down the inside of her leg. Though Ramer had to be aware of everything I was noticing, he simply continued with his lesson.

'Then the piercer will rub your clitoris like I just did to make it poke out, and when it does, he'll pull the hood back and fasten the head of your clit in a little steel clamp, which he'll use to stretch it out, kind of like this, and then drive the needle through the middle of it,' he said, taking her clitoris firmly between his fingertips and testing how far he could coax the glistening button of flesh out from under its hood. Jennifer moaned suddenly, her legs began to shake, and her grip on my hand tightened urgently. As Ramer continued to manipulate her clitoris, her inner labia slowly-almost imperceptibly-opened on their own, signaling that her young body was ready for copulation, and she suddenly screamed 'daddy!' as a copious amount of fluid was released from her opening-a large glistening bead of perfectly clear liquid suspended at the end of a crystalline strand of female cum which swung pendulously with her spasms. The freshly exposed flesh of her entrance was slick and richly pink, and the room quickly filed with the warm, pungent scent of a young girl's orgasm as her entire body tensed and then relaxed with a series of deep trembles.

As she shuddered to a stop, breathing heavily and supporting herself with her hands on our shoulders, Ramer let go of her clitoris and we sat quietly for a moment, letting her cool down while we enjoyed the timeless sight of a beautiful young girl in heat. Her arms and chest were damp with sweat, her ponytail had begun to come undone, and her tank top was soaked through, clinging to her skin and slipping completely off her left breast, which hung free in the cool air of the bedroom. Her dark nipple was rock hard, and the skin of her areola was deeply textured and wrinkled. Her vagina gaped open, allowing us a view into her body as it offered itself for penetration. Periodically it would contract gently, then open again, each time releasing more clear, viscous fluid, which would collect at the bottom of her open slit until it spilled over and hung in yet another long strand.

Ramer chuckled. 'Well, does all that sound like something you'd want to go through?' he asked wryly.

Jennifer nodded, her chest heaving, a somewhat confused look on her face. She tried to gather herself, foggily clutching her tank top as she remembered that she was supposed to be keeping herself exposed for us. 'Yes...I mean...I don't know why that happened...I don't know WHAT happened...'

'It's perfectly normal, Jennifer,' Ramer said, soothingly. 'And I think we can say that you're a very healthy girl, who just likes the idea of being tied up. Have you been reading books about that kind of thing?'

Jennifer nodded breathlessly, and Ramer smiled. 'After your Festival, I'm sure that you'll find that many men will be happy to help you explore that interest. My goodness,' he murmured, looking her up and down, 'you are quite delicious, aren't you? That tank top is going to make you catch a cold. Let's go ahead and take that off, shall we?' Jennifer nodded, and as she unsteadily complied, pulling the damp piece of cloth over her head, Ramer took the opportunity to dip his index finger into her entrance, scoop up some of her cum, and taste it. He smiled and licked his lips.

'Oh, now that is good,' he said. 'Robert, there is nothing like the taste of a new girl. You need to try this.'

In spite of myself, I wanted nothing more than to do just that. I had achieved the mental state I had been striving for-it no longer mattered that it was my daughter standing naked in front of me. After the last half hour, she was now just a fresh, naked, dripping young girl whose body was crying out to be bred, and my cock was fully prepared to do the job.

It was a fascinating, liberating state. My body wanted hers with undifferentiated biological urgency-I wanted to eat her alive, to throw her down on her bed and drive her into the mattress, to split her open with my cock and fill her with load after load of semen. But incredibly, I also knew with calm certainty that I would never actually do that, and that I didn't actually WANT to do that to my daughter. I was like an observer of myself, and I was able to note my body's response to her separately from my actual purposes and desires for my daughter. Of course I would never actually breed her, but there was nothing wrong with tasting her sex. It was just one more important piece of information I should know about her as I released her to her sexual career with other men. She was now a teaching tool, and I was simply learning everything that a father should learn about his daughter's body, not because I wanted to take her, but because knowing these things and being able to discuss them with other men was what a father did, and was important to her future.

I reached between her legs and caught a large drop just as it began to fall from her vagina and brought it to my mouth, the strand following my fingers and stretching from her entrance to my lips as I swallowed her clear girl-cum. She was a little salty, a little musky, with a sweet aftertaste that went down smooth. Ramer and I both went back for seconds and then thirds, discussing the intricacies of her flavor profile, as Jennifer stood obediently still and continued producing her sweet nectar for us, each dip of our fingers into her opening being met by yet another little rush of syrupy fluid and accompanied by an insistent moan from from the back of my daughter's throat. Ramer ran his hands over her body, constricting her throat, grabbing her hair, squeezing her breasts and flicking her nipples, keenly observing her responses and noting what kinds of touches seemed most effective at eliciting more vaginal fluid. He held her open with one hand and slowly applied a strong, steady pressure to her nipple with the other while I swirled my finger around the base of her entrance, and suddenly she came again with a scream and a shudder, and nearly collapsed. Ramer grabbed her and helped her lay down on the bed. She lay there, exhausted, her legs akimbo, her eyes half-closed, her pussy leaking into the bedspread.

Ramer adjusted his cock in his slacks and looked at me.

'Well, was that helpful for you?' He asked

'More than you know,' I answered. 'Thank you so much for your time. I learned a lot, and I'm excited to use a lot of this information with her younger sisters when it's time for them, too. What do I owe you, sir?'

Ramer dismissed the question with a wave of his hand, then turned a hungry gaze back to Jennifer's body.

'Don't worry about it,' he said, 'I'll be back through town after the Festival, and I'll stop by here to spend some one-on-one time with this little filly here. I think that sounds like a fair price.'

'Absolutely,' I laughed, 'She'll be ready for you. And I think she'll make it more than worth your while.'

'Excellent,' Ramer smiled. 'Jennifer, it was lovely to meet you, and I'll be seeing you again in a few weeks. Robert, I'll be going now; one of my friends texted me earlier that he's coaching a curvy little 20-year-old blonde just down the road in perfecting her bowjob technique, and that she could use some more practice as soon as he's done. He's really taken an interest in helping her improve; I'm sure you'd be welcome to join us and assist. Practice makes perfect, you know, and he'd appreciate any feedback you could give her.'

I thanked him for his tempting offer, but since we had a lot to work on this close to the Festival, I decided I should stay here and start styling Jennifer's pubic hair.

'And also,' I said severely, glancing down and seeing Jennifer's hand had crept between her legs and she was stealthily rubbing herself, 'it looks like before we do that, we may need to spend some time learning a little discipline.' Jennifer's hands flew back to her sides in a failed attempt to feign innocence, Ramer dismissed himself with a knowing smile, and I unbuckled my belt and pulled it from my pants...


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 04

I.

The Festival was only a week away, and as we moved to the final phase of our preparations we knew it was still important to focus on the fundamentals.

One of these was keeping Jennifer in peak physical condition, and we prioritized her exercise and nutrition. Three days a week she trained with a personal trainer at a gym downtown, and her discipline and commitment had paid off in a big way.

Today was her last session, and so I loaded her and Selena and Serena, her younger twin sisters, into the car.

Steve Montgomery had built a reputation for results in training young girls for their Festival, and he ran a series of small-group classes out of his well-equipped facility. There were four girls in Jennifer's group, and they had been training together for six months.

The other fathers and I would typically stay for the sessions, sitting on benches along the wall of the gym and talking amongst ourselves while our daughters worked out.

The other girls were filtering in as we arrived and Steve greeted each one with a big smile and a high-five. Once they'd stowed their jackets and gym bags in the lockers by the door, giggling and talking as they pulled their hair back into ponytails and filled their water bottles, he clapped his hands to get their attention.

'Alright, ladies,' he said, 'let's get started! This is your last session, and I'm so proud of everything you've accomplished. Before we begin, let's weigh and measure so we can see the final results of all the hard work you've put in. Go ahead and undress, and line up right here in front of me, please.'

The giggling started again as the girls complied, and we were treated to the always-lovely sight of four lithe young women peeling out of their sports bras, yoga pants, and panties, which they folded neatly and stowed next to their lockers.

Selena and Serena watched with rapt attention; they were fascinated by each part of the preparation their older sister had undergone for her Festival, and they drank in every detail of the process unfolding before them. They knew that soon it would be their turn to be on that floor, training with Steve or some other fitness coach.

The newly naked girls then lined up in order of height in front of Steve, their hands at their sides. Jennifer was second from shortest, and on her right, slightly taller, was Liya Milano.

Liya's mother was French and Indian, and her father was Sicilian. She was dark-skinned and dark-eyed, with spectacular breasts that hung with a tangible weight but which were perfectly suspended from her lean torso, and were capped by a pair of large, dark nipples the color of milk chocolate which seemed to be the size of my thumbs and which, despite the impressive size of her breasts, pointed at a distinct upward angle.

Her stomach was flat and defined, plunging toward a rich, dark vulva whose full lips were on full display due to the brazilian waxing that left the soft skin of her genitals smooth and exposed. The rest of her body, however, seemed to be covered in a fine, nearly invisible peach fuzz of light hair which caused her dark skin to shimmer with light. I thought she was perhaps the most beautiful girl I had ever seen, and I told her father, Tavio, so.

On Jennifer's left, and the shortest of the group, was Maria Elliot, a curvy, compact firecracker of black and Puerto Rican descent. Her brown eyes sparkled constantly with mischief, and her hair was a jet-black mane of curls that bounced with all the energy and vitality of her personality.

She moved like a dancer with a sensuous swing of her hips, and her butt was spectacularly round and full. Six months of exercise had only accentuated its curvature and firmness, and it was possibly her best feature—I had an irresistible urge to bite it.

Her breasts were nothing to sniff at however, and were tidy, round B-cups with unusually small nipples which were nonetheless insistently erect in the cool air of the gym, as if refusing to let some of their larger counterparts in the room get all the attention.

Her pussy was largely hidden by a dense, close-trimmed thicket of curly hair which had been sculpted into a triangle fitting perfectly between the junction of her legs. One could only imagine the rich pinkness to be discovered should one undertake an exploration between her folds, and her flirtatious demeanor and evident pride in her body promised a richly pleasurable reward if one was successful.

The tallest of the group as Corinna Denkel, a tall, leggy blond with statuesque germanic features, delicate lips, and a spectacular set of breasts which jutted forward with impressive prominence and were so full that they joined together in her cleavage forming an unusual and highly arousing sort of single mammary mass.

Her areolas were faint, only slightly darker than her white skin, and her nipples were inverted, with a little pucker in each one, as if they were shy and needed some friendly, gentle stimulation to help them pop out.

Her vagina was an exquisite, long, clean cleft between two perfectly symmetrical lips, which were adorned with a light scattering of blond hair trimmed into a small landing strip which did nothing to conceal the slight separation between them and the delicate, frilled edges of her inner labia hanging within.

And finally, of course, there was my Jennifer-sleek and fine-featured, with her pert young breasts, long brunette hair, and her tight little bottom. She'd always been relatively thin, and I was pleased with the amount of toned muscle she'd developed in the course of her training. She was still very lean, however, and her butt cheeks were exactly the perfect size for a large man to cup in his hands.

We'd groomed her pubic hair as Ramer had suggested, and the results were gratifying-her sculpted pussy sported a dark landing strip which started at the top of her slit, and transitioned to a shorter, closely-trimmed peach fuzz all along her outer labia.

The effect was of a two-tone highlight that perfectly framed her shapely clitoral hood, which even now seemed to be partially drawn back to expose the head of her little button to our view. The other fathers were impressed and intrigued with how it had turned out. Chuck, Maria's father, turned to the twins with a twinkle in his eye and chuckled good-naturedly.

'So, do all the Stevenson girls do their hair like that?'

Generally the shyer of the two, Selena blushed, bit her lip, and looked coyly away; Serena, however, simply took the question at face value and grinned at Chuck.

'Aaaaactually,' she explained with an endearing frankness, undoing the fly of her jeans and tugging the front of her panties down to show him, 'I do mine more like a...'

I shot a dirty look at Chuck, who was a habitual pranskter. 'Whoa, whoa, whoa!' I exclaimed, 'let's put those back on, little lady! Mr. Elliot is joking. He doesn't want to see your girl parts-I mean, he doesn't NEED to see them. We'll save that for later, okay?'

Chuck chuckled again as Serena complied. 'That's alright, Serena,' he laughed, 'thank you for wanting to show me. When's your Festival?'

'In two years,' Serena answered, a little hurt at my admonition.

'Well,' Chuck said sincerely, 'that little peek you just gave me has me very excited for that day. I can't wait to get a good look at how you style yourself down there.'

'Me too!' Serena perked up, 'Maybe I can show you first of all!'

'I'd like that, Serena,' Chuck said. 'Your dad and I will talk about it.'

Confident that my daughter's lady bits were safely back in her pants, I turned back to the action in the gym.

Steve surveyed the variety of exposed femininity before him, and smiled with pride. He had certainly good reason-all our daughters looked outstanding, and it was largely due to his particular genius for exercise and nutrition.

Motioning Corinna to step forward, he had her step on a scale, then used a calipered instrument to measure her bodyfat percentage by lightly pinching the skin above her hip, on the side of her right breast three inches from the edge of her areola, her inner thigh two inches below the bottom of her vagina, and her right buttock. Then he used a tape to measure her waist, hips, thigh, and arms.

Carefully he measured her bust (taking care to center the tape across her nipples), the distance between her nipples, and the width of the gap between her thighs. Working his way down the line, he repeated the process with each of the girls.

Steve worked with a cool professionalism, and the girls obligingly accommodated him as he maneuvered around their bare bodies.

Liya seemed a little shy of the process, but knew better than to resist; Maria, however, giggled incessantly as if the calipers and tape tickled. When Steve knelt in front of her and asked her to stand with a slightly wider stance so that he could pinch her inner thigh, she instead lifted her leg high and set her foot on his knee, thrusting her hips toward his face in a show of eagerness to help which had the added effect of offering her pussy to him.

The fathers chuckled-we all knew that Maria's dad was going to have his hands full with that girl after the Festival, and had probably had his hands full with her until now, anyway.

When he'd finished all the measurements, he had the girls stand against the wall while took a photo of them from the front, the side, and the back. He had done this during the first session six months ago, and when he pulled up the original pictures and showed them to us, they were greeted with cheers and applause. Each girl had transformed dramatically-their stomachs were more defined, their waists narrower, their bottoms tighter and rounder, and their arms more toned. Steve and his program had been worth every penny.

As they had finished their measurements the girls had begun warming up for their workout, and once Steve had managed to complete taking Maria's numbers without allowing her to take advantage of him, he began the day's training.

The girl's workouts generally consisted of several circuits of several exercises they rotated through for short periods of time, and Steve's focus was on maintaining a lot of intensity and working the whole body for leanness and tone, while working certain muscles in isolation to help each girl sculpt her body the way she wanted.

They worked out in the nude, since the primary objective of all of this was to perfect their naked bodies for the Festival, and in order for Steve to fine-tune their regimen he had to be able to observe their bodies in motion, in every detail.

Today they did a series of exercises for arms and shoulders, as well as climbing on a stairmill for several minutes, and using a machine designed to help tone and sculpt their glutes. This consisted of a bench on which the girl would lie on her back, extend her legs straight toward the ceiling and insert her feet into straps attached to weighted cables, then smoothly and slowly open and close her legs as wide as she could. Steve coached with a lot of energy and enthusiasm, and remained for the most part near the cable apparatus, helping the girls get their feet in the straps and ensuring they were activating the muscles of their bottom properly.

The other fathers and I always enjoyed watching our daughters train; they pushed themselves hard, and Steve had a gift for getting the most out of them.

Only a few minutes into the workout they were breathing hard, their smooth skin glistening with sweat, their muscles tensing and stretching with each repetition of their exercises.

Each time Steve had them rotate to a new station, we'd watch as the next girl mounted the stairmill and began climbing, her hips swaying hypnotically and her legs and glutes tensing as beads of sweat formed on the undersides their breasts and ran down her stomach, drenching her pubic hair and rolling down her inner thighs.

Jennifer and Liya were never that excited about working out, though they did their best. Corinna, however, was a star volleyball player at her high school and was an enthusiastic athlete; Maria was simply highly competitive and refused to back down to a challenge, thus most workouts turned into a spirited contest between the two seemingly mismatched young girls to see who could lift the most, move the fastest, and push harder. Steve was always happy to spur on the rivalry, and today the glute apparatus became the focal point.

Good-natured trash-talk flew back and forth between gasps for air, and as soon as one of them had finished her sprint on the stairmill she would practically dive onto her back on the bench, throw her legs in the air, and chide Steve if he didn't get her feet in the straps quickly enough.

As soon as she was secured, Steve would kneel between her legs at the foot of the bench and lightly cradle her bottom in his hands, his thumbs on either side of her vagina, in order to help her properly flex her butt as she worked. Then she'd open her legs wide until Steve counted a complete rep (he was a stickler for good form, and ensured the girls didn't cheat by only doing half-reps), bring her feet back together, and repeat as many times as she could before it was time to rotate to the next station.

Corinna was very strong, and it was exhilarating see her powerful thighs in action as she breathed deeply through her nose and emitted gentle grunts from the back of her throat with each repetition. Her long legs moved in great sweeping arcs through the air as she worked.

Not to be outdone, however, Maria had Steve add more weight on her last set. It was a little more than she could actually handle, and she struggled for her last reps, moaning and shaking on the bench.

Just when she thought she was done, Steve suddenly told her to do three more, and she screamed with effort as she tried to spread her legs one last time. Steve placed his hands on the insides of her thighs and gently pressed them open, keeping her hips down on the bench with a steady pressure as she pushed herself to the limit, her head thrown back and her mouth wide. Steve smiled and rallied her with his coach's voice.

'You got this, girl!' he said, 'Don't quit! Look at me-LOOK AT ME and give me ONE MORE-spread 'em for me, Maria! Atta girl!'

The exhausted girl complied, raising her head and locking eyes with her trainer as they worked together to open her legs and sculpt her amazing butt. As her legs reached the fully spread position her pussy opened itself up, and I was delighted to see that I had been right about the deep, rich pink coloration of her interior. The inner surfaces of her vagina were slick, and while it was impossible to tell if it was her natural lubricant or simply some of the copious sweat that coated her entire body, the obviously engorged state of her labia hinted strongly at the former.

Steve let her legs go and the young girl lay on the bench panting. Her eyes were closed; her legs, still suspended in the cables by her ankles, waved weakly in the air akimbo, and her little nipples, looking painfully hard, rode up and down on her heaving bosom.

'That was AWESOME,' Steve laughed, playfully smacking her on the butt in congratulation before undoing the straps that attached her to the machine. 'You guys all did awesome today!'

The other girls were in similar happy states of fatigue, and were scattered about the gym sitting on benches and sprawled on the floor. Steve helped them up, gave them each a high-five and a smack on the bottom, made some final recommendations for their nutrition in the final days of their preparation, and then the girls showered, dressed, and we were ready to leave.

II.

As we left the gym, we invited Chuck, Maria, Tavio, and Liya to join us for our traditional post-workout smoothie trip. They were happy to oblige, and we walked down the block to a little cafe that served frozen yogurt and healthy smoothies, the girls chatting and laughing as we went.

As we settled into one of the large booths, two cute young girls walked in, ordered frozen yogurts, and sat across the room at another booth.

They were well-dressed and attractive, in very tight short shorts, heels, and thin camisole tops which did nothing to hide the fact that they were braless.

The blond was curly-haired and fine-featured, with small breasts that seemed to point straight out from her chest, while her brunette friend was a little curvier, with wavy hair pulled into a loose ponytail and a fairly abundant bosom that stretched the fabric covering it. We watched them out of the corner of our eyes as our daughters talked away together.

Tavio and Chuck both had older daughters who had celebrated their Festival, and I could see that they were considering exercising their educational responsibilities on the two young ladies. I had to admit I was filled with an impatient envy; I couldn't wait to be able to simply walk up to any girl I wanted and have sex with her, like they could.

Before they could act, however, another gentleman walked over to them from his seat at the window. He was around fifty years old, and had a kind face, steel-gray hair, and wore a nice suit. I guessed he was an attorney.

He pulled a chair up to the booth the girls were sitting in, and started a conversation with them. We caught bits and pieces from our seats, and watched as he introduced himself to them and asked to see their ID's.

The girls smiled and retrieved them from their purses; both cards were light green in color, which meant that the holders had celebrated their Festivals and were available for training at the discretion of any father of a Festival graduate. The older man smiled back, and asked if they had ever had sex with a man while another girl licked their pussy; both of them shook their heads shyly, and the man smiled again.

'This is a great thing for you to be familiar with,' he said. 'It allows the man to enjoy the experience of your body while the other girl's job is to stimulate you to orgasm. Every time she licks your clit, your pussy will tighten, giving the man even more pleasure, while he simply focuses on pleasing himself with his cock inside you. It makes a better experience for everyone involved. I'd like to show you now, please, what it's like. Please stand up and remove your clothes, both of you.'

The girls complied; it was obvious it wasn't their favorite idea, but they knew that they were legally required to learn as much about sex as they could, from any qualified male who offered to teach them. Standing up by their booth, they stripped off their tops and their shorts and stood in front of their new teacher, naked except for their heels and their jewelry.

They were both fantastic specimens; long-legged with toned arms. The blonde's nipples were surprisingly large and already were crinkled in the cool air of the shop.

Her pussy was a clean little peach-slit with a thin scattering of light hair across her mound. Her dark-haired friend was beautifully curvy, with a lovely set of breasts that hung a little low, but were firm-looking and well shaped, and her thick, dark pubic hair was trimmed to a tight triangle that ended just at the base of her clitoris.

Both girls' expressions combined a little embarrassment with a little boredom; their Festival had evidently been fairly recent, but they were already becoming used to the rigorous demands of this new phase of their life.

The man took a moment to survey the young bodies in front of him, evidently contemplating his best plan of attack.

Stepping forward, he lightly squeezed the blonde's nipples between his thumb and forefinger, then gently explored her pussy, carefully noting her reactions. With a firm grip on shoulder he turned her 180 degrees and asked her to widen her stance and arch her back, then with his other hand he carefully inspected her buttocks-tracing the smooth surface of her young skin and her taut, toned musculature-and slid between them, pressing his thumb gently against her anus and rubbing his finger in tiny circles around her little star as he observed her reflexes clench and relax her sphincter, and spreading her labia to access her moist insides.



He then moved to the brunette and repeated his evaluation. Unlike the blonde, who stood stock-still as the man explored her private areas, we were impressed to see the darker-haired girl part her knees and squat slightly to accommodate his hand, apparently in an effort to penetrate herself with his finger-not just her vulva, but also as he probed her anus. Her enthusiastic attitude was mirrored by the impressive amount of fluid which instantly coated the man's fingers when he separated her labia. The little brunette's body was clearly hot to trot, and hungry for copulation.

Satisfied that the girls were worth spending some time and effort training, the man stepped back, undid his belt, freed his semi-erect penis, and invited the girls to begin their lesson by practicing their blowjob technique. They both began immediately, nuzzling, licking, and sucking as they urged his cock into a state capable of teaching them what he had in mind.

Tavio whispered to Chuck, and they both rose and walked over to the man and introduced themselves. The man, who was named Eric, shook their hands and introduced them to the girls, blond Hannah and brunette Angie, who simply greeted Chuck and Tavio by politely making eye contact, offering their hands for a shake, and mumbling softly. They were well-trained enough to know that good manners forbade them from removing their mouths from a cock until instructed, even if they were meeting new people.

Tavio explained why they had come over.

'We were just admiring these two ourselves, and overheard what you're getting ready to teach them, and we wondered if you'd mind if we helped teach them some stuff too,' he said.

'Not at all,' Eric replied, his hands on both the girls' heads as they continued to service him. 'What did you have in mind?'

Tavio knelt down next to the naked girls, who looked at him without missing a lick on Eric's now fully-erect penis.

'Have either of you girls ever had three men in a row? It's called having a train run on you.'

They both shook their heads, their eyes widening slightly.

Chuck crouched down alongside Tavio, and asked, 'And have you ever drunk semen, other than swallowing it from a blowjob?'

They girls shook their heads again.

Eric laughed and said he liked how the other two men thought, and, as he was ready now, he motioned for Hanna and Angie to stand up.

As they rose they took the opportunity to protest that they weren't supposed to be required to have sex more than twice in a day. Tavio explained that while that was normally the case, the three men were preparing to teach the girls about sex acts that by definition involved multiple men, so in reality what they were about to do only really counted as one time. Chuck and Eric nodded in agreement, and the girls reluctantly admitted that they were probably right.

Eric then had Angie stand facing her table with her elbows on it and spread her legs, presenting her backside to him. He instructed Hanna to kneel underneath her friend and begin licking her pussy, and as she spread a combination of her saliva and Angie's vaginal lubrication all around her opening with her tongue, he grasped Angie's hips and slowly inserted his cock to its full depth.

Angie gasped and struggled slightly, but quick-thinking Tavio jumped into the booth and held her arms down firmly to the cool surface of the table as Eric began thrusting deeply into the young girl's vagina. Finding his rhythm, he instructed Hanna to continue licking Angie's pussy, focusing on her clit.

'Match my tempo,' he coached her, 'and start by matching my direction-when I thrust in, you lick upwards on her clit; that's really good...now I want you to go the opposite way-lick upwards as I pull my cock out...oh, that is such a good job. She's tightening on me as I withdraw. Oh my god that is sexy...'

Chuck meanwhile had returned from the yogurt counter with a small plastic bowl. He stood patiently by as Eric continued to work Angie's pussy with long, deliberate strokes.

Angie, meanwhile, was shaking and trembling as she came closer to orgasm; her legs went out from under her occasionally, but Eric simply held her up in position by her hips, rutting her in mid-air as her feet scrambled weakly to regain their footing like Bambi on ice.

Suddenly she screamed and bucked, and Eric calmly pulled his soaking cock from her hole, pushed her forward so she was lying across the table on her stomach, took the little bowl from Chuck and aimed stream after stream of thick cum into it.

The girls at our table and myself watched with rapt attention as Eric zipped up his slacks and commended the girls for doing a good job. Then he took his place standing next to the panting Angie as she lay on her stomach on the table, firmly holding her down with his hands on the small of her back so that Tavio could take his turn with her pussy.

Tavio's large cock slid easily into the girl's slick entrance, and he wasted no time working long strokes into her as he explained how important it was for her to learn to service multiple men. Being skilled at letting three, or five-or ten-men take their turns with her, and expressing a willingness to do so, made a girl very popular; and in the end, she'd have a wider choice of life-mate.

'Yes, sir, I understand,' Angie managed to gasp as Tavio trained her, and as he quickened his pace she came again, this time accompanied by a gush of fluid from her vagina that poured out onto the table on onto the floor as she screamed. Tavio withdrew his cock with a look of intense concentration as he kept himself from coming, and Angie's vagina gaped open and closed with a gentle rhythm as more clear fluid continued to stream from her entrance.

Tavio took the little bowl and with a fierce grunt unleashed an extraordinary volume of semen into it to join Eric's.

Chuck had corralled Hanna into the booth and was having her suck his cock as he waited his turn with Angie. As Tavio finished, he traded places with Chuck and instructed Hanna to carefully clean his penis with her tongue. She complied with enthusiasm, and he absently fondled her nipples as she carefully lapped the last drops of his semen from the tip of his cock, which started to rise to attention again as she licked Angie's cum from the full length of his shaft.

Chuck, meanwhile, had rolled the nearly senseless Angie onto her back on the table, her legs in the air, and slid into her with a smooth powerful thrust.

'This is 'running of the train' on you,' he said softly to her, as he began to ram her pussy with more and more force. 'Two men is just a three-some, but when you take three or more, you're a fuck-toy. Ideally,' he said, looking around, 'we'd have a couple more guys to jump in here. She needs to be properly fucked.'

'I do, I do,' Angie whispered, her eyes rolled back as she took the full length of Tavio's seven-inch shaft. 'Please, sir, I want to be fucked by all the men...please, bring more men to fuck me...as many as you think I need, sir...'

Angie's breasts bounced and heaved, and her nipples were extremely erect. Chuck squeezed her breasts and pinched her nipples roughly as he fucked her. The pain seemed to bring her back to consciousness, and she began to struggle on the table as she moaned with each of his thrusts. Tavio and Eric quickly held her down by her shoulders as Chuck continued to teach the young girl about taking three men in a row.

I was extremely hard; it was all I could do to keep my hands to myself as I sat in our booth with five gorgeous girls who were obviously all getting turned on as well. But I had to contain myself. These girls were still off-limits. Fortunately Chuck came to the rescue.

'Robert!' he called across to me, 'I think we should have some more cum in this cup for these girls. I know you can't fuck them, but you might as well just come over here and add yours if you like.'

I was delighted to comply. I undid my pants as I walked across the room, and began stroking my cock as I watched Angie get fucked senseless by Chuck. She had cum again while Chuck had her on her back, and the spray of her climax had splashed over her entire body, which was slick and glistening with her own juices. She had relaxed, completely spent, and moaned quietly as Chuck worked his cock in different angles in her well-used vagina. Her inner labia were large and nicely shaped, and it was beautiful to see them cling stickily to Chuck's cock as he thrust over and over into her body.

Her struggles had ceased; she lay there, completely open and present to the experience of being serially fucked, letting Chuck do whatever he wanted to her.

Eric reached between her legs and gently rolled her clitoris in his thumb and finger, and she began to shudder and buck again as she came for the fourth time. Continuing to play with her clit, Eric used his other hand to hold her down on the table by her throat as she fought and thrashed.

Chuck continued with his powerful thrusts, and as another gush of girl-cum rushed from her vagina he withdrew his cock, grabbed the bowl, and with a couple strokes of his hand added a tremendous load of semen to it. His was thick and ropy, and shot out with such force that it threatened to splash the previous contents out.

Hanna had done such a great job with Tavio's cock that he was ready for more, and as soon as Chuck stepped out of the way he practically dived into Angie's vagina, hammering her roughly for a few moments until he was ready to come again, and added his second contribution to the bowl.

Seeing Angie's body getting used so fully pushed me over the edge, and I just managed to get to the bowl before launching one of the biggest loads of semen I had ever produced into it. I held myself up on the table with one hand as pulse after pulse of my cock drained my balls of cum.

Eric had also recovered from his first foray, and had been absently fucking the compliant Hanna from behind, his hands on her spectacular little butt. He looked over at the motionless, soaking Angie, her chest heaving and her legs splayed unceremoniously open where Tavio had left her, her vagina pink and swollen from getting fucked five times in a row, with her labia parted and her entrance leaking onto the table, and he spoke up as I finished my orgasm.

'You know, fellas, it looks like Angie has been pretty well trained for today. I suggest that we have little Hanna here drink the contents of that bowl. I also suggest that we make it more interesting and educationally valuable by having her take cum into her body from both ends simultaneously—as she drinks our semen, I will come inside her. She'll benefit from the unique experience of becoming simply a vessel for sperm, receiving it from multiple sources into multiple openings.'

We all agreed that seemed a reasonable conclusion to the lesson, and Tavio picked up the bowl. It was full to the brim-nearly half a cup's worth-and was a milky white, stringy mass of liquid. One could only imagine the countless millions of little swimmers that would soon be swishing around the tongue and teeth of the adorable little naked blonde girl.

Eric slowed his pace and withdrew most of his cock from Hanna's body, leaving just the head of his penis just inside her. We could see he was very hard, and he was obviously controlling himself in order to time his climax with her drinking of the protein-rich concoction we had all helped to make for her.

Hanna had been slow to warm to the whole idea of this training session-she had obviously just wanted to get a smoothie with her friend-but as was so often the case with these young girls, once she was naked and in action, her body and her instincts had taken over. Having several cocks inside her over the past twenty minutes had revved her little motor, and the few drops of Tavio's semen she had lapped up during her cleaning duties had whet her appetite for male cum.

Now she pouted as Eric pulled most of his cock's length from her pussy, and she looked hungrily at the bowl Tavio handed her. Tavio kept one hand on the bowl and took hold of Hana's ponytail to prevent her from drinking until Eric gave the signal.

Chuck was gently massaging the exhausted Angie's breasts and pussy. His cock was no longer hard, yet it was still swollen and quite large, and as Angie lay on her back on the table he opened her mouth and inserted it between her thirsty lips. Her eyes were closed, and she latched on instantly like a kitten, moaning quietly and humming softly to herself as she suckled on the largest cock she had ever had, which had fucked her so roughly just a few minutes before.

Chuck sweetly stroked her dark hair and caressed her cheek in a fatherly way while rhythmically circling her sensitive clitoris with his fingertips, and in a low voice urged her to milk every last drop of thick, pungent semen from his body.

Eric resumed fucking the young blond, who had begun to grind against him and fight Tavio for the bowl of semen.

I was hard again and was about to ask if it was too late to add another load when suddenly Eric nodded to Tavio, who kept his hold on Hanna's hair but released the bowl. Hanna began draining the contents, careful to spill none of the viscous liquid, and Tavio froze, holding perfectly still as his cock pumped visibly in the young girl's vagina, filling her with semen from behind while she filled her own belly with long mouthfuls of cum down her throat.

I was suddenly over the edge, my cock erupting in a second orgasm of such force and volume of semen that you'd think I hadn't cum in a week. I tried to aim for the bowl so Hanna could drink it with the rest, but most of my first several blasts hit her in the face, running into her eyes and shooting up her nose. as she had tipped her chin up to finish her bowl of cum.

She tried to avoid the worst of it, but Tavio and Eric held her still and ensured that she took every shot I had left, and her struggles only added stimulation to Eric's orgasm as he continued coating her slick vaginal walls with his cum.

As everyone disentangled, Hanna and Angie each a gooey mess at both ends and the men well satisfied, we dressed and commended the young ladies on their commitment and willingness to learn. It was obvious they both had a bright future ahead of them, and we were sure that what they had learned today would only enhance their skill at pleasure.

Our daughters welcomed us back, wide-eyed and excited-and obviously aroused-at what they had just witnessed, and we gathered our things and left, answering the many questions our young girls had.

They were intensely interested in the 'why's' and 'how's', and to the best of our ability we explained what was so important about what we had taught Hanna and Angie.

There was some concern from a couple of the girls-Liyah was a little upset about the prospect of drinking semen, and Jennifer was surprised and taken aback by the size of Chuck's cock and was uncertain if she could even handle something like that if a man Chuck's size wanted to train her-but we assured them that they'd be great in any circumstance they found themselves in since we loved them and would make sure that any training they received would be within the capabilities of their bodies.

We said goodbye to the others in the parking lot, and headed home for dinner. I had a huge appetite after the afternoon's adventure.


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 05

It was a pleasant Sunday afternoon, and I was spending it watching football with my friend James Baker on the big screen in my den. The Festival was only a week away, and life had been so busy and I had been feeling so much pressure in the preparations, it felt great to relax and just enjoy some quiet guy time for a little bit.

The game had reached a critical moment, and we watched with bated breath, ready to cheer or jeer, when we were interrupted by a crash from upstairs and the sound two angry female voices raised well above respectable levels.

'I said, don't touch my stuff!'

'I didn't touch it-you shouldn't leave it laying around in the hallway!'

'If you'd just watch where you're going-'

'Girls!' I bellowed, 'come here!'

After a beat of guilty silence, the twins stomped resignedly down the stairs. They were an odd couple today-Selena had evidently just finished a shower, and her freshly-scrubbed little body stood before us behind a towel that was scarcely wide enough to cover her most important upstairs and downstairs bits at the same time, her damp blond hair falling over her shoulders. Her sister Serena wore the usual around-the-house outfit of a light, loose-fitting tank top and her cotton panties, but she carried a lacrosse stick. Both girls had a fiery look in their eyes, and they proceeded to have a meltdown in front of James and me.

Apparently Serena was getting ready to go to lacrosse practice and had staged her gear in the hall outside their bedroom, and Selena had tripped on it and scattered it about when she emerged from the bathroom. The strident nature of the argument that ensued seemed completely out of proportion to the magnitude of the event, but as we tried to sort it out, Selena simply walked away and went back upstairs, the full curves of her butt cheeks, which the towel could never hope to cover, disappearing around the corner of the landing.

Serena responded by bursting into angry tears, and I took her into my arms and tried to comfort her, giving a bewildered look at James as I did so. How could something so seemingly minor create such a dramatic, overwhelming emotional response?

Tears finally dried, Serena pulled herself together and headed off to practice like the champ she was, and I shook my head at James.

'How on earth are you supposed to deal with that?' I asked. 'It's been getting worse, too. They seem at each other's throats half the time, and Serena seems to overreact to everything. I just don't know what to do. She's always been the fiery one, but lately is getting hard to live with.'

James nodded. 'I totally get it. Kerry was the same way last year. It's just part of that age I think. But have you had her do any sessions with a feminine relaxation therapist? That really helped Kerry.'

'No—I have heard about it, but not enough to know that it would work for her.'

'It was great for Kerry. Her mood improved, her grades got better, and she did better in soccer, too. Girls that age just have a lot of stuff going on inside, and a good therapist can give them the outlet they need to release that tension so they can focus on other stuff in their life. Here, take this number and call Dr. Andrew Freeman. He's the best.

'Starting high school was really stressful for Kerry. She had a hard time making friends at first, and she felt overwhelmed by her studies. We started taking her to him once or twice a week when she was a freshman, and those appointments became her favorite part of her week. He really helped her a lot. She had her Festival last year, of course, and she's kept very busy with her training schedule-it's really been amazing how many men are lined up to help teach her—but she still speaks fondly of Dr. Andrew and how much she misses him.'

'Once or twice a week? Wasn't that expensive?'

'Less than you'd think-there are different packages to choose from. But it was absolutely worth every penny. Living with teen girls is hard enough as it is these days; why not take advantage of every modern option to make it easier?'

I was grateful for James' recommendation, and later that afternoon I called Dr. Andrew's office and managed to schedule an appointment for Serena for Monday afternoon. I looked forward to finding out how effective the treatment would be for my daughter.

The following day I was finishing some work in the yard when the girls came home from school. As usual, they were in a hurry to get upstairs and change. Their school uniforms were not the most comfortable outfits, but comfort wasn't their main design principle. In keeping with the usual customs that girls should wear the minimum amount of clothing necessary for any given situation, and that whatever they wear should serve to showcase the assets of their young bodies, the Academy they attended had clear guidelines of dress meant to help in the acculturation of young women in preparation for the Festival.

Short, dark-blue skirts were the rule; hemlines were prohibited from extending more than four inches below the bottom of a student's crotch when viewed from the front, and the girls were regularly subject to unscheduled uniform checks by school officials. Senior school staff carried small rectangular wooden blocks approximately four inches long and two inches wide for this purpose; if a girl was suspected of wearing non-regulation skirt, she could be stopped anywhere on school grounds. The staff member would raise the girl's skirt and instruct her to hold the wooden block between her legs, ensuring that it sat flush against her vulva. If none of the block was visible below the hem of her skirt once it had been returned to its usual position, disciplinary action could follow-usually entailing the confiscation of the offending skirt, and the student completing her school day in her panties.

Panties were also subject to school regulation; according to the handbook we received with the twins' enrollment they were to be "constructed only from white, unpatterned fabric of a sheerness sufficient that most details of the student's vulva (including, but not limited to, inner or outer labia, clitoral hood and clitoris, and pubic hair) can be easily ascertained by a casual observer", and had to be either bikini briefs or boy-shorts. A skirt check offered a convenient opportunity to also verify that a student's panties conformed to the requirements, and if they did not, similar punishment could follow.

Additionally, they wore white button-down blouses made from a very light fabric, and these could only be buttoned to the midpoint of the girl's chest in order to fully display her cleavage. The rules also stipulated half-cup shelf bras, which provided some support while ensuring the student's nipples were in direct contact with her blouse; the combination of the constant stimulation of the light cloth and the freely-circulating air was designed to keep their nipples erect and visible through their blouse for most of the day.

Erect nipples were considered important enough, however, that they were not to be left to chance; the regulations handbook explained that "if climate and clothing conditions prove to be insufficient to generate the desired effect, the student is expected to take the initiative and do whatever is necessary to keep her nipples in a firm and alert state". Uniform checks applied here as well; if a student's nipples were lacking, the inspecting staff member had authority to render discipline. Most girls did a good job keeping their nipples up to standard, however, and so rather than punish the occasional offender, the inspecting staff member would often instead resort to his responsibility as educator and counselor to his young charge, taking a moment to personally aid the struggling student and help return her nipples to the required state with a firm, experienced pedagogical hand.

Sexual contact was considered inappropriate in a school setting, given the fact that some students, including my daughters, had not yet celebrated their Festivals, but the main purpose of this was to introduce them to the concept of public access to their sex, and normalize it. The first step was getting them accustomed to having their genitals available for the enjoyment of others, even though at this stage nobody would take advantage of the opportunity beyond the pleasure of occasionally catching a glimpse of their nether parts. The girls were discouraged from attempting to avoid momentary, incidental exposures that might be caused by a gust of wind or the act of bending over to retrieve something from the ground. These became simply part of life and not a cause of alarm or shame-though they also doubtless added value to the everyday school experience of the male faculty and students.

Of course, a student undergoing punishment for violating part or all of the uniform regulations was offering more than just a glimpse of her fun bits-and regardless of how many pieces of clothing she may have had confiscated, she was expected to conduct herself normally for the rest of the day. It wasn't unusual for me to pick the girls up from school in the afternoon and see three or four of their classmates emerge from the building topless, bottomless, or completely nude.

This severe discipline provided the opportunity to also properly socialize the male students. Ridicule and school-boy giggling might be expected, but were in fact completely absent. Young men were raised to respect their female classmates in preparation for how they would be expected to treat young girls for the rest of their lives. The female body was something to appreciate and enjoy, not a source of humor, and boys were taught from a young age how to behave like gentlemen when in the presence of a naked girl. Touching was expressly forbidden, but they were expected to interact with her exactly the same as if she were clothed. They were also encouraged to discuss soberly among themselves the desirability of whichever body parts she has been forced to offer for their viewing pleasure, comparing notes with observations they had made about other girls' versions, and to compliment her on any specific anatomical details they found exceptionally attractive.

The twins looked great in their school clothes, but were always eager to change them out for their panties and tank tops when they got home. I stopped Serena at the door, however, and told her to come with me for an adventure. A fun-loving smile on her lips, she jumped in the passenger seat of the car.

Dr. Andrew's office was downtown in a pleasant complex with a fountain in the courtyard. We went in and were greeted by the receptionist, a beautiful young brunette with sparkling eyes and what could only be described as a glow about her, who introduced herself as Kate. She wore her hair in a sweeping updo, and her purple sweater was cut extremely low across her considerable bosom-her nipples pressed enthusiastically against the soft cashmere, and I absently pondered that she must have very small areolas, since somehow they managed to stay concealed while her nipples were so close to the edge of her neckline. She handed Serena a standard intake form with a smile, and asked if she'd been in to see the doctor before. Serena replied shyly in the negative, and the receptionist laughed cheerily.

'Oh you are in for a treat. Dr. Andrew is the BEST. He's really why I work here-I get free treatments,' she said with a wink.

Serena glanced at me with a quizzical look, but I motioned for her to sit down and fill out her form. While she did so, I picked up a card from the desk listing the services offered by the clinic:

Our Standard Manual Relaxation Treatment, Including Min. One Guaranteed Climax: 45 minutes, $80 (additional time, $20/10minutes)

Optional Enhancements:

Electro-Stimulation: $30

Paddling (Buttocks): $30

Nipple Clamping: $20

Penile Contact (Manual): $30

Penile Contact (Oral): $40

Penile Contact (Vaginal): $50

Penile Contact (Anal): $60

Seminal Fluid (Topical Application, price per ejaculation): $70

Seminal Fluid (Internal Application, Vaginal or Anal, price per ejaculation): $80

Seminal Fluid (Ingested, price per ejaculation): $90

*please note a maximum of three ejaculations for Seminal Treatments, unless previously arranged.

Just then the door opened and a tall, red-bearded man who appeared to be in his late forties and in excellent shape walked in and extended his hand to us, introducing himself as Dr. Andrew. His voice was deep, and he smiled broadly at Serena as he looked her up and down.

'Welcome to our clinic, Serena,' he said, 'I'm glad you're here. Won't you follow me to our treatment room in the back, and you can finish filling that out there?'

We walked down a short, tastefully-lit corridor, the walls lined with art and the carpet soft under our feet. Dr. Andrew ushered us into a comfortable, windowless room, and when he closed the heavy door behind him I realized it was completely sound-proof. In the middle of the room was a long massage table which appeared to be upholstered in rich brown leather, and had soft leather straps arranged around the sides. On one wall were dark wood cabinets, and above several low bookshelves along the other wall were various anatomical charts alternating with vintage nude photographs from fifty or more years ago-classic images of beauties from my grandfather's day, some with the model's name in the corner of the picture: Caprice. Alison Angel. Connie. Katya Clover. Ariel. Next to the table stood a large basket of carefully folded towels. Soft music played, and the overall atmosphere was an odd combination of a doctor's office and a spa.

I glanced at the books on the shelf next to me and read the curious, scholarly titles: "Fundamentals of Generating Neurological Cascade Phenomena Via Pudendal Stimulation-the Cox Approach". "Comparative Effectiveness of Clitoral Vibration Versus Clitoral Suction on the Secretion of Vaginal Lubrication-A Case Study". "The Grantchester Method: A New Approach to Using Seminal Plasma in Female Climax Treatments, Vol. 2 (Girls Aged 18-22)".

The doctor indicated a chair in the corner for me, and gestured for Serena to hop up and take a seat on the edge of the table. She complied, and a pleasantly startled sound came from her throat.

'Oh! The table is so warm!'

The doctor chuckled.

'Yes, we want our patients to be very comfortable, and the heated leather table seems to be a big hit,' he laughed, and took the clipboard with the intake form from her.

Serena used the opportunity to rub her hands sensuously along the leather surface of the table. Glancing from the sheet to my daughter, Dr. Andrew began by making light conversation and getting to know her. He had a comfortable air about him, and I could see her rapidly grow at ease sharing her thoughts and feelings with him. Dr. Andrew went through the intake form and began to explain what he did and why Serena was there.

'Your father tells me that you're feeling stressed often-would you agree, Serena?'

She nodded solemnly, and explained that she felt so much pressure from school and her athletics, and that sometimes she just lost her temper and she didn't know why. Even as she talked, she bit her lip and scowled, as if fighting back frustrated tears. My heart went out to her, and I hoped with everything that Dr. Andrew's skills would help her.

Dr. Andrew nodded understandingly, taking notes on the intake sheet.

'I understand, Serena. And I want you to know I have helped many girls like you. You're going to feel much better after our session today, and I'm glad you came here. You've never had relaxation therapy, correct?'

Serena shook her head.

'That's okay,' Dr. Andrew assured her, 'let me tell you a little about what we're going to do.

'Your body is changing in many ways as you grow, and it's all good changes-even just looking at you from here, I can see that you are a very healthy girl, and your development into a woman appears to be progressing very well.

'But the cause of all the changes on the outside, like your breasts growing and your pubic hair coming in, is a whole complex set of chemicals inside your body that are preparing you for your duties as a woman. And that can be a messy process sometimes, and it's helpful to be able to 'reset' your chemistry, so to speak, by guiding your nervous system through a series of cycles. When we do this correctly, you may feel clear-headed, more satisfied in general, and better able to deal with people and situations. Does that make sense?'

Serena nodded uncertainly.

'How does that work? Like, with electricity? Will it hurt?'

Dr. Andrew put his hand on her thigh and shook his head.

'Absolutely not. We use trigger point techniques, similar to a massage. Certain areas of your body are rich in nerves, and by carefully, gently touching them in different combinations, we can create these cycles. The entire process is designed to feel very enjoyable.

'Feminine relaxation therapy was actually a common and respected area of medical practice until about a hundred and fifty years ago, when certain ideas about the female physiology got mixed up with poor science and social theories, and the result was many decades of frustration and even suffering by girls like you. Fortunately the techniques have been rediscovered, and now you have the chance to experience a whole different level of health than even your mother and her mother, let alone further back.'

Serena looked around the room, and glanced at me. I nodded.

'This is supposed to be really helpful, honey,' I said. 'I think you'll like it.'

Indicating the books on the shelves around us, Serena turned back to Dr. Andrew.

'So these books tell you where all the right places are on me?' she asked.

'That's a good question, Serena. The books give me a good idea of where to start; but every young girl's body is different, so this is really a team effort. I'll use my expertise as a starting point, but you'll be communicating with me as we go to let me know how you feel at various points, and along with some tools that I have, we'll discover the exact areas of your body that will get us the result we're looking for.'

Serena nodded and smiled, placing her hand on his in a sign of trust.

'Okay, that makes sense,' she said, 'thanks for explaining that. I've just never done this before, and I was kind of scared for a minute. Have you done this for other girls?'

'Oh goodness yes,' Dr. Andrew assured her, 'I've been practicing feminine relaxation therapy for fifteen years. These days nearly all my patients are your age. I usually help about six girls each day. And remember, everything we do is designed to make you feel better. Shall we get started?'

Serena nodded, and began to lie back on the table, but Dr. Andrew raised a hand to stop her.

'Actually, Serena, before you lie down, I'm going to have you hop off the table here and undress first.'

Serena froze, and looked at me. I agreed with Dr. Andrew.

'It's okay, honey. He's a doctor. Remember when you were younger and Dr. Morris first got you started on your birth control?'

Even though it was illegal to have sex with a girl before her Festival, sexual culture had grown so open in our society that mistakes could sometimes understandably happen-and unplanned pregnancies were simply not acceptable. A young girl's body was too valuable to be compromised in that way. Thus, the law required that every girl begin contraception when she reached maturity and she became fertile and capable of impregnation, and for that purpose they underwent an annual physical examination with a physician.

Dr. Morris was our family practitioner, and each year we brought the twins to him. He'd give them a careful inspection, and clear them for another year. I recalled when he had made his pronouncement.



The girls had undressed and stood in front of him, and he clapped his hands and chuckled in congratulation.

'Ah, my young girls, you are now indeed young women! Robert, come closer and see,' he gestured to bring me to his side, and extended one hand to the chest of each girl.

'See, their areolas are widening, and firm little lumps are growing under their nipples. It appears to me as if they are both preparing to develop some impressive young breasts,' he smiled, his hands moving down the front of my daughters' bodies, over their bellies and down between their legs, 'and you can see here, on both of them, some lovely, fine, silky pubic hair has covered their outer labia.'

The twins had giggled embarrassedly, and shifted slightly as they felt Dr. Morris' fingers trace their newly-fuzzy private areas.

Dr. Morris took them gently by the arm and turned them to face away from him.

'I need to verify that their pubic hair growth extends throughout their pelvic region in order to certify that they are ready to receive contraception-young ladies, bend over please, keeping your legs straight.'

As the twins did so, Dr. Morris spent a few moments examining each of them, Serena first and the Selena, checking closely to see that the fine fuzz continued along their vulva and up the crack of their buttocks. He carefully spread the girls' cheeks and ran his finger across their anus and over their slit. Finally he gently pried their vulva open and examined each girl's interior, commenting favorably on the healthy, slick pinkness of their insides.

Serena, at her young age, was already quite comfortable with her body around other people. The girls had grown up wearing little clothing around the house, and when out-of-town guests visited they were often treated to a 'live' update on how the girls had grown and developed since the last visit.

But the girls' nudity was confined to the house for the most part, and they were never touched. This afternoon was a logical extension to how Serena had been raised, but it was a couple steps further down that road than she'd ever been.

Dr. Andrew stepped in and patiently explained that her trigger areas could be in many places on her body, and direct skin contact was necessary for best results. Clothing would hinder the exploration process-and we wanted her to get the most relief.

'I understand this is a new experience for you, Serena. Keep in mind that I am a professional trained in doing this, and doing it well. I would encourage you to remove any inhibitions from your mind, and simply pay close attention to how your body feels over the course of the treatment. This is going to be a learning experience for both of us, and I need you to help me so I can help you. This is for your health, and sometimes we need to be a little bit flexible in our comfort level when it comes to taking care of our bodies. Can you do that?'

Serena nodded slowly, and Dr. Andrew took her by the shoulders and looked her in the eyes with a smile.

'Excellent. I promise it will be worth it. Now go ahead and take off your clothes, and then you can lay on the table here, face up.' He stepped back to stand by my chair, and Serena, after giving me a rueful look, began unbuttoning her blouse while we watched her nervous fingers part the fabric and expose her smooth belly.

The room was not brightly-lit, and I realized that a single light was positioned above the table and now shone down like a spotlight on Serena, highlighting her form and the gold in her hair as she stood by herself in the middle of the room, removing her clothing piece by piece while the good doctor and I watched, enraptured by her her young body as it was revealed.

Her last button undone, she opened the blouse wide and eased it off her shoulders. Her breasts were large for a girl her age, and they were framed beautifully by her black shelf bra. Her nipples were small but prominent, with almost no visible areola, and they perched above the edge of her bra, pressing inquisitively into the room like kittens escaping their box to explore their surroundings. When Serena removed the bra, her breasts dropped almost imperceptibly-it was truly remarkable how well they held their form, given their size. Dr. Andrew gave a soft, appreciative grunt, and explained quietly to me that everything he was seeing helped him formulate a plan for his treatment.

Keeping my eyes locked on the beautiful sight in front of me, I quietly asked the doctor a question.

"While we were in the waiting room, I was looking over the different treatment options you offer, Doc. Should we consider any of the additional services for Serena?"

"Actually, since this is Serena's first time, I think that our basic treatment will be best. That way I can focus on getting to know her body, and that knowledge will be a great foundation for success in future treatments she may opt for. In addition, most of our enhancements are not appropriate for a girl who hasn't celebrated her Festival yet-it's not time for Serena to be handling penises, I'm sure you're aware, and as she is a virgin, vaginal penetration is out of the question anyway.

"However, so you can keep it in mind for the future, we do offer a great set of enhancements that I'm sure she'll enjoy after her Festival. Our goal here is to help our clients reach a high level of arousal, and many girls are extremely stimulated by the presence of an erect male member-by touching it, sucking on it, or having it inside them. And research has demonstrated that semen can be particularly effective in eliciting the type of neurological activity we're attempting to achieve in some young females, so we offer treatments that include applying fresh semen to various parts of their bodies, depositing it inside them, or allowing them to drink it-in short, whatever it takes for our clients to achieve a powerful climax and the deep, beneficial relaxation and stress relief that accompanies it."

I nodded, but was still unclear on the details. "So do you have sex with them?"

Dr. Andrew chuckled reassuringly. "My goodness no. That would violate my responsibilities as a practitioner, and we are consummate professionals here. We are practicing medicine.

"We have five doctors working in this clinic, so when a client requests those enhancements, one or a few of us will assist her practitioner. For example, if after her Festival Serena were to purchase one of our more popular packages, the Double-Double, Dr. James and Dr. Noah would join us here and provide the two penises for Serena's treatment. She would have the opportunity to fellate Dr. James' penis-to suck, nibble, or simply look at and touch-whatever gave her the most pleasure-while Dr. Noah would use his penis to penetrate her vaginally. As chief practitioner in Serena's case, I would oversee the treatment process, guiding her arousal to its peak, and as she climaxed she would receive two ejaculations, one orally, the other deep in her vagina-thus the name, Double-Double: two penises, two seminal loads. Our packages like this are popular because they include a significant price discount, as well."

Serena, her eyes downcast, unzipped her skirt and wriggled out of it, her backside to us, and stepped gingerly out of it. The glow from above gleamed on her smooth buttocks as she folded her skirt and blouse and set them aside, then bent over again to unbuckle the strap on her wedge heels.

The twins were both athletes, and Serena had a compact, solid figure with sculpted arms and shoulders and proportionately large thighs and butt. Despite her fitness, she had a soft curviness to her that was very pleasant to look at. Her musculature was impressive, and the tone and definition in her hamstrings and back as she stood and pulled her thick blonde hair into a ponytail was mesmerizing. Sighing deeply, she turned to face us.

Dr. Andrew, despite being a consummate professional, couldn't suppress a grin of delight as he took in my daughter's body with his eyes. Her stomach was flat and subtly muscled, and formed a brief transition between her impressive pair of breasts and the treasure between her legs.

Serena's vulva was unique, and I'd always known this. Her broad hips, combined with her athletic build and her bit of girlish puppy fat, caused her mons to form a broad delta that drew the eye instantly. She had a perfect clamshell, but what was remarkable was the juicy thickness of her outer labia. I had never seen a thicker, fatter pussy, and I doubted Dr. Andrew had, either-two meaty lips that sealed together perfectly along their inner edges. It made you want to grab it, to bite it-thinking of prying those lips apart like two halves of a peach to taste the sweetness inside was tantalizing enough, let alone imagining the soft tightness of the grip that awaited any hard cock that pressed itself past them once she had celebrated her Festival.

She kept her pubic hair trimmed neatly, but didn't shave any of it-her entire pubic area was covered in a fine, blond fuzz which, far from obscuring her genitals, actually seemed to catch the light and gave a fine golden sheen to her most personal parts.

'Excellent, Serena,' Dr. Andrew smiled, gesturing at the table, 'why don't you hop up there on the table and stretch out on your back.'

Serena complied, with her arms at her sides and her legs pressed together, and as she lay back Dr. Andrew let her get comfortable for a moment, then moved to her side.

'The nature of what we are going to do involves your nervous system, Serena. You know how when you were a child the doctor would tap your knee with a little hammer and your leg would kick all by itself? That is a reflex, and very much the same kind of thing can happen when we do relaxation treatments, but sometimes with more of your body. It's essential that we are able to isolate the stimuli that creates the response we're looking for in your body, and then continue it until we achieve the nervous system cycle that will give you the satisfaction and relief you're seeking.

'It's simply not possible to do that effectively if you're experiencing reflexive movements the whole time-your body must be still so I can focus my skills on the right areas, for the right amount of time-so we are going to use these soft leather straps to help stabilize you.'

Serena looked a little surprised, but said she understood, and remained still as the doctor buckled straps around each ankle and above each knee, then drew her arms above her head and asked her to grasp her elbows while he strapped her wrists and her upper arms to the table. Moving to the middle of the table, he laid a wider strap across her lower belly and over her hip bones. It fell between her navel and the top edge of her pubic hair, and he cinched it down firmly. Finally, through a pair of narrow slits in the table on either side of her neck, Dr. Andrew fed a light strap lined with soft fur and secured her throat-more loosely than the other straps so she could breathe freely, but tight enough that she could not fully raise her head.

'Are you comfortable, Serena?' He asked.

Serena's eyes were closed, and she seemed to be getting more comfortable with the whole situation. She nodded.

'Yes, the table is really nice and warm. I feel great.'

Dr. Andrew stepped to the tall cabinet next to my chair, released the clasp, and opened the doors. Inside sat a bank of electronic equipment full of switches and buttons, and a large flat-screen monitor which he powered on. Returning to the table, he opened a drawer from under my naked daughter, and I caught a glimpse of a wide assortment of exotic looking implements. He withdrew what appeared to be a digital wristwatch, walked to the head of the table, installed it on Serena's wrist, and with the beep of a button turned it on.

'This is simply a heart-rate monitor connected wirelessly to that computer over there,' he explained, pointing to the display in the cabinet which had come to life with her real-time data. 'It will help us find her optimal state for relaxation cycles.'

'Now we'll get started. Serena, I'd like you to spend the rest of our time together focusing on two things: being as relaxed as possible at all times, and telling me what parts of the process feel very good to you. Can you do that?'

Serena nodded again, and took several deep, slow breaths to show she was cooperating.

Dr. Andrew stepped to the side of the table, briefly surveyed the young body secured to it before him bathed in soft light, and gently, firmly placed both hands on her, one just below her breasts, the other just below her belly button. He left them there, feeling her breath, feeling her pulse, connecting with her nervous, naked form as he prepared to guide her through the treatment.

After a few moments he felt her breathe deeply again and relax a little, becoming accustomed to his touch. Without moving his hand on her lower body, he used the other to slowly, ever-so-gently trace the contours of her upper body with just one or two of his fingertips. Barely making contact with her skin, he glided over her shoulders, her arms, her jawline and throat, and down across her clavicle and between her breasts and along her ribcage, which rose and fell with a shudder as he drew his fingers up her side, along the outside curve of her breast, and over her exposed underarm. Despite the warmth of the room and the table, a multitude of goosebumps leapt to life on her breast, and her nipple crinkled and hardened even though he hadn't actually touched it. Dr. Andrew took all this in with a clinical precision, noting the degree of sensitivity of each area of her body and the response touching it evoked from her. Her heart rate increased by about ten beats per minute. He repeated the entire course of discovery along the other side of her body, and watched with deep attention as her other nipple followed the lead of its counterpart and deepened in color as it hardened and pressed outward from her breast.

Returning his hand to its place on her chest, he began a similar process with his other hand on her lower body. Down her outer thighs, calves, feet, then up her inner thighs, barely brushing through the soft hair between their juncture-Serena's hips tightened as his fingers crested the hill of her mons and pressed almost imperceptibly against her slit, and Dr. Andrew froze, leaving his fingers there, threatening to invade her most private area, holding her firmly against the table with his other hand, until she took another deep breath and loosened her body again. Satisfied that she was becoming accustomed to his touch and learning to accept his explorations, he returned both hands to their starting position and held her there for several more deep breaths.

Gently bringing his hands together on her chest, he softly separated them and began caressing her breasts. His fingers slowly rode down the slope of her bosom as it dropped from her clavicle and descended toward her nipples, but just before reaching those sensitive little buttons he rolled down the sides of her full breasts, following their full curves and coming to rest at their soft underbellies, which he cupped firmly. Taking her in two generous handfuls, he squeezed gently and watched as her back arched and her nipples darkened. He began to slowly, rhythmically knead her breasts, Serena's heart rate ticked up another eight beats, and Dr. Andrew observed quietly to me that she was holding her breath. Releasing his hold, he brought his fingers to her nipples. Taking them between his thumb and forefinger, he tugged ever-so-lightly, then released them. Repeating this several times, he smiled as he watched as her nipples crinkled and hardened, countless goosebumps returning to her breasts and spreading down her lithe sides. A gasp released the pent-up air from Serena's lungs, and she laughed unexpectedly.

'Oh my god, that feels really good!'

Dr. Andrew chuckled approvingly and continued to play with her nipples for several more minutes, noting that she was loosening up already and was doing very well for her first time. Experimenting with different types of stimuli, he asked her what felt best. Her favorite was when he pinched quite hard for a couple seconds, then released, letting the blood flow back to her bright-pink little nubs.

I noticed that Dr. Andrew maintained contact at all times with her body-both hands never left her skin at the same time, so there was a continuity of touch. Resting one hand casually on her right breast now, he reached below the table and pressed a button. Serena squeaked as she felt herself move, and I was fascinated to see that the lower half of the table was separated beneath her legs, and articulated as well. With a low hum from a motor her legs were slowly drawn up and spread apart, and her hips tilted a couple degrees forward, granting access to her entire pelvic area.

Serena struggled momentarily, fighting to keep her legs together, but Dr. Andrew had secured her well, and she quickly realized her attempts to preserve some sense of modesty were futile. A pout formed on her lips as she resigned herself to Dr. Andrew's intentions for her treatment.

For his part, Dr. Andrew maintained the calm air of a researcher. He paid no attention to the embarrassment that Serena was obviously experiencing, and focused a clinical attention instead on the tender female parts that had just been exposed to his view between her legs. He had a job to do, and a naive young girl's sense of privacy was irrelevant to his task. From a physiological standpoint, careful stimulation of her clitoris and other areas would produce the result he was looking for, regardless of her feelings on the matter. That's why patients were restrained, after all.

Serena's vulva was beautiful. Two thick, puffy lips sealed perfectly and formed a long seam running from front to back, ending just above her anus. Her outer lips were so full that they remained completely shut, offering no hint of her inner labia or clitoris. In spite of her legs being spread by the mechanical table, only a tiny separation at the base of her slit had opened, its edges flecked with a delicate white cream that had leaked from her opening when her legs were still squeezed tightly together.

Dr. Andrew muttered an appreciative 'my goodness,' under his breath, adjusted his cock in his slacks with one hand, and began to slowly, gently massage Serena's mons with the other. He stayed high on her mound, away from her slit, running his fingers softly through her short-trimmed pubic hair, then brought his thumb and fingers down both sides of her pussy and gave it a gentle squeeze.

Serena moaned and protested, attempting to buck her hips to avoid his explorations. She had never been touched like this before, and the newness of the experience was obvious. Certainly she was in no pain, but simply unfamiliar with the sensation of a man's hand making itself comfortable with her genitals-and while it was doubtless pleasurable on one level, it was also invasive, authoritative, and deeply intimate, and her young mind was reeling as she began to understand that her bonds, the doctor's touch, the rush of sensation in her belly were all part of her training for her next station in life. Ultimately she would learn to offer her body like this without having to be immobilized-she would be expected to be available at nearly all times, and to respond, unconsciously, with full physiological arousal for the benefit of whichever man had selected her for an educational session.

Dr. Andrew continued to pay her struggles no mind, and with one eye on the computer monitor and the other on his work, he began delicately stroking his fingertips up and down Serena's slit. I could see he was barely touching her skin-just slowly brushing along the entire length of her fat outer labia-and as her heart rate rose another ten beats to a solid 100, Serena's breathing deepened and her hips started rocking subtly in unison with his touch.



The thick white cream that had leaked from her entrance was now replaced by a viscous, crystal-clear fluid that had begun to creep from the base of her slit, and a large bead had formed and sat precariously at the edge of her opening. Dr. Andrew drew my attention to it, and continued his caresses of Serena's slit while carefully avoiding disturbing the growing drop of vaginal lubrication. Every couple strokes, however, we would notice a gentle convulsion of her vulva and anus, as if her body was trying to draw something inside it, and when the contraction passed, the shimmering drop would grow larger as more fluid was released from the young girl's hungry vagina.

Finally a critical mass was reached as the droplet broke the bonds of surface tension, and a thick bead of fluid rushed over the crest of her opening and down the short slope to her anus, where it sat in a shimmering pool formed by her rosebud.

Dr. Andrew had evidently been waiting for this as a signal to proceed to the next phase, and his fingers now dipped lightly into her wetness and began gently massaging her anus. A tiny yelp escaped Serena's mouth, but quickly turned into a surprised moan of pleasure as she felt the new sensation of a man's finger exploring her butthole in tiny, circular motions. Every couple seconds her anus would pucker tighter, and the skill of Dr. Andrew became more evident as a veritable river of clear vaginal fluid now seemed to flow from the young girl's entrance.

Carefully, Dr. Andrew worked her natural lubrication into every furrow of her star, gently pressing the slick fluid into the center of her anus each time she relaxed slightly.

Finally, with a patience I marveled at, Dr. Andrew placed his fingers along either side of my daughter's slit and carefully spread her labia apart. The sight was mesmerizing: her outer lips opened to reveal a slick, soaking interior, and her lubrication was so thick that strands stretched across her lovely opening like clear syrup.

Dr. Andrew took a moment to appreciate this development, and then located Serena's clitoris, buried deep in her labia at the top of her slit. It glistened, covered in her sweet juice, and he rubbed it gently a few times and muttered approvingly as she moaned loudly and raised her hips to meet his touch.

Leaving his hand on her vulva, he opened the drawer below the table again. Inside were two sets of instruments set in custom-formed foam. Along the top were five shiny black balls arranged in order of size; below were five thin, shiny black shafts about five inches long, arranged in order of thickness.

Dr. Andrew selected a ball about an inch in diameter, and pressed a tiny button on it.

'In addition to the heart rate monitor, in order to verify climaxes we use a couple other wireless sensors which will give us valuable information on the screen there as Serena reaches critical levels of treatment.

'This is a highly sensitive pressure sensor; one of the benchmarks of the female climax is a rhythmic convulsion of the vaginal muscles. Serena is still a virgin, but her hymen is set back a little ways in her vagina, so I am going to slip this small device into her opening, and it will give us a visual readout on the monitor of her vaginal pressure.'

As he spoke, he slid the ball up and down Serena's vulva, coating the device with her lubrication. When it was sufficiently slick, he pressed it gently inside her opening, where it sat held snugly by the tight young muscles of her entrance.

Returning to the drawer, he withdrew one of the shafts. It was about the thickness of a Sharpie marker, and widened at one end in a flange.

'Body temperature is another benchmark we use for our treatment. This wireless thermometer will give us the final piece of data we want to verify a successful treatment-along with her heart rate, vaginal contractions, and the visual and auditory cues we observe directly as she reaches her climax, we'll have a full picture of her central nervous system's mode of arousal and cascade effect.'

As with the pressure sensor, he carefully coated the thermometer in Serena's juices, then gently, slowly pressed it against her anus.

Serena was not expecting this, and she began to protest. But Dr. Andrew calmed her with a soothing word, and encouraged her to take a deep breath and exhale fully. As she breathed out, he pressed the device an inch into her rectum and reassured her she was doing a wonderful job before asking her to take another deep breath. Over five breaths he patiently, slowly, and with absolute precision guided the thermometer deeper into the young girl's bottom, until the entire shaft was buried to the flange at the end.

Despite her initial reservations, Serena's vulva was practically pouring lubrication from around the tightly-fitting ball as the doctor filled her anus with the thermometer. The computer monitor came alive with new data readouts of her temperature and vaginal pressure, and Dr. Andrew smiled as he returned to softly rubbing my daughter's clitoris, nodding approvingly as the colored graph from the pressure sensor buried in her vagina jumped each time he touched her.

'Well, I'm happy to be able to tell you that your daughter has unusually strong vaginal muscles, Robert,' he chuckled. 'She'll truly be a pleasure to be inside in a few months.'

For the next ten minutes Dr. Andrew subjected Serena to a painstakingly detailed protocol as he massaged, stroked, caressed, pinched, probed, and flicked practically every inch of her body. He even experimented with firm slaps across her entire vulva, his hand making a wet smacking noise as it contacted the soaking, swollen flesh of my daughter's genitals. Serena winced in pain and whimpered for him to stop this particular stimulus, which he did immediately-but not without noting that despite her protests, her vital indications on the monitor had all spiked again, and the table beneath her bottom was now gooey with her juices that had rushed from her opening as he'd slapped it.

Dr. Andrew's sure hands had deftly elevated every vital marker on the monitor. Her temperature was elevated, and when her heart rate had reached 105bpm, he subtly altered his technique, pausing at short intervals and even occasionally removing his hands entirely from Serena's body at times when her vagina clenched tightly. She writhed and struggled against the straps, trying to keep her pussy against his hand, but he simply kept his eye on the read-out and waited for her to relax her vaginal muscles again before resuming his work.

He found she was particularly receptive to having her clitoris tugged gently and rhythmically between his thumb and forefinger, as if he were milking the little nub, while he maintained a firm squeeze on her breast. Each time he returned to this technique we would watch the vaginal pressure monitor climb steadily, then, with what amounted to a sixth sense, Dr. Andrew would remove both his hands from her body just before she reached a critical level. What was truly fascinating was how he managed to keep her heart rate plateaued at 105 for over five minutes of this torture.

Serena's breathing had become ragged; her body alternated between a total spasm that seemed to freeze her in place, and a state of wild thrashing and moaning each time her clitoris lost Dr Andrew's masterful touch.

Finally, after what seemed like countless cycles of this, as we watched her lie glistening on the table, her mouth panting, eyes closed, heart rate seemingly stuck too high to recover, but just below the what she needed to achieve the climax she desperately needed, Dr Andrew nodded to me and indicated it was time. Releasing my daughter's breast, he dipped his middle finger into the pool of musky juices that spilled from her entrance, then brought his finger to her mouth.

Instinctively she opened her lips wider, her throat straining against the strap that secured her to the table. Her eyes stayed closed, and Dr Andrew gently traced the edges of her lips, leaving a gleaming trail of her own juices as if applying a lip gloss. The tip of Serena's tongue shot out, hungrily retrieving the slick fluid from her lips and reaching for Dr. Andrew's finger; after teasing her briefly, he relented, dipping his finger into her mouth, massaging her tongue, exploring the back of her throat, and letting her suck urgently on it. At the same time, he used his other hand to resume tugging slowly on her clitoris in long, firm pulls that stretched it to its limit before letting it slide stickily back beneath its protective hood.

Serena froze, every muscle straining against the straps that held her in place, and then suddenly, violently, she began shaking as a long, high wail emerged from her mouth. Dr. Andrew glanced at the monitor, which showed every vital sign spiking together, and nodded to draw my attention to the vaginal pressure readout, which showed powerful, rhythmic contractions about half a second apart. His hand was drenched in her juices as her vulva released a burst orgasmic fluid, and he continued his work with an admirable professionalism, using his skill and the information from the sensors embedded in her body to prolong my daughter's climax.

Finally, she shuddered to a stop, her chest heaving, her eyes closed. Dr. Andrew helped her calm down by gently rubbing her belly and breasts, and letting her suck on his finger for a few more moments. After a while he gently pried the pressure sensor from her vagina, and slowly drew the long, black wireless thermometer from her rectum. Then he began unbuckling the restraints, and helped her sit up on the edge of the table.

Serena's breasts were glistening in sweat and seemed to have grown-her nipples were certainly deeply flushed and prominent. She trembled gently as she stood up, a giant grin on her face, and she nearly collapsed into me, giggling as I took her naked body in my arms and hugged her close.

As she shakily dressed, Dr. Andrew discussed basic after-care: ensure she got plenty of fluids this afternoon, maybe let her take a nap, and because the stimulation could sometimes be intense the first few times for young girls, he instructed me to check if she was sore or chafed at all before bed tonight, and he gave me a soothing ointment with instructions to rub it gently onto her vulva and anus if she needed it.

The transformation in Serena's attitude and school performance over the next few days was nothing short of miraculous, and it made a believe in the power of Feminine Relaxation Therapy out of me. Regular visits to Dr. Andrew's became part of our schedule with the girls, and I looked forward to when they could experience some of his more 'advanced' treatments.


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 06

With the ring of a bell, twenty high school students had begun filing into the classroom and taking their desks, and as he watched them from in front of the blackboard, smiling and nodding and greeting them as they passed, Ryan Desilva concealed his nervousness as he consulted his notes and curriculum again.

In his early thirties, tall and lean, with a thick shock of dark hair and kind eyes behind a well-chosen pair of glasses, he could be described as Clark Kent-ish. He and his wife and two girls had moved from Texas a few months ago, where he had been a middle school science teacher, and he'd quickly gotten a job at the high school as a substitute while he searched for more permanent employment.

The transition had been great for the whole family, though substitute teaching had its downsides—Ryan usually only had a short notice to get a feel for what he would be teaching on any given day, and he was highly detail-oriented and committed to doing quality work in serving his students and the school administration. But he was adept at thinking on his feet, and he enjoyed working with the students, so altogether it was a positive situation.

He'd gotten the call last night to step in and teach today's social studies class for John Marshall, who had become suddenly ill and was in bed. And Ryan had to admit he was looking forward to the class.

As the last students found their seats, Ryan stepped forward and with a smile introduced himself as Mr. Desilva and explained the situation.

'Now as I understand things, this semester has been about social institutions. In the first part of the semester you studied the legislative process, and I believe you concluded that portion with a mock legislature to learn and practice parliamentary procedure, correct?'

The students nodded and agreed, and a clean-cut young man raised his hand and eagerly reminded everyone that he had played the role of speaker of the house, which received a combination of cheers and boos, presumably in proportion to the students who had formed either side of the aisle when parliament was in session.

Ryan chuckled, 'Then you spent a couple weeks studying the justice process, right? And then you did a mock trial?'

Again the students nodded.

'Excellent,' Ryan continued, 'so for the last two weeks you have been studying the Festival, and how it impacts various parts of society, yes? So today it looks like we will be doing a mock Festival Pageant!'

This time there was a chorus of cheers and groans. The boys were understandably excited about this idea, while most of the girls were slightly less enthusiastic. Ryan paid little attention, however; whether it was math, english, social studies, or any other subject, students naturally found some subjects more or less interesting or fun—but in the end his job was to simply teach them all.

He raised his hand to quiet the class, and, consulting his class packet, began to organize the project.

'We're going to have three boys take the roles of the judges—do I have any volunteers?'

Immediately eight hands went up as every boy offered his services to the learning opportunity. Ryan chuckled to himself and chose three at random, and beckoned them to the front of the room, where he handed them Festival scoring sheets which were clearly marked 'Replica—For Training Purposes Only'.

After learning that their names were Andrew, Samuel, and Max, Ryan turned to the class and asked if anyone remembered how the judges were selected for the Festival.

'They are the three oldest men in a district still able to have sex with a girl,' a young lady in the front row answered.

Ryan nodded.

'Correct. It is a position that is earned each year in the selection process, and it's a position of honor and respect. They have had the most experience with the female body, and are considered best able make determinations concerning the desirability of any given girl.'

Another young woman raised her hand.

'Mr. Desilva, how are they actually selected?'

'Great question,' Ryan replied, 'I'm actually new in town, and I know customs can vary, but back where I'm from in Texas they held an application event where anyone who wanted to be a judge could try out at the courthouse. Three girls who were serving light jail time would be brought in, and in exchange for assisting in the selection process they could have their sentences reversed.

'Then each applicant had fifteen minutes to demonstrate that he could successfully have sex with his choice of the three girls. The three oldest qualifying applicants became the judges each year.'

This explanation was met by several exclamations of 'ew!' and 'gross!', which Ryan played off by recommending that none of the girls in class do anything that might make them go to jail.

He continued, reading from his syllabus.

'So the goal of today is to complete this model Festival exactly as it is written here, and that is meant to accomplish two things: 1) help the young men in the class begin to develop a better understanding of how the young female body is evaluated in the Festival, and how they can use these same concepts to increase their appreciation of the female body in their own practical applications, and 2) help the young women in the class understand more clearly how they will be evaluated in their own Festival, and how they can apply that understanding in their own personal experience.

'So next we need three girls to volunteer as the Festival participants-anyone?'

This time only one hand went up, toward the back of the room. Ryan smiled at the owner, a tiny little thing with dark hair and full lips and an obvious energy one might call 'attitude', and asked her name as he beckoned her up.

'My name is Amia, Mr. Desilva' she answered, bouncing to the front of the room with a giant grin and sparkling eyes.

'Well thank you for volunteering, Miss Amia,' Ryan said, shaking her hand and leading her to stand in front of his desk. She was obviously not shy, and stood with her hands on her hips, gently wagging her backside as she waited for further instructions.

Ryan turned back to the class.

'Let me ask this—has anyone here already celebrated their Festival? I know most of you are a couple years too young to have, I believe.'

Two hands were raised this time, and Ryan smiled and told the owner of the first to put it back down.

'Shannon is my daughter, class. We're from Texas, and she has already been through this process—and she came in fifth! Thank you sweetheart, but I think you can stay in your seat today.

Ryan then turned to the beautiful brunette with green eyes who had slowly raised her hand, and asked her name and why she was in this class.

As she stood up to answer, Ryan saw she was wearing neither a bra beneath her sheer white school blouse, which was still only buttoned to just below her substantial breasts, nor was she wearing a skirt-she stood beside her desk wearing only her sheer white regulation panties, and her heels.

'My name is Jordanna,' she said softly, 'and I have had to repeat two years of school. I had my Festival last year, but I have a hard time with school stuff sometimes. Especially math.'

Ryan heard some embarrassment in her voice, but was pretty sure it had more to do with her academic insecurities than the fact that she was practically naked. He probed a little deeper.

'Miss Jordanna, based on your state of dress am I right in guessing that you have discipline problems as well?'

Jordanna nodded, frustration welling in her voice. 'Yes, Mr. Desilva. But it's not my fault-I just forgot to do my laundry yesterday, and I only had a black bra, and a black skirt! Mr. Dennison stopped me in the hallway on the way here, and he said since it's my second time this week not complying with the uniform code, he needed to confiscate them. I really try, Mr. Desilva-I really really do!'

Ryan felt badly for her, and decided not to risk making her feel more uncomfortable in front of the class. He smiled kindly.

'Miss Jordanna, I'm sorry to hear all of that. You may be seated, but please stay after class so we can discuss some ideas I have for you.'

Jordanna sighed in relief, and took her seat, and Ryan returned to his task of finding two more participants.

Scanning the classroom, his eye was caught by what appeared to be a pair of identical twins sitting next to each other and giggling-two delicious blondes, with strong, curvy frames, impressive breasts, and broad, nordic features. Approaching them, he learned their names were Serena and Selena.

'What are you laughing about, young ladies?' he asked

Serena, who appeared to be the more mischievous of the two, fought off her sister's attempts to prevent her from answering.

'Selena just said...she thinks you're...kind of cute, Mr. Desilva,' she laughed, much to Selena's horror and embarrassment. Selena flushed bright pink, and covered her face in her hands.

In spite of being both amused and flattered, Ryan frowned in his most teacher-ish way, and reminded the girls that not only was talking in class not allowed, but the subject matter was certainly not appropriate either.

'Miss Selena, I think that since you are having a difficult time sitting still and behaving yourself here, you should come with me and help the class in learning this important subject,' he said, taking her hand and leading her to the front of the classroom to stand by Amia. Selena was definitely the shyer of the twins, and her mortification at being selected for such a role caused her to flush an even deeper shade of pink. Nevertheless, she was cooperative and strove to be a good student, so she didn't protest as she took her place.

Finally Ryan looked out over the room again, and chose an adorable redhead with a soft smile and big glasses named Elizabeth, and motioned for her to join the other two girls with him at the front.

'Alright, class,' he said, consulting his notes once again, 'now I'm going to draw a scoring chart on the blackboard, and while I do that, young ladies you can please remove your blouses and skirts. Since this is just for educational purposes, and none of you have celebrated your Festival yet, you may leave on your bra and panties.'

He began drawing a simple graph with boxes for each of the girls' names above several empty boxes he would fill in with various scores. The girls looked at each other with a little dread, and began undressing. Amia was the exception, however-it was evident she enjoyed showing off her body, and she gleefully stripped to her undies and struck a little pose when she was finished.

It was a beautiful sight, and Ryan took a moment to enjoy it along with the young men in the class-three lovely females in the most minimal of coverings, lined up at the front of the class as three of the most interesting teaching tools ever devised.

Allowing them to retain their underthings sounded more generous than it was in practice, as the school uniform regulations, while carefully considered, were not written for the sake of modesty.

All three of the girls wore the prescribed white open-cup shelf bras, which provided some support while ensuring that their nipples remained in direct contact with their blouse during the school day. Normally the constant gentle rubbing of the fabric, along with the air flow, kept them erect and visible through the light cotton; now, however, their nipples were simply exposed completely, perched above the edge of the bra along with their entire areola.

It was difficult to tear one's eyes away from the six delightful little buttons of flesh that were so elegantly and frankly offered, but down below the view was nearly as good-sheer white panties were the rule, and the requirement was that 'some detail' of what lay beneath should be visible. In this department, too, all three girls were compliant, and the eyes of the class flicked enthusiastically from one barely obscured cunny to the next.

Ryan returned to the class packet and retrieved three numbered armbands, which he handed to each of the girls.

'These are just like the armbands worn by the contestants in a real Festival, class-Amia, you'll be number one, Selena, you're two, and Elizabeth, you can be three, ok?'

Elizabeth pushed her glasses up her nose and smiled shyly at Ryan as she took her armband. She was studious and smart, and she wanted to be a physicist one day. Being practically naked in front of her classmates wasn't the way she had wanted to spend the morning, but she knew that certain laws governed the entire universe, and she took comfort in the fact that she could learn to follow those laws to get what she wanted. Right now, those laws said she would volunteer to help her classmates—and herself-better learn to navigate the complex system of social mores that they had been born into. She was ready to perform that duty to the best of her ability.

'Class, you'll see on the chalkboard I've also listed 1, 2, and 3, with boxes we'll use for scoring, and the gentlemen playing the judges should also have sections for each contestant on their scoring sheets.'

Ryan walked to the chalkboard and indicated the chart he'd created.

'Samuel, will you please read each of the categories on your sheet there?'

Samuel stepped forward, and in a clear voice began reading:

Face:

Symmetry

Eyes

Nose

Teeth

Lips

Cheekbones/Jawline

Hair

Body:

Symmetry

Proportion

Body Fat/Composition

Belly

Shoulders

Arms

Legs

Feet

Breasts:

Symmetry

Proportion

Firmness

Shape

Areolas

Nipples

Buttocks:

Firmness

Shape

Proportion

Genitals:

Front View (legs closed, general score)

Rear View (legs parted, general score)

Direct View (legs spread)

Symmetry

Proportion

Inner Labia Shape

Clitoris

Hymen (must be intact)

Lubrication

Taste

Ryan was startled as Samuel read the last section, and went to take a look at the boys' scoring sheets. The syllabus had indicated that because this was a class which had not yet celebrated its Festival, the girls playing the contestants would remain in their underthings and the evaluations would be simplified-but sure enough, the scoring sheets provided in the course packet were exact replicas of official scoring sheets, and included detailed genital scoring.

He shook his head and pursed his lips. This was extremely annoying-nothing was worse than inconsistency, and it was frustrating that somehow the course writers had missed this contradiction. All Ryan wanted to do was make sure he taught his students well, and it made things so much more difficult when the course was giving conflicting directions. He had to make a decision.

'Alright class, so like I said earlier, the purpose of this exercise is to give you the best understanding of how the real Festival works and for you to discover what you can all learn from that—so I think in the interests of thoroughness, girls, I'm going to ask you to take off your bras and panties as well please. I know you have not celebrated your Festival yet, but this is purely an academic exercise being performed for the benefit of a group of peers, so everything we do will fall under the 'Acceptable' category in the Treatment and Handling of Pre-Festival Females regulations.'

The reactions of the three girls were amusing in their variety.

Elizabeth pushed her glasses resolutely up her nose, gave a nod, and with a dutiful 'yes, sir', calmly removed her remaining clothing in a business-like fashion. She placed her panties on her other clothing, and returned to standing stock-still, hands at her sides, like a mannequin. She knew that as a future scientist her mission was to always contribute to furthering the cause of knowledge, and she was being called upon to submit her body for the purposes of science and education. She was proud to offer it in whatever way would be most beneficial to advancing that cause.

Selena blushed again; the thought of exposing herself completely to the substitute teacher whom she had been betrayed for thinking attractive was simply horrifying-but she had no recourse, and she slowly, reluctantly undressed. She turned away from the class (and Ryan) as she pulled her panties down her impressive butt, obviously uncomfortable with letting everyone see her, and as she returned to her place, Ryan had to reprimand her gently to remove her hands from in front of her cunny and from covering her breasts. With pleading in her eyes, she complied, slowly bringing her hands to her sides as she knew was expected, and letting Ryan and her male classmates appreciate everything she had to offer.

Ryan's cock leapt to life as she did; she was a spectacular young woman with a full, athletic figure. Her vulva was thick and juicy looking, with a fine sprinkle of blond hair that shimmered in the sunlight coming through the classroom window. A deep, dark crevasse in the middle of her mound hinted at untold richness inside.

Amia had no such qualms about sharing her body, for her part. She locked her sparkling eyes with Andrew, a well-built, athletic boy with a nice smile, and pulled her panties down first-then stood there, bottomless, with her legs apart, so he and the rest of the class could enjoy viewing her pussy while she slowly removed her bra. When she finished, she returned with a naughty smile to her hands-on-hips pose, making sure everyone could see everything.

Ryan tore his eyes from Selena for a moment and returned to instructing the class.

'Ok we are going to move this along a little-we have a lot to cover still! Let's talk about how the evaluation process works.

'Gentlemen, you will evaluate each girl on her own merits, and score her accordingly on a scale of one to ten in each of the categories that Samuel read for us. That means that you aren't ranking the girls-just focus on one girl at a time, and in each category indicate the level of desirability of each element, on its own. You will use your own sense of pleasure, beauty, and desirability to do this-pay close attention to your impulses and physical and emotional responses as you do each evaluation. That intuition will be your main guide.

'All girls are desirable—they are created literally FOR pleasure. The objective of an exercise like this, and the Festival itself, isn't to point out things you don't find attractive—rather, we want to develop a thoughtful, fine-tuned appreciation for all the various aspects of every girl.

'Part of being a well-developed man is being able to derive pleasure from many varieties of the infinite possible iterations of the female body. Just take a look at your three classmates here-each of them is completely unique, each one a delightful and lovely interpretation of what a young girl can look like, from their faces, to their bodies, to their girl parts. And in this exercise we're going to take a deeper look at what makes each one especially alluring to each of you.

'At the end of the evaluation process your scores will be averaged both within the categories, then as an aggregate, which will determine the overall most desirable girl and the ranking from there down.

'Let's go ahead and begin with girl number three, Elizabeth-can you step forward please?'

Ryan took her firmly by the arm and led her a couple steps in front of the desk so all the students had a clear field of view.

'Gentlemen, much of the evaluation is visual in nature, and you can begin to fill those boxes in now. She has a very cute face and quite a nice little button nose, would you guys agree?'

He gave Elizabeth a little twirl, so the judges and the rest of the class could get an appreciation of her backside.

'Judges, do you have any comments about her butt?'

The three boys were obviously highly turned-on by the wealth of femininity displayed in front of them, and they seemed a little tongue-tied. Ryan saw some instruction was needed.



'Gentlemen, I know when you're younger and new at this it all seems so amazing that it can be hard to articulate your thoughts-and they might all be great thoughts, and we are here to learn and grow, so I encourage you to try to separate yourselves a little from the experience.'

He indicated his own aroused state, which was visible beneath his pants.

'I'm as aware as you are of how delicious Elizabeth and Amia and Selena are, and how great it would be to just dive in and enjoy any and all of them-but as you can see I am maintaining my composure, and am able to calmly discuss important things and do my job as a teacher in spite of those desires. So let's practice using our words as the gentlemen we are, and work together on the evaluation process. Here, come a little closer.'

The boys moved around Elizabeth and began, tentatively at first, then with more confidence and enthusiasm, to discuss their thoughts on how she should be scored.

'I really like her butt,' Andrew said, marking a '10' on his sheet. 'And her face, and her breasts...actually, I really like ALL of her, Mr. Desilva-is it ok to put ten for everything?

Ryan chuckled.

'It is, Andrew, but remember to consider each section carefully, and only mark that ten if you can honestly say that you feel that body part could not in any way be better—that it's essentially perfect.

'Don't just put tens to be nice or to not hurt Elizabeth's feelings; she'll score well regardless, and it's only fair that she know the areas she can work on to improve as well. But again, if you truly feel that every part of her that is indicated on the sheet is a ten, well, put that down.'

'Mr. Desilva,' Samuel spoke up, 'I put an eight for her legs and belly. But a ten for her facial symmetry and her jawline. That's ok, right?'

'Absolutely, Samuel,' Ryan answered. 'It's totally normal for a girl to have some parts that are more attractive than other parts. That doesn't mean she's not attractive or that anything is wrong with her, it's simply a recognition of her strengths and weaknesses.

'Ok gentlemen, let's discuss her breasts. You should have already filled out the boxes for proportion, symmetry, and shape, yes? Elizabeth has some very nice breasts, full and well-rounded, but not very large-did any of you adjust for their size in the 'proportion' section?'

Samuel and Max raised their hands, and Samuel said that he thought they could be a little bigger to fit her body better—but they were still very nice.

Ryan smiled and congratulated them on a good job carefully considering how Elizabeth's breasts integrated with the rest of her body, and then he invited them to begin the manual evaluation for the remaining sections of the scorecard-but he was alarmed to hear a yelp from Elizabeth as all three of the boys rushed in and began squeezing her breasts, knocking her off balance and causing some pain.

'Gentlemen, gentlemen, stop stop STOP,' he barked, stepping between the boys and the unsuspecting Elizabeth, and catching her from falling backward with a well-timed hand on her behind.

'I see that some instruction on how to appreciate a girl's breasts may be invaluable for the whole class. Elizabeth, please stand here where you were, and Samuel and Max, I'd like each of you to stand on either side of her-Andrew, you'll go next.

'Selena, I'm going to use you for a moment,' he continued, taking Selena by the arm and leading her forward so the rest of the class had a good view. She was truly magnificent, and his cock swelled again as he looked her up and down.

Selena was in a constant state of blushing at this point, and her fair skin was a lovely shade of pink all across her extraordinary bust. Ryan gathered himself and addressed the class.

'Judges, please follow along with me and do as I do. Whenever you touch a girl, start out VERY slowly and gently. A girl's body is very sensitive, and remember that we want everything we do TO them to feel good FOR them.

'Give them a little time to get used to your touch and begin responding to it-you'll learn later that once they get sufficiently positively stimulated they can actually take-and even enjoy-considerable force, but today we are going to confine ourselves to gentle touching with the goal of eliciting a calming, relaxing response from these three girls.

'Begin by gently cupping her breast from underneath and feeling the weight of it—don't squeeze it! Just hold it for a few moments, and you can slowly heft it slightly a couple times. Then, maintaining contact with her, slowly slide your whole hand up and across her entire breast, brushing the nipple as you go. Use this as an opportunity to GENTLY squeeze, so you can make an appropriate score in the box marked 'Firmness'.

Ryan demonstrated all of this on Selena's right breast as he stood beside and slightly behind her. His left hand steadied her with firm contact on her left buttcheek, and the combination of these two incredible handfuls made it difficult even for him to focus on his teaching duties. She kept her eyes down, and he felt her tremble slightly as he squeezed her breast.

He continued, knowing she would relax soon. He could feel her heart racing through her breast, but she wasn't fighting him-in fact she was very subtly grinding her smooth round buttock into his hand-and he was fairly sure that she was becoming aroused by his careful, experienced touch. He looked forward to confirming his suspicion when he facilitated her genital evaluation with the boys.

'Good job, gentlemen. Notice how Elizabeth is already more compliant, and she even appears to be pressing her chest into your hands a little. That's a good sign you're doing this right.

'Now, carefully take her nipple between your thumb and forefinger, and squeeze it gently and rhythmically several times to see if it will grow more erect and prominent. Generally speaking, larger, better-defined, and more responsive nipples are scored higher.'

Samuel looked up from his work and remarked that Elizabeth's nipples seemed to not change as he tried his best to follow Ryan's instructions. Ryan looked over and could see that Elizabeth's nipples were indeed naturally understated, and nothing the boys were doing would change that.

'That's perfectly fine, Samuel,' he assured the young man, 'Those are completely normal-some girls' nipples are less sensitive, and that's ok. You may certainly reflect that in your score, but regardless, Elizabeth's breasts are really quite nice. Now go ahead and finish up, and let Andrew complete his evaluation.'

He released his hold on Selena, who gave a gratifying whimper of disappointment, and returned to Elizabeth.

'Now let's fill out the final section of the scorecard. First, let's examine Elizabeth's vulva as she stands here, and please score her as you like.'

The boys knelt down to get a closer look, and Elizabeth, pushing her glasses up her nose again, stood dutifully still, her legs slightly apart, doing her very best to ensure that they got the maximal educational benefit from viewing her private parts. Ryan noticed her efforts, and realizing how seriously she was taking this responsibility, thanked her for being such a good helper.

'Oh my gosh, thanks Mr. Desilva! I really want to do my best always!' she laughed, breaking into a giant smile for the first time.

'I can see that, Miss Elizabeth,' Ryan assured her, 'and I can always use an enthusiastic assistant like you. We may be able to work together on a number of projects this semester, if you're willing to give it your all like you are today.'

Elizabeth smiled again, and was about to reply, but Ryan knew that it was important to keep the teacher-student relationship from getting too familiar and comfortable, so he held up his hand and cut her off somewhat curtly.

'The boys-er, judges—have finished evaluating your vulva from the front, Miss Elizabeth. Please turn around, bend at the waist with straight legs, and place your elbows on my desk so they can score you from behind.'

Elizabeth complied immediately, thrusting her backside out toward the class with a fresh energy. The boys' eyes grew wide as they watched her full, round butt cheeks spread under the tension of her stance and reveal a set of soft, fleshy vaginal lips below a tight, cleanly defined anus.

Ryan was impressed; this mousy little redhead with the giant glasses was obviously highly motivated by positive feedback, and she was doubtless going to excel in her studies of her female duties after her Festival.

Andrew raised his hand. 'Mr. Desilva, I don't think I really like bigger lips like that.'

Ryan was quick to reprimand him.

'Andrew, remember that this is not about what you DON'T like, it's about noting your honest response on your scorecard, but then exploring HOW to appreciate many variants of the female body.

'More prominent labia are actually delightful-they feel amazing between one's fingers when they are well-lubricated, and they are fun to suck and nibble on when performing cunnilingus.

'Alright, Elizabeth, lastly I'm going to have you lay back on the desk here and open your legs for the final section of your evaluation. And actually, given how we started the breast portion, I'm going to have Selena hop up here beside you as well so I can demonstrate how to evaluate and score a girl's vulva.'

Selena gave a look like she was about to die, but Ryan took her firmly by the arm again and guided her onto the desk next to Elizabeth. Both girls lay back, and he adjusted their feet and legs so the whole class had a clear view of their private parts.

The view was spectacular, and the oohs and ahhs from the class confirmed it. As they spread their legs, both girls' vulvas opened, exposing their slick interiors. Elizabeth's dark, textured labia contrasted starkly with the delicate wishbone that Selena's lips formed above her opening, crowned by a perfectly sculpted clitoris that pressed insistently out from beneath its protective hood.

A trickle of clear, viscous fluid ran from her opening, over her perineum, and down to her anus; as her lips opened, they were criss-crossed by a spider web of the same fluid. Ryan had been right-in spite of her embarrassment, Selena was highly aroused by the mock Festival.

Ryan took his place at Selena's side, and casually rested his hand on her mound. As he spoke, he slowly combed his fingers through her short, golden pubic hair.

'As with a girl's breasts-or any body part, for that matter—when you touch her genitals make sure to start lightly, slowly, and gently in order to allow her to acclimate to your touch. If she's well trained, she shouldn't pull away or protest even if you're accidentally a bit rough, but once again, our goal is that what we do TO her feels good FOR her.

'Go ahead one at a time, and first note your score for Elizabeth's visual appeal. Then, after wetting your thumb and fingers with your tongue, carefully press into both sides of her opening so that her labia spread wider and you can get a better view inside her, like this.'

Selena's mouth opened wide, then she bit her lower lip as Ryan slid his hands down between her legs and coaxed her open.

'You may be able to see her hymen; if not do not worry about that—in the actual Festival the judges will manually check, but I'm not going to risk having you boys inserting your fingers in these girls-Max, I said DO NOT try to put your finger in Elizabeth!

'However, you should also be able to make your score for lubrication at this stage. As you can see, girls respond differently, and while it looks like Elizabeth is a little wet, Selena is becoming quite the mess here.

'This brings us to the final two sections on your scorecards. Go ahead and gather up some of Elizabeth's juices like this, by lightly swirling your fingers in her opening, then rub them gently into her clitoris to assess how responsive it is.

'It may pop out and become enlarged and stiff, like Selena's is, and usually clitorises like this get higher marks.'

As he demonstrated the technique, Selena's breathing became ragged and her body suddenly froze in place, every muscle tensed as Ryan held her pussy firmly with one hand so he could irresistibly coax her tiny, swollen clitoris into view with the other.

'And finally, gentlemen, take those same fingers, swirl them once more around her entrance, brush her clitoris on the way back up, and then bring them to your mouth so you can taste the girl and appreciate her various notes of health, vitality, and pleasure.'

As he did this, Selena suddenly let out a scream that she muffled with her hand, and her body shuddered and bucked on the desk so violently that she was in danger of tumbling to the floor. Ryan was prepared, however, and before she had even started he had brought a firm hand to her throat to keep her in place, and augmented his hold with a solid but gentle grip of the other hand on her spasming vulva.

The class was silent, mouths agape, as they watched Selena climax. Every boy in the room had been painfully hard for what had seemed an eternity already, and doubtless her loss of control had caused several of them to do the same in their pants, much to their commingled relief and chagrin.

As she shuddered to a halt, Ryan soothed her with soft caresses of her breasts and belly.

'Well, class,' he smiled, 'it appears this session is even more educational than originally planned. That, for those of you who have never had the privilege of seeing one in real life, was a girl's orgasm. An eternal pleasure to watch, a matter of pride to be able to elicit, and extraordinarily gratifying to experience while fully inserted inside her.

'Gentlemen, we must continue if we are to finish by the bell; I'm sure you've filled in your sheets for Elizabeth, so let's move on now to Selena. Since she is already in position, we'll start at the bottom of your scorecards and begin with her vulva. Go ahead and make your notes on its appearance-don't neglect to credit her for her extreme levels of lubrication, which you can see is all over my hand and spilling onto my desk-and then come up one at a time and dip your fingers in here and taste her.'

Selena whimpered and flinched each time one of the boys scooped his finger into her entrance; she was incredibly sensitive now, and every touch caused her vagina to pulse and contract powerfully. The boys were unanimous in their praise of both the shape and the taste of her girl parts, and they commented favorably on the cleanness of the lines of her labia and the delicious fullness of her mound, as well as the deep contractions she demonstrated as they touched her, which they surmised would feel extremely pleasant on their cocks.

Ryan, who had been holding her open for them with one hand while fondling her breasts with the other, agreed and commended them on their judicious evaluation.

'I concur, gentlemen. Girl #2 has truly what we might call a Grade-A, elite-level, competition pussy,' he said, smiling encouragingly at her and giving her tender vulva a few brisk, business-like pats as one might a good filly. Selena gasped and arched as he made contact, his hand making a wet, slapping sound against her soaked, swollen lips.

Ryan had little time for more playing, however, and brusquely took her by the arm and urged her to her feet so the boys could continue their evaluation. The poor girl was wobbly and unstable, but Ryan took her by the back of the neck and helped her stand, while the boys assessed her vulva from the front and carefully inspected her gorgeous breasts. There was much discussion concerning how large, firm, and well-shaped they were, as well as how dark and prominent her nipples were against her soft, pale skin, and the relatively small size of her richly colored areolas.

Selena did her best to stand still so her classmates could do their duties, but every touch sent shivers down her bare backside and her knees went weak as they twisted and pulled at her nipples. Ryan found it most effective to support the half limp girl by her neck with one hand, and to simply hold her up by her pubic bone with his other hand between her legs, so the boys could take the proper care in examining her breasts. It was challenging work, what with her shuddering and flinching, and the endless slickness of her nether parts made it even harder to maintain a solid grip, so it was with a sense of relief that he finally turned her around and lay her across the desk on her belly, her legs akimbo.

The boys crowded close, and Ryan gently spread Selena's cheeks so they could get a good view of her pussy and her anus. She whimpered again as he used his index finger to trace around and around the outline of her little star while commenting on how attractive it was, and describing several different pleasant things it made a man want to do to it; while down below, from between her flushed, pink lips, a long, clear drool of girl cum began stretching toward the floor.

Ryan had been uncomfortably hard pretty much the entire class, and as he played with Selena's anus and watched her shiver on the table with girl cum streaming from her vagina, he nearly lost control of himself. Fighting to regain his composure, he verified that the boys had completed their scores, then somewhat more roughly than needed he stood Selena up, turned her to face the class, and marched her to stand next to Elizabeth. They had to finish with Amia, and then Ryan knew that he'd have to obtain some relief if he was to remain functional for the rest of the day.

Amia bounced forward with a grin, eyes flashing, proud of her body, and presented herself for the boys. She was extremely petite, with dark hair and a fine nose and jawline that perfectly complemented her giant brown eyes. She was part Dominican, and her skin was a rich honey brown.

She was still officially a virgin, but Ryan could tell that she wasn't afraid of sex and was champing at the bit for her Festival and the education that would follow. He wouldn't have been surprised to learn that she had already sucked half a dozen of the boys' cocks at the school, mostly upperclassmen, and she loved the taste of cum.

The poor girl had been suffering interminably over the last forty five minutes as Elizabeth and Selena were fondled, ogled, and handled, and as she offered herself for inspection Ryan noted that her inner thighs glistened from her own lubrication, and the dark nipples of her tidy, B-cup breasts were already hard and pert, straining away from their rich, half-dollar sized areolas as they desperately awaited the boys' touch.

Ryan watched with approval as the boys put into practice everything they'd learned with the first two girls, officiously inspecting each part of the willing Amia, discussing soberly amongst themselves their opinions of her small, delicious body. Andrew had taken the part of the de facto head judge, and took responsibility for politely yet firmly directing Amia into each of her positions.

For her part, Amia clearly revelled in her role. She maintained eye contact with each boy, smiling, giggling, putting extra effort into ensuring that each one had the best chance to view, feel, smell, and taste all the parts of her that the scorecard listed, and displaying little shivers, whimpers, and moans of pleasure to show that she welcomed and enjoyed the attention. Ryan spoke up.

'Class, who remembers the Three Intangibles that contestants are graded on in the Festival?'

Several hands shot up, and a girl answered, 'Poise, Generosity, and Grace!'

Ryan nodded.

'Correct. I just want to point out that even though it's beyond the scope of this particular exercise, Amia is displaying tremendous Generosity-she is making sure the boys feel welcome as they touch her, letting them do whatever they feel is needed, and most importantly, displaying enjoyment of their efforts-without seeming overly sex-focused.



'There is a delicate balance the judges will usually be looking for-girls score higher when they communicate clearly with their body language and their voice that they want to share their bodies with a man-or men-but they should avoid appearing too eager, flippant, or tawdry about it.

'Even though every girl is required by law to accept training from any properly ranked man, special favor can be enjoyed by females who bring a sense of enthusiasm, creativity, and fun to their lessons. 'Generosity' is the term we use to describe that attitude, and Amia is doing a great job at it.'

As he had been speaking, Amia had been waggling her naked but playfully at the class with her elbows on the desk as if to prove his point. Andrew knew that time was of the essence, and sternly requested that his classmate hold still so he and the other two boys could finish their task.

One by one they took turns carefully spreading her tidy pussy lips, examining the slick pinkness inside-which earned her extra marks for how bright it was, and how dramatically it contrasted with her dark skin-and then scooping up some of her juices and tasting them. Looking at how small her hips and butt were, and how tiny her vagina was, Ryan thought she must be terrifically tight. His cock ached with the strain of nearly an hour of erection, and he could see that Amia knew exactly what she was doing.

He was fairly sure that she was probably more sexually active than was allowed for a girl her age, and he wondered if there might be a need for some remedial discipline as the school year progressed. He made a mental note to check with the principle on how such issues were handled here.

In Texas there were several students whom he'd had to put on standing weekly disciplinary appointments for various lengths of time, and they had been required to meet with him privately in his office to face the consequences of their actions. As committed as he was to the long-term success of his students, he was certainly willing to carry on such a program here, in spite of the additional time it took from his already busy schedule.

Of course, since these were students trusted to his care, discipline could only rarely involve actual sex. With a little imagination, however, there were a multitude of methods and scenarios of varying degrees of severity that could be devised to effectively teach even young girls right from wrong when it came to their bodies, without crossing the line of intercourse. A little pain, a little unwilling exposure and embarrassment, and a dash of unexpected pleasure for their hormone-wracked bodies were the ingredients of a potent disciplinary cocktail that had infinite possible combinations.

The boys having finished filling out their scorecards, Ryan instructed the girls to stand side by side at the head of the class while the boys did the math, averaging their scores for each category. As they read off the results, Ryan recorded them on the chalkboard. As he finished, he turned to the class and with a flourish announced the winners of each category while the class applauded and cheered each winner.

'Ladies and gentlemen, Best Face belongs to Selena, with an 8.6! Best Body Overall goes to Amia with a 9.12; Best Legs belong to Elizabeth with 8.9; Best Breasts go to Selena with 9.5! Not surprising there-however, interestingly, Best Nipples belong to Amia with a score of 9.8. They are very nice and long, Amia-congratulations.

'Best Butt goes to Selena, who scores 9.3. And Best Vulva also goes to Selena, with 9.7, as well as Best Lubrication-you were very wet, Selena. Best Flavor goes to Elizabeth, for 8.9.

'And ladies and gentlemen, the award for Best in Show, Most Desirable Girl Overall goes to...Selena, with a score of 9.8!'

As he finished, the bell rang, and the students, still cheering, gathered their belongings and began filing out of the classroom. Ryan nodded at the three girls, thanking them for helping, and gave them permission to get dressed and join their classmates.

He caught Jordanna's attention, however, and reminded her to meet him at his desk before she left.

As the last students left the classroom, he returned to his chair and motioned Jordanna to stand in front of him, and had a little chat about her history at the school and some of the challenges she had faced academically.

She was beautiful, and her full breasts barely fit in her tight white blouse, her bare nipples clearly visible against the sheer fabric. Her nether regions were similarly exposed, with a clean, dark landing strip pressed against the thin fabric of her white panties, perched above a dark slit that vanished into the gusset between her shapely legs.

Jordanna explained why math had always been hard for her, and Ryan, listening carefully with an understanding smile, couldn't resist gently caressing her vulva through the insubstantial fabric. As he shared his ideas for helping her with her school work with some private tutoring, he eased her panties halfway down her thighs and traced his fingertips up and down her slit.

It was one of the most wonderful things about being a teacher, he thought-he loved the privilege of being a source of hope and knowledge for his students, working closely and intimately with them, and in return for that work, to be able to simply enjoy the pleasures of the sight, touch, and smell of their young bodies as a result of the proximity and trust that came with it.

Jordanna shuddered, her legs shaking gently as she pressed her mound into his hand. She understood that Ryan was going out of his way to help her, and she was very grateful for his attention and assistance. She knew better than to distract from the important conversation he was having with her, and she wanted to show she was grateful for his consideration, so she bit her lip as she forced herself to focus and continue discussing how best he could help her, thanking him for his thoughtfulness as his fingers gently stroked her clitoris.

'Excellent, Miss Jordanna,' Ryan concluded, 'I think this will be a capital plan. Now for a final issue.

'We have five minutes until you need to be in your next class, and I have been extremely, uncomfortably stimulated for the last hour-if I am to be functional at all for the rest of the afternoon, I need some release. I'd like you to assist me please.

'Kneel down here, if you will, and I am going to have you gently suck on just the head of my cock for four minutes. I am very close to exploding as it is, so that's it, dear girl, just very slowly and softly on the head, just like that. Oh my god, that feels amazing. After four minutes of this I will cum in your mouth, and I need you to simply swallow it down as it comes-don't spill any of it, as we mustn't stain your blouse.'

The compliant Jordanna nodded dutifully as she looked up at Ryan with her big dark eyes, her lips wrapped hungrily around the head of his cock as she nursed it with urgent commitment. Ryan smiled and softly caressed her cheek and played with her nipples as he felt himself approach his climax.

With one minute left on the clock above the door he tipped over the edge, grasping Jordanna's head with both hands and holding it in position, just the tip of his cock in her mouth, and began releasing pulse after pulse of semen onto her tongue. He was so pent-up that the force of his orgasm felt like waves of cum were flowing from deep in his belly, and he reveled in the power of each pump as his semen sprayed into the young girl's waiting throat.

Jordanna's eyes grew wider as she realized she had been unprepared for the volume of Ryan's cum, and the force with which it would be shot into her, and she almost gagged and pulled away-but Ryan maintained his hold on her head, keeping her motionless so he could finish emptying his testicles into her. To her credit, the girl kept her lips locked on the head of his cock, and not one drop escaped.

As he finished, Ryan smiled kindly and helped Jordanna to her feet-just as the bell rang and the next group of students began filing in. He thanked her and told her she had done a good job, and then pointed her to the door so she wouldn't be late for her next class.


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 07

This is the main event that this entire story series has been leading up to. I highly recommend that you read the series from the beginning in order to fully appreciate what transpires here. Thank you everyone who has shared feedback, and please comment and vote if you like this!

* * * * * * *

Exhausted and ecstatic, I collapsed into my couch with a glass of whiskey in our den and switched on the TV. I'd put the three girls to bed, and my wife had turned in as well, and now, after an exhilarating night, the house had fallen silent and I was ready to watch the DVR of Festival that we had just returned home from a few hours ago.

All our work over the past few years with Jennifer had come to a culmination this evening, and I couldn't be happier. Such an extraordinary experience, and while it was a huge success, I knew I still had much to learn, so I was looking forward to watching the recording and taking note of the things we could improve as we approached the twins' Festival.

I fast-forwarded through most of the opening of the show to get to Jennifer's segment-I'd be able to enjoy the other girls later, but right now I couldn't wait to see my daughter and myself on TV.

The Festival had become a major cultural phenomenon, full of pageantry and spectacle. Our district held its Festival in a large, ornate old theater, and the stage design, lighting and television broadcast were major productions.

The stage was huge, and backed by massive LED panels that could create any background desired. In front of the stage was a large desk where a pair of color commentators would sit, and there were cameras and camera men everywhere, feeding not only to the television broadcast, but also to two large jumbotrons that flanked the stage for the benefit of the live audience.

The place was packed to the rafters with several thousand people excited to share in the celebration of this year's young girls being released as sexual beings into the community. There were twenty-three of them from our district this year, and the evening promised to be very special indeed.

The music swelled as a commercial break ended, a boom camera swooped across the audience and onto the stage, and the picture faded to Jennifer's intro video.

As the sound of Aerosmith's 'Crazy' played softly, the scene opened to my neighbor's beautiful red '69 Camaro parked in his driveway. The lighting was perfectly golden-hour, and into the frame, in slow-motion, walked Jennifer, carrying a bucket and a large sponge. She was wearing cut-off denim shorts that were so small and artistically tattered they barely qualified as clothing, with the red string waistband of her thong rising clearly into view above them. Her white t-shirt had also been extensively modified-the arms and collar had been removed, and several other carefully placed slashes combined to require that it only stayed on with the help of some ingenious knots in the fabric. Even with this engineering, however, it was mostly a loose halter top, with lots of opportunities to view her torso for the fortunate spectator, and what remained of her modesty was protected by her tiny red bikini top. She wore an American flag cowboy hat, and no shoes. It was maybe a little shamelessly cliched, but one could also describe the entire production as 'classic', and in any case the footage-and my daughter-were gorgeous.

'Hi, my name is Jennifer Lynn Stevenson,' she said cheerfully in voiceover, and the film cut to a shot of her on her bed, bathed in warm light, being interviewed by one of the production team.

'I'm 18 years old,' she smiled, looking into the camera, 'and I'm five-eight, 135lb. My measurements are 32C, and then I'm a 26-28...' She sat cross-legged on her bedspread in her usual thin white tank top and panties, her nipples highlighted by the bright film lighting and a hint of her camel toe showing between her opened legs.

The picture cut back to her washing the Camaro, and continued to alternate between that and her interview as Aerosmith played in the background. The production crew had done an amazing job. We had selected the theme together, and Jennifer was a total champ about filming the sequence.

'I think I'm a really caring person. I just love it when people smile-I just want people to be happy and feel good, and I always want to know what I can do to make someone happy and feel good. I think I come off as really sweet-but I'm also really adventurous. I love my family, and I love animals-I want to be a marine biologist...'

She was reaching on her tip-toes over the hood of the Camaro with the soapy sponge, her backside to the camera, her shorts riding high between her cheeks as the light accentuated the definition of her hamstrings and calves and shoulders.

'I love school, and I'm an Academic All-American. Math is one of my favorite subjects. In my free time? Um, I like to hike, and watch movies. I go to church on Sundays and sometimes Thursdays ...'

Her top and her shorts had gotten wet and soapy, so she slowly peeled out of her denim bottoms, and then carefully removed her bikini top, while keeping her shirt on. It clung transparently to her body, and her areolas became visible immediately.

She had hesitated for only a moment about undressing for the film crew. She understood how important this was, and she knew that it was only the beginning of a whole new chapter of life in which her body would be considered public property in many respects. While understandably apprehensive about what all that would entail, she had also been raised from a young age to look forward to the privileges and opportunities her body would make available to her as she transitioned from being a girl to a young woman.

'I think I bring a lot to the table, actually. A lot of people say I have really pretty eyes, so I like my eyes, but I also like my breasts,' she said, giggling and giving them a gentle squeeze with both hands. 'They're not super big, but they're shaped nice, I think, and they feel good when they're touched...

'I don't have the biggest butt, either, but I think it's nice. I hope you guys think so too...'

She had abandoned the car, and was now soaping herself up. Clothing was obviously an impediment to the project, so she finished her strip-down, the camera catching every beautiful curve of her body in slow-motion as she leaned against the back of the Camaro and poured sudsy water over her naked body. The soap (and the masterful editing) kept things tasteful, with only the tips of her dark nipples poking above the dense white layer of bubbles, while a thick stream of suds ran down her back, followed by the camera as it coursed through the valley of her butt cheeks and coated her vulva in white cream that seemed to follow every detail and crevice of her girl parts without showing any actual skin between her legs.

'I've gotten so many beautiful letters from so many men over the last couple weeks, and I just want to say thank you for all your support-everyone has been so encouraging, and sharing all the fun things they are looking forward to teaching me, and just being so positive and warm and welcoming-it really means the world...

'I've worked really hard for my Festival, and I've really been looking forward to it. I think I'm going to be a really sexual girl-I mean, I don't actually know, because I haven't done anything yet of course, but I think about it A LOT...

'When I imagine it, I think I'll really like doggy style-like, it just seems like fun to be on all fours and have a guy holding me tight and just, you know, DOING stuff to me...

'Oh! And I'm really curious about...um...about blowjobs. I've watched some videos, and I've seen some of my friends' dads get them, and it makes me think about what a guy's...thing...tastes like, or how it would feel in my mouth...'

'A guy's what?' the low, business-like voice of Jason the producer asked, off-camera. He evinced no emotion, just the calm professionalism of a journalist asking a clarifying question-but his mastery of his job was evident in how confident he was that this question would create the opportunity for something magical, and he was right.

Sure enough, Jennifer blushed visibly and her eyes widened as she realized with an endearing embarrassment that her innocent attempt at keeping her conversational references oblique had instead confused the issue, and that she was now being asked to make explicit what she had hoped to keep implicit. Her perfectly rehearsed lines were of no help, and she underwent a visible transformation from someone trying very hard to act like a grown-up woman, back to just a sweet young girl beginning to grapple with the realities of her sex.

More than a little flustered, she tried valiantly to regain her composure, and selected her words carefully and with admirable purpose-she sensed that her best bet was to fully own what she was about to say, and her quick thinking and commitment to her role was both inspiring and very adorable.

'A guy's...a guy's penis,' she said, enunciating the word 'penis' with a bit more purpose and care than one might normally use, and smiling the proud smile of a debutante ready to take on the world, now that she had conquered this five-letter word. Having found her way back to her self-possession, she helpfully clarified her thought.

'I meant to say, "I often think about what a guy's PENIS would taste like, or what it would feel like in my mouth..."'

'How often do you think about that?' Jason asked calmly, not letting her off the hook just yet. Sure enough, she collapsed again for a moment back into a little girl, giggling with a burst of bashfulness and girlish frankness as she realized the honest answer was more revealing and outrageous than even she had thought, prior to being forced to voice it publicly.

'Um...oh my gosh...um...a TON...probably too much, actually...'

There was a knowing laugh from the audience. She was definitely perfectly ripe and ready for this next phase of her life.

The video cut back to her naked backside as she picked up her wet clothing and walked slowly away out of focus, and her voiceover took us to the conclusion.

'I'm so excited to get to know you guys in a whole new way, and learn everything I can from all of you. I hope to place well at the Festival, 'cause I've worked really hard on my body and I truly want it to be a special thing that gives you pleasure and makes you want to teach me a lot. I want to be super sweet to each of you, and I promise to work really hard and try my best in every lesson. I just hope you'll be patient with me as I'm learning all this new stuff, and be nice to me...'

The video faded out to enthusiastic applause as the MC announced our names, and Jennifer and I made our entrance to the stage.

I was relieved to see that neither of us looked as nervous as we'd felt-Jennifer in particular was cool, calm, and stunning. I wore a dark blue suit and tie, and Jennifer was dressed in a gorgeous custom gown. We had gone to Oliver Stack, one of the premier designers of Festival wear, and he had made it just for her.

A girl's clothing was of utmost importance, and the best designs were created for the wearer's body specifically; thus the relationship we were building with Stack would be the key to many future outfits Jennifer might wear.

He took his job with the seriousness that his reputation justified, and the creative process began with dozens of detailed and intimate measurements and photographs of Jennifer's body, so that Stack could sculpt every aspect of his designs to flatter and showcase every part of her. In addition to the usual hips, waist, bust, height, and inseam, his process even included metrics like the length of her nipples, the distance between them, and the diameter of her areolas; the width of her her vulva in the gap between her thighs, the visible length of her clitoral hood (in case we wanted him to design daring pieces that revealed as much of her mons as possible while preserving the last vestiges of her modesty), and the use of a complex, protractor-looking device that recorded the precise curves of her bottom and her breasts.

His efforts had paid off, and as we walked briskly to the center of the stage, hand-in-hand, Jennifer was breathtaking in a dark, shimmering blue piece with a plunging neckline and two long slits on either side of the skirt that ran to the top of her hips. The light fabric clung effortlessly to her body as if by some magic, with no sign of cinching or fasteners.

Her dark hair was done in a princess updo, and her deep brown eyes flashed like gems even through the TV screen. My own eyes welled up a little bit as I saw how beautiful my daughter was.

We stopped momentarily on our marks in the center of the stage, and with our clasped hands raised, bowed briefly to the audience, the two commentators, and the three judges who stood next to the commentating desk.

Kyle Monahan was a local television personality who hosted a show about the Festival that featured interviews with organizers and officials; how-to segments; Festival-related news, and in-depth personality pieces that would follow a girl through a few weeks of her Festival preparations. One of his most popular bits, called '3SEXTY5', consisted of bringing a girl into the studio a year after she celebrated her Festival and having her demonstrate for the viewers-on Kyle, his co-host, Dylan, and the show's other guests, if there were any-some of her favorite techniques and skills she'd learned in her first year as a woman.

'Layla, Jennifer Stevenson is looking great as she makes her entrance-I'm seeing a lot of confidence and poise already out of this girl. She just draws the eye immediately, doesn't she?'

Layla Schaeffer owned St. Carmen's Academy, an elite finishing school for young debutantes, and she was considered a tastemaker in all things concerning female desirability.

St. Carmen's was for girls who wanted to waste no time getting married to the highest-quality men they could, and so instead of the normal route of taking lessons from every eligible male for as long as it took to eventually find love, St. Carmen's students underwent an accelerated three-month program cloistered in the giant old brick boarding school. There they learned literally everything needed to be the ultimately desirable wife, including highly advanced sexual skills.

In a long, low outbuilding next to the school, St. Carmen's maintained a large stable of physically gifted young men for the purpose of the curriculum. Challenging courses designed to plumb the depths of each girl's endurance, skill, pain and pleasure tolerance, physical capacity, and sexual responsiveness took place nearly around the clock, at the carefully regimented direction of Ms. Schaeffer. Many girls didn't even make it past their seven day orientation phase, fondly known by graduates and staff as 'Blowjob Week'.

The sheer intensity and volume of the training program-and the seemingly endless, inexhaustible army of well-conditioned cocks Ms. Schaeffer had assembled-pushed many of the young girls to near their breaking point before building them back up to be stronger and more sexually capable and confident than any of their peers. And the payoff was worth it for those who didn't fail out.

There was a long, three- to four-year waiting list of very successful, attractive, carefully vetted men who put down immense deposits for the privilege of having their pick of each crop of graduates from St. Carmen's as their wives. They got a young woman who would make an ideal life partner, with both the skills and genetics to produce high-quality, top-performing girls of her own. For their part, the girls got to forego being handled cavalierly by an endless string of random, eager older men from the general population, and instead paid their dues by compressing several years of sexual experience into a rigorous few months, then were paired with a carefully selected, highly qualified male who would care for her for life with security and affection in a well-appointed lifestyle.

The Festival was an opportunity to scout for students, and Layla was always on hand to add her insights to the proceedings. She nodded as she joined Kyle on air.

'Yes, I have to say, she's already making a mark for me-fantastic styling, great gown, but I love the look in her eyes-she feels like she's here to compete, even though she's never done something like this before. At the end of the day, Kyle, it's really hard to beat a girl who's just 'game'-she's here to play, to do whatever needs to be done. I love the attitude.'

'Absolutely, Layla-it'll be interesting to see if she can maintain that attitude through the rest of the show.'

The lead judge motioned for us to proceed, and I released Jennifer to begin her routine, which consisted of a series of walks and turns across the stage as the judges evaluated her gait and carriage. She put on a show, flouncing and spinning, her hips swinging and her eyes flashing as she gave her best angles to the judges, who silently made notes on their clipboards as they watched her move.

The judges were the three oldest men in the district who were still capable of copulating to completion with a girl. It was an honored position-they had amassed the greatest trove of appreciation for the female body over their many years, and were considered to be in the best position to make pronouncements concerning the desirability of any given girl for the purposes of the Festival.

Selections for the judges spots were held two weeks before the Festival each year, and generally several dozen old men would register to try out. Due to the inescapably somewhat distasteful nature of the proceedings, three young girls guilty of minor infractions would generally be secured for the purposes from the city jail, and their misdemeanors dismissed in exchange for their assistance.

One by one each of the applicants would select the girl he fancied, and on a bed set up in the community center would demonstrate in a business-like manner that he could achieve and sustain an erection, penetrate the orifice of his choice, and climax inside or on the girl. The three oldest men who qualified would be that year's judges.

The girls generally did their best to imagine themselves elsewhere, and were advised to be grateful for having their sentences lifted in exchange for something as simple as spending the afternoon enduring ten or twelve old-man bodies sweatily humping them and trying to fill them with stale cum.

The main danger of course was to the applicants. Waivers were signed, and informed consent was assumed, but even as recently as last year the indefatigable Maxwell Herschberger, 98 years young, had expired in the act of trying to qualify for a judge's post using little Anika Knight, who was evidently a little too hot for Herschberger's constitution. As he came in the missionary position the old man collapsed, and as Anika screamed in horror and tried to fight her way out from under his rapidly rigoring body, several men had to rush to free her. Legend was that even as they pulled him off, his cock slid from her pussy still hard and still firing his final, enthusiastic bursts of semen.

As Jennifer completed her paces to applause, she returned to the center of the stage, turned and faced the audience, and struck a pose with her hand on her hip. I stepped behind her and, with a flourish, tugged lightly on a hidden strip of fabric on her gown and withdrew a strategically placed pin from her hair. With a breathtaking smoothness her entire gown fell to the floor without Jennifer moving a muscle, while her hair cascaded down around her shoulders in thick, lustrous waves, and she stood on the stage in her lingerie set.

The crowd applauded again as she repeated her series of walks in her sky-blue bra and panties and her delicate strappy heels. There would be three passes-fully clothed, in lingerie, and finally fully nude-and in addition to her gait and overall impression, Jennifer and the rest of the girls were scored on how precisely each pass was exactly like the others. Each step, each turn had to be perfectly choreographed and repeated the same way, regardless of how much clothing the girl was wearing.



'I'll just say right now, Layla, that this girl is looking really good already. Great choice on the panty and bra set-the cut on her panties really accentuates her legs, and I'm just loving how she moves. So smooth, so confident.'

'I'm with you, Kyle,' Layla responded, 'There's something special about Jennifer. Just a great energy and warmth, great consistent passes, and yes, her legs are very fine.'

Jennifer completed her second pass and returned to the mark at center stage in front of me, and we made brief eye contact. I smiled gently to let her know I was proud of her, and whispered under my breath, 'Ready?'

She nodded almost imperceptibly, and took a deep breath as she struck her pose and faced the audience.

I took a breath as well, and brought my hands to the clasp of her bra. Doing my best to keep steady, I firmly grasped the two sides, brought them together, and carefully separated them. One of the roving camera men stepped closer and trained his lens on her torso, and the audience fell silent as I eased the cups of the bra free from Jennifer's breasts, revealing them to the world.

Applause greeted them, and I was relieved and delighted to see that her nipples were fully erect even in the heat of the stage lights-if they hadn't been, I would have been faced with the decision either to leave them, or take a points deduction for stimulating them myself. The camera pushed in for a close-up, and lingered as Kyle and Layla expressed appreciation for the proportions and shape of her young, untouched breasts.

The cameraman then followed me down as I knelt beside her, and with a hand at each of her hips I slowly pulled her panties over the curves of her butt and down her long legs. An audible gasp emanated from the audience as her pussy came into view, and Kyle Monahan could hardly contain himself.

'Oh my goodness, that is about the loveliest little treat we've seen tonight, wouldn't you say, Layla?' he exclaimed. 'Wow. That is just delightful.'

'Again, Kyle, I have to agree-Jennifer Stevenson continues to impress. A very clean vulva with some great visual interest coming from the subtle hint of her inner labia there, and a little of her clitoris is visible from the front as well. But beautifully proportioned, not excessive in any way, and also a great choice for how her pubic hair is styled. Just a really strong complement to the whole package.'

'As usual you're right, Layla. I mean, the word that keeps coming to mind for me is 'tasty'-there's something about what we're seeing here that gives me the irresistible urge to get my tongue in there.'

Jennifer began her third and final pass, now completely naked except for her heels. Her long, tan legs reached far out in front of her, and as she walked away from me her perfectly shaped backside alternated in tight, percussive bounces left-right-left as her hips stepped into each stride-and as she came back, the little inverted triangle of close-cropped dark hair above her vulva matched that rhythm with a tantalizing, metronomic 'tick-tock' back and forth. My god, my daughter was beautiful.

The audience cheered wildly as she moved with perfect grace and precision exactly as she had when clothed-and because of how she was shaped, and how well she moved, there was only the slightest, very seductive, swaying of her breasts as she stepped, even though they were no longer being held and supported by clothing. I couldn't have been prouder.

While she had set off on her pass, a stagehand had slipped onto the stage and delivered a twelve-inch box on her mark in preparation for the next part of our segment. When Jennifer returned to me, I gave her my hand and helped her step gracefully onto the box, facing the audience.

Still keeping her hand gently in contact with mine, like ballroom dancers, I used my free hand to lightly tap her inner thighs, indicating she should space her feet slightly more than shoulder-width apart at the edges of the box. A light touch under her chin caused her to elevate her torso and lengthen her neck, and she finished her positioning with her arms outstretched elegantly from her sides, palms forward, and a calm smile on her lips. The house lights dimmed slightly and several spotlights found her, illuminating every curve of her body.

This was my cue to step away to the side, while the three judges moved forward for the first hands-on portion of the evaluation.

I watched with bated breath as the three old men went about their business with seasoned professionalism, muttering amongst themselves, shaking their heads and making notes on their clipboards as they investigated every inch of Jennifer's body. They showed no emotion other than a general gruffness, as if somehow this entire business of inspecting young girls' nude bodies was a colossal inconvenience, or that each of these girls was a slight disappointment, because they 'just didn't make them like they used to'. Of course much of this was part of the show-they had to remain impartial, and also a rough demeanor was just one more challenge to the poise of these inexperienced, probably somewhat insecure, naked girls-and any loss of poise was reason to deduct points.

With their decades of experience with the young female body, the judges moved efficiently and brusquely. Leathery old hands felt Jennifer's thighs and calves for their muscle and tone, pressed against the soft skin of her bare belly and cupped her buttocks. They compared notes on her breasts for their firmness and size, and rolled her nipples between thumb and forefinger to gauge their responsiveness and length.

With a firm hand on her jaw, she was instructed to open wide and stick out her tongue, and each judge took his turn running his fingers along her gums, tongue, and the back of her throat-then directed her to close her mouth and suck for a few moments on their fingers.

'Kyle, I have to give it to Jennifer here-she's showing incredible self-possession during this part of her judging, easily as much as any other girl here tonight so far. She hasn't moved a muscle, and she's maintaining not only her smile, but also great eye contact with the judges through the whole process. Most of these girls understandably falter a little bit at points, like when they're asked to suck on the judges fingers, but she is rocking this. Just very impressive for an eighteen year old girl who obviously has never been challenged to this level.'

'I was just thinking the same thing, Layla,' Kyle replied, a little awe in his voice, 'you can see right there Judge Connor Washburn has his hand in between her legs. Now, nothing about tonight is meant to hurt these girls, of course, but occasionally the judges will test a girl's self-possession by trying to startle her with an unexpected pinch to her clitoris. We've already seen several other girls yelp or flinch, and of course that has cost them on their scores-but Jennifer, still with that lovely smile, is looking Washburn right in the eyes and practically daring him to pinch harder. Unbelievable poise out of this beautiful girl.'

'Well, that's just such an important aspect of everything happening here tonight, Kyle. This evening is about these young girls becoming sexually available to the public, and their mission from now on is to learn as much as they can about sex from any eligible male that wants to teach them something-and the mindset that this requires; the trust that men aren't going to do anything to actually injure them; and the willingness to just open themselves to experiences and let themselves become sexual objects, even to strangers-that's usually a long journey of development for most girls. What we're seeing here out of Jennifer Stevenson is just extraordinary confidence, trust, and willingness to make herself available for the sexual experiences that ultimately will make her the best version of herself.'

'Absolutely, Layla-but on that note, Washburn just let go of Jennifer's clitoris and showed the other judges how wet his fingers are, and you can see they are now focused on investigating the state of her lubrication for themselves. That can only bode even better for her scores, if she's that wet after a little pain. And yes, each of the other judges is confirming a significant amount of vaginal lubrication-I think our viewers at home are getting a close-up of their hands and the inside of her thighs, so you can see for yourself Jennifer Stevenson is probably going to take the top marks for that tonight. There is actually a trail of her juices running down the inside of her leg, nearly halfway to her knee. That's just fantastic.'

I was overcome with pride as my little girl kept her cool and remembered her training while being handled like this for the first time. The judges had finished their work, and indicated that we were to move on to the next evaluation.

I stepped forward and took Jennifer's hand again, and led her to a wide, padded bench that was about two feet high. She climbed atop it on all fours, and I went about positioning her.

Another light touch under her chin raised her head and lengthened her back, and a little brief pressure on the small of her back caused her to arch more deeply.

Because she had smaller breasts, and her nipples sat high and forward, we had chosen to use a variation on the all-fours position in which her nipples and most of her breasts would be visible to the front of her arms when viewed in profile. Most girls' breasts would naturally sit behind their arms, but by pushing Jennifer's chest higher and more forward, with her shoulders back, we were able to take advantage of her anatomy to create a dramatic effect that made her look like she was pushing her backside rearward to present herself to someone behind her, while also pushing her breasts and nipples forward as if offering them to someone in front-or, alternatively, as if she were being vigorously coupled-with from behind, and the male was keeping her on a very short lead with a healthy fistful of her hair.

The view was gorgeous. I carefully arranged her thick hair along her back, and then I finished by slipping a hand between her legs from behind and applying a light upward pressure to her mons, causing her to naturally raise her tail a little higher so as to display her girl parts more clearly.

I patted her backside to let her know she was being a good girl and stepped away, and the judges began their second hands-on evaluation. This was similar in tone and scope as the first one, but was meant to explore and observe the girl's body and reactions while she was in a more explicitly sexual position.

Once again they ran their hands down the silky skin of her flanks, back and belly; felt the musculature of her shoulders and haunches, inspected the soles of her feet and her toes, and carefully compared the feel and shape of her buttocks and breasts to when she was standing.

More attention was also focused on her nether regions. The three judges gathered at the back of her and carefully, gently explored her most private parts. They lightly stroked their fingers across her anus, noting the responsive, reflexive contractions it demonstrated; then they each in turn slowly applied sustained pressure with a finger until her little star began to relax ever so slightly, and they were able to press a fingertip a little ways into her and feel her squeeze around it.

Jennifer was the model of restraint, moving not an inch, breathing deeply and rhythmically as she submitted to the judges' inspection. Only by looking very closely could one see that she was trembling, her nostrils flared, and a delicate sheen of perspiration had begun to appear across her shoulders and bottom.

While awaiting his turn at her anus, Judge Washburn had taken the opportunity to walk around to her front end and re-inspect her lips and mouth. He had the thumb of his right hand in her mouth, his fingers softly stroking her under her chin as she suckled, her eyes never leaving his and every muscle in her body straining to hold the position she had been instructed to maintain. Then with a rare smile he noted to his colleagues that while they were busy inspecting her nethers, her nipples, which she was pressing toward him insistently as a result of her position, had grown extremely erect and hard, and appeared to be almost painfully sensitive to his touch as he flicked and tugged them with his free hand.

Jennifer's vulva was gloriously full and plump from this angle, and her inner labia were partially separated. Kyle Monahan was beside himself.

'Goodness gracious, I could not have designed a more delicious looking pussy myself. This girl is world-class, there's just no other way to say it. You can see a glimmer of her juices even though her labia are only partially open, and even from here I can see her clitoral hood is extremely pronounced and beautifully shaped. Judge Darrell Morgan is going to spread her open now-my gosh, what a lovely little butterfly. She's unbelievably pink and wet in there-and my oh my, she just shuddered violently as Morgan pressed her cheeks apart to get a look inside her, and folks, that is a long, clear strand of her juices that have escaped from her vagina and is now hanging, suspended, from her clitoris. The judges are taking their time inspecting her labia and opening, and they are just going to let that droplet get heavier and heavier until it stretches all the way from her clit to the bench between her knees. I tell you what, I'd do almost anything to taste that right now, folks.'

'Kyle, what I'm really appreciating here is how complete of a package Jennifer is. Not just each component of her body, but the whole thing together. She has exceptional conformation, great proportions, and each detail is simply a cut above anything we've seen here tonight. She's a genetic jackpot, and she seems mentally ready to take herself to any level. We've already seen how wet she is, and that shudder was a great indication that her body is really beginning to respond to everything that's happening to her in spite of her extraordinary self-control. I think we're witnessing a huge internal battle in this young girl-she's almost certainly becoming unbelievably aroused, and her instincts are trying to overwhelm her training. I'm confident that she'll not only place extremely well, but also that it'll be a real treat to see her get taken at the end of the evening.'

Satisfied that they had assessed every relevant inch of Jennifer's body, the judges motioned for her to roll to her back and spread her legs so they could verify her virginity as the final part of the process. My daughter complied, drawing up her feet and opening her legs so that each old man in turn could spread her labia apart and gently insert one of his wrinkled, knobby fingers into her until he made contact with her hymen, then register with a nod that she was intact. On withdrawing his finger, each judge then tasted the copious juices that coated it, and made a note on his clipboard. The camera cut in close to capture every detail of the examination, and murmurs of appreciation came from the audience as they saw how erect Jennifer's clit became in response to even this minor penetration of her vagina.

The judges had completed their evaluation, and motioned for me to retrieve my daughter. I helped her off of the bench, and with another bow to the audience we exited the stage, Jennifer doing her best to mask her unsteadiness.

* * * * * * *

I smiled, sipped my whiskey, and fast-forwarded through the rest of the girls. Backstage in the holding area I had toweled the perspiration from her breasts and back, and had her makeup touched up as the rest of the contestants were put through their paces.

Jennifer was wound up, and continued to tremble periodically as her body dealt with the combination of the stress of her judging, and the arousal she had been forced to undergo without release. She was nervous, and said she felt that she'd made a poor impression. I hugged her close and assured her that was impossible-that she had been spectacular, and that regardless, I knew she had done her best, and that was all I wanted. I held her close on one of the couches backstage and tried to calm her, but every touch gave her shivers, and her nipples remained dark and crinkled as her body refused to come down from its highly aroused state.

Once the final girl returned backstage and the judges completed their rankings, we all assembled in a large semi-circle on stage for the awards announcement-twenty-three fathers with their daughters, all of whom were naked except for their heels. It was a lovely sight, and there was much laughter and joking as we lined up to the warm applause from the audience.

A hush fell over everyone as Judge Washburn stepped forward to make the announcement.

'Ladies and gentlemen, it is an honor and privilege to have served this evening as head judge in this year's Festival. We celebrate tonight the extraordinary transformation of these twenty-three young girls into twenty-three young women. They have lived until now as children, and shortly they will leave that behind and take their sacred place in the world of sexual pleasure.

'One of the foundational principles of our society is that goodness is a right and a duty for citizens. Whenever possible, one should do good and one should feel good; and goodness belongs to all citizens equally. The more goodness that all citizens experience, create, enjoy, and share, the healthier they will be, and the healthier our community will be. If citizens are deprived of the opportunity to experience, create, enjoy, and share goodness, they suffer-and so does society.

'Another foundational principle is that the female body itself is a universal good of the highest order, and that the pleasure supplied by the female body is a universal good of the highest order-and I'm sure you would agree, looking at the great variety of lovely examples of the female body on stage here, that they are all very good.

'Therefore, the female body and the pleasures it offers are part of the rights and duties of all citizens. Whenever possible, a citizen should avail himself of the goodness of the female body, in any form that pleases him. It is his right. It is his duty. It is fundamental to the wellbeing of the community.

'We celebrate tonight the entrusting of twenty-three new, fresh, delightful females to the enjoyment of the public. They are to be treated with honor and respect, and trained well to represent the highest levels of pleasure they are capable of-but in the end, their duty, as emissaries of the highest good, is to offer themselves as a vessel of that good to any eligible citizen, any time, anywhere, until her eventual marriage. To deny a citizen access to the goodness and pleasure she has been entrusted with is to deny her community that goodness-and we all have a duty to pursue goodness as citizens.

'We are also here not only to celebrate these girls assuming this most important of roles, but also to recognize those who have raised the standard for what constitutes the best expression of the pleasure offered by the female body-and the father that has been responsible for helping create such a fine contribution to the general good of our community.

'After carefully evaluating each of the young girls you see on this stage, my colleagues and I have made our decision. I will now read the top three girls of tonight's festival. These girls will be offered a berth at St. Carmen's Academy, courtesy of Ms. Layla Schaeffer, and will receive significant prize money. In addition, they will be eligible to compete at the national Festival in Dallas.

'The fathers of the three, in order, will be given the girl on this stage of their choosing to take and christen right here, in a few moments time-and will also have the right to select the father he would have christen his daughter. The other fathers will, in turn, make their selection of the girls that they will christen as well, but will have no say as to which father chooses their own daughter.



He pulled a folded sheet of paper from his jacket pocket, and opened it as we all waited with bated breath.

'Third place goes to...John Schneider, and his daughter Kayla!'

We all applauded as John and Kayla stepped forward with huge smiles and waved to the audience. I didn't know them, but Jennifer knew Kayla from school. She was a short, firecracker blonde with a bubble butt and a gymnast's body, and a vibrant smile.

'Second place goes to...Tavio Milano, and Liya!'

I was so delighted to hear this-Tavio was one of my best friends, and Liya and Jennifer had been working out together for the last several months (The Festival, Ch. 04). I was so happy for him, and shook his hand as he passed in front of us to take his bow with Liya.

I had a bit of a crush on Liya-she was a spectacular 18-year-old, with dark skin inherited from her French-and-Indian mother, and the mediterranean eyes of her Sicilian father. Her large breasts, capped by the biggest, darkest nipples I had ever seen, were her glory-though the rich pink that was her secret in the folds between her legs was to die for as well. Her placing was well-deserved-it couldn't have gone to a more deserving girl.

'And finally, first place-Best in Show-the most sexually desirable girl of this year's Festival-goes to...Robert Stevenson and Jennifer!'

I was stunned. I literally froze, and the look on my face on the TV was comical-I had never expected to place even in the top three of my first Festival, and yet, after all the hard work and self-criticism and doubt, unbelievably those were our names that had been called out. For Best in Show.

As the audience roared with applause several other fathers slapped me on the back and shook my hand, pulling Jennifer and I to the front of the stage. It was like a dream. I hugged Jennifer close and whispered how proud I was of her, and we waved to the audience as Layla Schaeffer came toward us with a microphone.

'Robert, congratulations on first place-how does it feel?'

'Honestly, Layla, I'm stunned. Super grateful. Jennifer deserves a ton of the credit-she worked really hard for this, and I'm just so happy that it paid off.'

'Kyle and I both saw her potential as soon as she walked out, and she put on a tremendous show. I want to talk about her scorecard though-she took the top marks for comportment, gait, and conformation, as well as the scores for best belly, best legs, and best vulva. A dominating performance-none of the other girls could touch her, and we all saw a lot of talent up there tonight. We know much of this is subjective and that tastes change-but for the last five years the best vulva has been awarded to girls with a peach slit. We can see right here that Jennifer represents a break with that-do you see tonight as the beginning of a new era where more visually 'complex' vulvas will be in vogue?'

'I can't really say I know anything about that, Layla-Jennifer gets hers from her mother; I've always been partial to that style of pussy, but I guess I'm hoping it DOESN'T mean a big change is coming, because I have a pair of younger twins at home who have really beautiful peach slits. So, I'm super happy right now, but I guess I'm hoping things change back in a couple years, so my other girls can be properly appreciated too.'

The audience laughed, and Jennifer rolled her eyes and covered her face in her hands like any daughter embarrassed by her dad's dumb jokes.

'Alright Robert, well it's time to move on to the final event of the evening. First question: which of the girls on this stage do you choose to christen tonight?'

I already knew my answer, and I was excited at what I was about to do.

'Layla, I choose Liya Milano. And in answer to what I know your second question will be, I think it's only fair and right that my good friend, and Liya's father, Tavio, be the one to take Jennifer.'

The crowd roared its approval, and Tavio stepped forward and took my hand.

'Thank you Robert,' he said over the din, 'it is an honor for you to be my daughter's first, and it will be an honor to have Jennifer.'

Stagehands brought out low padded tables onto the stage, with various attachment points on them for additional equipment. Generally the christening went quite smoothly, but sometimes a girl wasn't quite ready to voluntarily submit her body for the purposes of completing her Festival. Various methods of securing her to the table could be utilized if needed, including leather straps and even a sort of pillory attachment in case the father responsible for opening her up preferred to do the job from behind.

Tavio led Liya over to the table and glanced at me for direction.

'I'd like her on her back, please,' I said.

Tavio helped his daughter hop up and sit on the end of the table with her knees together like a lady, the angle accentuating the breathtakingly fine sculpting of her calves and her feet. Then he gave her a sweet kiss and whispered something in her ear, and exited the stage, leaving just the two of us. The house lights went quite dark, with the spotlights illuminating us, and the audience fell into respectful silence. I could see nothing past the darkness at the edge of the stage, and it felt strangely cozy and intimate as I approached Liya where she sat in the spotlight.

Her rich black hair fell thickly about her shoulders, and she sat quietly, smiling nervously as I guided her knees apart and stepped between her rich thighs. Her tawny skin glowed in the lights, and the weighty curves of her breasts rose and fell with her breath. I could feel her body heat radiating from her nakedness, and I smiled reassuringly, my eyes trailing down her chest to her chocolate nipples as they rode the magnificent crests of her bosom.

I reached out and tenderly ran my hands along her breasts, an electric shock running through my body as I touched her hard nipples and felt my cock lunge to life. Leaning in, I brought each delectable dark button of flesh briefly to my lips, gently tugged on them with my teeth, and felt her breasts erupt into goosebumps in my hands as I wrapped my tongue around her sensitive tips.

Liya gasped and caught her breath, and I brushed my lips through her cleavage, up her throat, and then kissed the young girl softly on the lips. Breathing in her scent and tasting cinnamon as my tongue lightly traced the entrance to her willing mouth, I pressed her down onto her back on the table.

Standing again, I raised her knees and spread her legs, and took a brief, wonderful moment to savor the view of this spectacular girl laid open, naked, and waiting for me to be her first. I was reminded of what Judge Washburn had said about a girl's body being the highest good, and I understood fully. Taking in every detail of this young female form, I could only be present to waves of goodness washing over me. Everything was indeed good.

It was the beginning of a new time for me, and I was thrilled at what the future held. From this day on countless young girls were mine to enjoy as I assumed my new role in society. Practically every female body was now available to me, to enjoy, to teach, to taste, to touch.

I removed my clothing quickly, and stepped between her legs. The golden peach fuzz that covered her body shone in the stage lights, and I brought my hand between her breasts and ran it slowly down her chest, over her belly, to her vulva. She was completely bare there, her girlish skin silky smooth as I gently squeezed her gorgeous pussy and felt my fingers grow slick with the juices that pressed from between her lips.

I could have spent a hundred nights savoring this, but the Festival was more formal in its requirements, and although I had earned first place, I still needed to execute my duties with a bit more alacrity. There would be plenty of time later for a more leisurely approach; tonight was about breaking the seal-and there were twenty-two more girls that needed doing.

Liya's dark eyes were wide as I held her breast in one hand and guided my cock to her slick entrance with the other. My own heart was in my throat as I made contact with her body and pressed past her opening with the head of my cock. I was so hard I thought I might explode, and as I encountered her hymen I paused to gather myself. I locked eyes with her and nodded.

'Thank you for this, Liya. Now take a deep breath for me...'

As she exhaled I pressed myself home, the first visitor to the sacred depths inside this girl, and felt her jump as she gave a yip. She was incredibly tight. Once fully embedded in her, I held her arms down to the table to counter her struggles and began long, smooth strokes. She turned her head to the side and closed her eyes, but the cameramen did their jobs and ensured every detail of her body's response to my work was shown to the audience.

She was unbelievably creamy, and I felt her begin to squeeze me rhythmically as her body broke through to its first climax on a cock. That was all I could take, and as she let out a long, high-pitched, animalistic wail I quickened my pace for a dozen more strokes, then pulled out of her and released an insane amount of semen that sprayed across her belly, breasts, and throat. The white cream sparkled in the lights as it splashed against her dark skin and into her jet-black hair, and I almost collapsed under the power of my orgasm. I had never felt more alive.

I slowly realized that the audience was applauding wildly, cheering at the top of their lungs as I took Liya's virginity. In a daze I gave her my hand, helped her to her feet, and pronounced the traditional declaration of the Festival to the cheering crowd, 'It was good. May we all enjoy it.'

Liya stood shakily, my cum rolling down her body, and replied, 'Thank you, sir.'

She was helped from the stage and wrapped in a large blanket, and I made my way back as well, fumbling with my own clothing.

I had little time to recover, however, because Tavio was next-and Jennifer was his prize.

I managed to finish dressing, found Jennifer, and quickly took her by the hand and led her out to the stage where Tavio was waiting. He was a very well-built guy, with a magnificent Tom Selleck mustache, and he'd already undressed. Jennifer blanched slightly, an amusing and endearing combination of horror and hungry anticipation on her face as she saw that he was very well endowed, and already fully prepared for the job ahead.

He smiled as we arrived, and asked me how Liya had been.

'Brother,' I said, 'I cannot imagine anything better. You did an amazing job with her.'

'Thank you,' he laughed, 'I have to say I'm looking forward to this one myself.'

Jennifer blushed, her nipples turning a darker shade of pink, and I felt her still trembling.

'Tavio, you've definitely earned it. I wouldn't want it any other way. How would you like her?'

'On all fours, please, like you had her for her judging,' he smiled.

I chuckled and helped Jennifer onto the table, setting her up the same as before. When I slid my hand between her legs to raise her tail, it came away drenched in her juices. She'd never had sex before, and her body was acting positively starved for it.

I was about to make my exit when I heard her voice, soft and pleading.

'Daddy, can you stay?'

I paused, considering this request from my little girl who had been so strong all night, but now at the culmination wanted me near as she was made a woman. I glanced at Tavio where he stood behind her, hungrily working her small, tight, round buttocks with his large hands, the primal look in his eye of a man about to feast, and he nodded his assent.

'Of course, sweety,' I said, and took a place beside her at her head. I brushed her hair from her face, and held her hand, and then looked back at Tavio and nodded.

He needed no further encouragement. He took a few fingerfuls of her fragrant juices straight from her vagina and brought them to his mouth, then secured her hips with both hands and pressed himself into her.

Jennifer bucked and whimpered, and Tavio paused, planted to the root inside of her, to let her compose herself. I squeezed her hand and kissed her forehead as he began rhythmically reaming her out, his cock bottoming out with each thrust and pushing Jennifer forward across the table.

She moaned and shook, and after a couple dozen thrusts she erupted into a thrashing orgasm. Tavio held her tight and kept himself buried in her as she fought, until suddenly he went over the edge himself.

With a holler and whoop he unleashed burst after burst of his cum into her, and they both collapsed onto the table in front of me, completely spent.

After a few moments Tavio disentangled himself, helped Jennifer off the table, and repeated the declaration I had made with Liya. Jennifer seemed giddy and could hardly stand, and with a feral smile and a lick of her lips she thanked Tavio, her shining eyes never leaving the cock that had just transformed her forever. A stagehand appeared with a blanket, and I wrapped my daughter up and we left the stage.

The rest of the night was a bit of a blur; we came home shortly after that, and after getting some dinner, everyone had gone to bed-and here I was, watching it unfold on TV.

I was proud, I was a little nostalgic. It was a strange thing to think of Jennifer as a woman now, and I knew she had many adventures ahead of her. I wasn't sure whether we'd enroll her in St. Carmen's; that would be decided another day.

Suddenly I heard footsteps padding down the stairs, and turned to see Jennifer out of bed. She was wearing only her tank top; apparently panties weren't for sleeping in. I could actually see, even from a distance, that she seemed to be still a bit swollen and flushed between her legs, so maybe that had something to do with her wardrobe choice.

'Can I cuddle with you on the couch for a little bit, daddy?' She whispered.

'Of course, sweety,' I answered, opening my arms and letting her snuggle herself next to me.

We chatted quietly about the evening and how she was feeling, and about the wonderful future she had in store for herself. She was disappointed about one thing, it turned out.

'I really was hoping that whoever got to do me would let me...suck..on him...I mean, I know that it's a skill, and I don't want to do it for the first time and not know what it's like at all. I guess I just hoped I'd get a little taste tonight at least,' she giggled.

I assured her that she'd do just fine when she got the chance to try, and that she shouldn't worry about it-but it seemed to really be bothering her.

'Daddy, listen...I was thinking...what if-would it be ok if I just tried with...yours...just for a little bit? Please?'

I was taken aback. This was uncharted territory; obviously we had raised Jennifer to be very comfortable with her body, and now she had celebrated her Festival and was legally a fully sexually available female. But I wasn't sure how appropriate it was for her training to include my cock.

Since she had been a little girl we'd had a rule that nothing was ever out of bounds to talk about. Daddy-daughter conversations were always open, because I wanted her to feel safe bringing me anything that was on her mind. So, unprecedented though this topic was, we spent the next few minutes discussing it.

We finally agreed that what she was asking wasn't outrageous-all she wanted was to get a little practice handling a penis. It wouldn't be actual sex, of course; and as her father I was responsible to help her succeed and feel confident in any way I could. Why shouldn't she be able to use my cock for a little introduction to the male member? Certainly it was about the safest way to facilitate this-why should she have to undergo her first lessons with strangers without feeling like she at least knew her way around a penis?

A truly reasonable question at this point was what exactly comprised 'sex', anyway. If sensual pleasure was good, and if she was now required to offer herself to any eligible man who wanted her, and if she was on a contraceptive that made pregnancy impossible, and since I had already been intimately involved with her body in many ways in the years leading to today, why shouldn't she have the opportunity to play with my cock if it would benefit her?

Finally, in disbelief even at myself, I relented, and undid my pants.

Jennifer was suddenly extremely excited, and pulled down my boxers to get to my cock, which she freed, already hard, from its confines. The gleam in her eye was triumphant as she held it in the fingers of both hands, and she stretched out on the couch next to me to get a better angle.

For the next half hour I let her play, explore, and experience. I gave some instruction when she asked for it, but mostly I let her familiarize herself with the anatomy, accustom herself to the taste, experiment with how much of it she could fit in her mouth, and generally let her get comfortable with playing with a man's member. I let her know how good it felt when she licked her way around the head, or gently nibbled my shaft.

Precum was totally unknown to her, it turned out, and she was surprised, and then very pleased, as the slick, clear fluid hit her tongue for the first time. That created an opportunity for us to do several experiments together to discover how she could coax more of it for her to enjoy.

Eventually she laid her head down on my belly and settled into long, deep sucks while gently stroking the shaft and my scrotum with her fingers. She hummed softly to herself, and her knees slowly, naturally parted as her entire body relaxed into the couch. I was moved by how peaceful and special this was; it was magical to share this moment of trust and bonding with my daughter after the excitement and triumphs we had shared earlier in the evening. I could feel how happy and calm she was, and I treasured it.

I had been softly caressing her cheek, but now I slowly moved my hand down her body and in between her legs, and was pleased to find that she truly enjoyed having a cock in her mouth-she was soaked, and I felt myself relax deeper into the couch, as well, as I played gently with her pussy, slowly rubbing her clit and dipping my fingers into her new opening while she occupied herself with my penis.

It occurred to me that at least some of the liquid I was feeling was probably Tavio's semen, still leaking from the far reaches of her fresh little vagina where he had shot it with such force, and suddenly I was on the verge of my own climax. The memory of watching my little girl get handled so well by one of my best friends was simply too hot. I roughly pulled my cock from Jennifer's mouth, and breathed deeply as I calmed myself down.

'Darling, I think that is enough for tonight-I'm about to cum.'

'Oh, daddy, yes please,' she said eagerly, reaching for my cock and trying to get it back to her mouth.

'No, sweety, I'm not going to cum in your mouth-that is definitely crossing a line. It's one thing for you to practice your technique on me, but cumming on you or in you is most certainly sex, and we're just not going to do that.'

Jennifer pouted, giving me her best puppy dog eyes.

'But daddy...I really want to taste it! Please? Just a little? I never have before...'

Obviously the last half hour had gotten this girl extremely worked up, and she was becoming unreasonable as her new-found sexuality began to take her over. I realized I probably had to share some of the blame, since fondling her pussy had almost certainly exacerbated her arousal. Now she was put-out and agitated, and understandably so.

'Ok, sweetheart, listen, let's do this,' I suggested, hoping to appease her. I tossed back the rest of the bourbon.

'I'll finish in this glass, and you can watch and even help, if you like. Then you can get a closer look at it. But that way I won't actually be having sex with my daughter, ok? Come on now, we must be reasonable here.'



Jennifer warmed immediately to the idea, and with my coaching she began stroking my cock while aiming it in the tumbler. I was already close to the edge, and after just a few strokes I orgasmed, my balls tightening and then releasing pulse after pulse of cum into the glass.

Jennifer gave a quiet squeal of delight as she watched each thick jet exit the head of my cock, and gave me an enraptured smile.

'Daddy, I can feel it pumping in my hand!' she whispered in awe.

I groaned and swore softly as the climax washed over me. My hand was gripping her butt cheek, my fingers pressed into the flesh of her warm pussy.

As I shuddered to a stop, completely spent, she shot me a wicked grin and took the opportunity to sneak a quick lick of the final drops running from the head of my cock.

'Hey,' I protested weakly, 'knock that off! I told you no...'

She giggled and turned her attention to the glass, which was swirled with a mixture of semen and the last drops of whiskey, and gave it a sniff, wrinkling her nose. Then she dipped her finger into it, scooping up some cum from the side, and put it in her mouth.

'Um, well, I think I like cum, daddy,' she laughed, going back for seconds. 'At least, cum and whiskey.'

She suddenly laughed out loud.

'Hey, if this was cola instead of whiskey, we could make a new cocktail and call it "Cum 'n Coke". I'd totally be into that.'

I chuckled and shook my head at her nonsense, and kissed her. It was a late night already, and it was time for her to go back to bed. But as I watched her naked bottom disappear back up the stairs, I was filled with warm anticipation for the lovely things that lay in store for all of us.


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 08

This is the 8th chapter of a series-it will make much more sense and be more enjoyable if you start at the beginning.

This is a near-future world where Fathers are deeply involved in the process of preparing their daughters to succeed in a local coming-of-age celebration known as the Festival where girls are released to the public for training; society has decided it is best for young women to be available to be taught sexual skills at nearly all times by any interested man who has a daughter who is of age.

As always your comments and votes mean the world. Also, if you're a fan and have ideas for future scenarios you'd like to see in this story line, share them in the comments or email me—I'd love to integrate them. Thank you, and I hope you enjoy.

********************

The week after the Festival was a whirlwind. Jennifer's first-place victory was a major event, and she and I had interviews with the news stations and papers, made appearances at several functions, and on Friday evening we were even dinner guests of the mayor and his wife.

A stocky, charming man with a shock of silver hair, Mayor Harlan Caldwell was in his late fifties and had been a leading man in politics in our town for decades. It was an honor to be his guest in his home, and was even more evidence of the amazing opportunities that Jennifer's win would create for her. He and his wife lived in a large, country-style estate just outside town, and they met us at the door with big smiles and a warm welcome.

'Come in, come in,' he boomed, shaking my hand firmly, 'Julie and I have been looking forward to having y'all over! Bianca, Tiffany, would you please take our guests' coats?'

Two young girls appeared, dressed identically in white blouses and short black skirts, and as they took our coats Harlan explained that they were the Caldwell's assistants.

'They've been life-changers,' he chuckled, 'they're smart, very attentive. We have them to help with cooking, cleaning, light yard work. And anything else that might need...attending to.'

My wife exclaimed that she loved the Caldwell's home, and Harlan chuckled again.

'Why thank you kindly, Mrs. Stevenson. We do love to share it with special folks. Tell you what, dinner is in half an hour-Julie, darling, why don't you give Mrs. Stevenson the tour and maybe show her the garden, and Robert and Jennifer and I will take a little refreshment in the den, and we'll meet in the dining room in thirty minutes?'

This suggestion was met with delight from both of the women, and as they set off arm-in-arm, Harlan took Jennifer's hand and led us down the stairs to a large, luxurious room. Furnished with oversized leather couches and chairs, with heavy wood tables and one wall that was entirely a giant stone fireplace, it had a warm, western, masculine feel that was terrifically inviting. The art on the walls and several bronze statues were all of cowboys and other scenes of the wild west, and in the middle of the floor was a massive bear rug.

Harlan made his way to the bar in the corner, helped Jennifer onto one of the bar stools, then pulled down three glasses while chatting with her.

'Well, Miss Jennifer, it is truly a delight to meet you in person, and I'm so happy that we get to have this special little celebratory dinner after your amazing showing at the Festival. I was in the front row that night, and I swear I knew, as soon as you stepped onto the stage, that you were going to win it all,' he smiled as he poured two whiskeys on the rocks for himself and me.

Jennifer giggled and blushed, thanking him and telling him he was too kind. I took my whiskey, touched glasses with Harlan, and made myself comfortable in one of the giant leather chairs.

'Goodness, not too kind at all,' Harlan protested, 'you came through in a big way and won decisively. Truly, there was no doubt as soon as your father removed your underthings-girls your age are generally always quite lovely, but the entire crowd knew you were in a different class altogether the moment you were naked in front of them.

'Now I'm sorry dear girl, but of course you're not old enough for a grown-up drink-would you like a Coca-Cola or a ginger beer?'

Jennifer nodded and said thank you. Harlan gave her a tall, ice-cold glass of soda and touched glasses.

'Congratulations to you, Jennifer, and here's to a wonderful future ahead of you! Now, tell me darling, what was it like at the end of the evening, when you were taken for the first time? That must be a very intense experience.'

Jennifer's eyes got a little larger as she remembered that night, and she nodded soberly.

'Yes. It was...a lot. I mean, it was my first time, of course. But also Mr. Milano is, um, pretty big, so it really hurt a bit when he first put it in me. But he started really gentle, and it got better. And also my dad stayed and held my hand, and that really helped, too.'

She suddenly grinned.

'But oh my gosh, then I had an orgasm, which felt really good, and then he had a really hard orgasm, and it was super cool feeling his...thing...shooting his...stuff...inside me.'

As much as I didn't want to, I knew I needed to interject. Jennifer was still learning to speak comfortably about sexual matters, and I wanted her to make a good impression on Harlan.

'Sweetheart,' I said softly, 'remember what we learned about being a well-mannered young lady?'

Jennifer blushed again, embarrassed at the thought of having made a faux pas in front of the Mayor.

'I'm so sorry, Mr. Caldwell. I should know better-I DO know better,' she rushed to say, and recited a line from one of her etiquette books, "A young lady should use the proper terms for things in casual conversation. Euphemisms are appropriate while engaged in the act of being trained."

'What I meant to say is, that it felt really cool when Mr. Milano ejaculated, and I could feel his penis shooting his semen deep inside me for the first time. Like, I was literally feeling a thick, warm spray against my insides, filling me up, and it felt so good in a way I could never have imagined before.'

Caldwell nodded appreciatively, his eyes twinkling.

'Well I'm so glad that you found you enjoy the experience. We all loved watching it-it really felt like a privilege to see you take your first cock, and I for one was grateful to have been there to witness it. You were quite beautiful as Tavio worked on you-once you settled in a bit, it seemed almost like a tranquil look came over you and your whole body opened up and relaxed a bit to let him do what he needed to do. It was truly lovely to behold, like an angel.'

Jennifer nodded vigorously, sipping her coke. She seemed flattered that Caldwell was so interested in the details of her experience, and she eagerly agreed with his observations.

'Yes, I totally felt that. It was crazy, almost like, when he came, I felt almost like I became...I don't know how to put it...like I was "one with humanity" or something silly like that,' she giggled.

Harlan shook his head kindly.

'It's not silly at all, dear girl. In a very real way, when a young girl such as yourself is taken sexually by a man, from a biological perspective she is fulfilling her most fundamental purpose..

'Certainly you have many wonderful talents and abilities that will allow you to make your mark on the world, but as a female member of the species, your primary function is to reproduce. All your DNA, practically every part of your body, all designed brilliantly for the express purpose of attracting males to couple with you.

'It's a sacred thing, and it's perfectly reasonable that when you experience it, you feel deeply connected to your species-in reality, you are participating in a primal and ancient act for which you were purposely-and perfectly-created.'

As he spoke, Jennifer leaned closer, rapt in her attention, and her dark brown eyes grew wide and welled a bit at the corners. She smiled, clasping her hands.

'Oh Mr. Caldwell, that is simply the most wonderful, beautiful way to put that. It's exactly what I feel. You are so sweet.'

Harlan smiled kindly as he reached out and gently stroked Jennifer's cheek.

'Sweet thing, I have spent much of the last thirty-five years training young girls. It's been a passion. Over the course of that amount of experience a man is liable to get a little philosophical.

'So tell me, what are you most excited for in this next chapter of your life? What are you focusing on?'

Jennifer instinctively kissed his palm before she replied, her body beginning to respond naturally to his demeanor and touch. Harlan lightly brushed his thumb across her lips before she answered.

'Well, I feel like I have so much still to learn, but I mostly want to be good at blowjobs, and I'm afraid I don't really know what I'm doing yet. But I like practicing them, and cum is just really fascinating to me. I want to play with it and taste it and rub it all over me, which is real weird. I don't know what that means or says about me.

'But daddy's been helping me practice a little bit, and I'm so glad. And each time I get to do one I feel like I get better.'

Harlan raised his eyebrows and glanced at me as he heard this revelation, and I just shrugged and nodded.

'Well, obviously your dad loves you quite a lot and wants you to succeed, darling. You're fortunate to have such a great relationship with him, and so much support from him.'

He smiled, and reached for the buttons of Jennifer's low-cut sundress.

'Now, you must have had quite an exciting time since the Festival. Have you gotten to do anything particularly interesting? And while you tell me, I'm just going to have a look at your lovely breasts here.'

My daughter's breath caught for a brief moment as Caldwell's fingers began undoing her dress, but I was pleased to see her maintain her composure and adhere to her training. Pulling her shoulders back a little and sitting up perfectly straight and tall, and gently pressing her bosom toward the older man to let him know she was available for him to do whatever he wanted, she fought to maintain her focus on answering his question.

'Uh, yes, actually there has been a lot of crazy stuff. I think the one that really sticks out is when dad and I went on Mornings With Monahan on Channel 5. And Kyle Monahan and Dale interviewed us about the Festival, and then Mr. Monahan was like, "Well, I think it's only reasonable to show the the studio audience and the folks at home what a First Place body looks like," and so I had to undress right there on the set.

'Then after I was naked he had Dylan read Mr. Milano's official report that he wrote after the Festival, describing what it was like having sex with me, and then he said that since their viewers trusted them when it came to news and information, it was probably best that he and Mr. Monahan verify all the points in the report. So they took turns doing what Mr. Milano did with me. And some extra stuff they thought was important for their viewers to see.'

Caldwell had unbuttoned Jennifer's dress to her waist as she sat on the bar stool, and he carefully opened it, pressing the dress around her sides and revealing her soft, round breasts, which he admired for a moment before gently cupping them both and squeezing them softly.

'My goodness, young lady,' he said warmly, and with a little grunt of appreciation, 'I do declare these are delightful!'

Jennifer flushed pink as she murmured a soft 'thank-you', and then bit her lip as Harlan took her nipples and gently tugged on them until they grew hard and crinkled, her small areolas a rich cocoa brown.

Harlan had grown up on a ranch, and even though he had been a successful business man for the last forty years, he still made a point of maintaining his small spread himself. I could see that his hands were rough and calloused, but he used a masterfully delicate touch to avoid hurting my daughter, much as he would with a newborn calf, or a duckling.

He moved on Jennifer like the seasoned rancher he was—capable, confident, strong, and an expert in raising and training and caring for valuable creatures. A fundamental skill for a farmer is evaluating his livestock on their genetic strength, temperament, conformation, and breeding desirability, and Harlan's practiced eye twinkled with a knowing and professional pleasure as he inspected Jennifer's breasts, his weathered hands lightly brushing across their sensitive skin, causing them to break out in goosebumps.

'Why yes indeed, very fine,' he proclaimed, as if he had selected a prize heifer at the auction and was looking forward to taking her back to the ranch to meet his bulls. 'Did she develop early?'

I shook my head. 'No, actually she was a bit of a late bloomer. She was almost completely flat-chested for what seemed like forever—then she grew her pair almost overnight. It was surprising, because she'd been maturing in every other way completely normally-she'd had a full crop of pubic hair for a long time. It all worked out in the end, I guess.'

Harlan raised his head from where he had been sucking on one of Jennifer's nipples, a loud pop sounding as the little nub of dark girl flesh came free from his hungry lips, and chuckled. 'Well, I should say so. They seem quite healthy now.' He cradled my daughter's breasts in both hands, squeezing them gently and admiring how her nipples glistened beneath a thick coat of his saliva. 'And it's probably for the best anyways-if a girl grows her breasts later, it means less time for gravity to take its toll. These are probably going to stay this lovely for many, many years.'

There was a knock at the door, and as it opened Bianca, one of the Caldwell's assistants, walked in. She announced that dinner would be ready in twenty minutes, and asked if Harlan needed anything before then. Harlan smiled kindly at the girl, and beckoned her into the room.

'Thank you, Miss Bianca. As a matter of fact, come in here please-I was about to call you or Tiffany. Mr. Stevenson and I are enjoying a pre-dinner aperitif and discussing the importance of cultivating an appreciation for the finer things in life. Speaking of which, why don't you undress and hop up on the chair with him, and let him play with you for a bit. Robert, I find that not much works up a healthy appetite like getting my hands on a beautiful little body, and I'm sure you'd agree.'

Bianca smiled and nodded, and with a cheerful 'yes, sir' she walked across the room until she was standing in front of me where I sat in the deep leather armchair, and began to unbutton her blouse.

'It's so good to meet you, Mr. Robertson,' she said, with an adorable smile and only the slightest hint of a latinx accent. She had long dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, and her thick lashes and strong brows were captivating. I'd noticed when we arrived that she wasn't wearing a bra, and her breasts were deliciously full as she slipped out of her blouse. She was short-probably only a little over four-and-a-half feet-and extraordinarily curvy, with an amazing backside that she revealed as she stepped out of her short skirt. I was captivated as she stood there, her arms behind her back, allowing me to drink her in with my eyes.

'It's lovely to meet you as well, Bianca,' I said, smiling kindly and leaning forward to get a better view.

She glanced at Harlan and ran her thumbs along the waistband of her thin cotton panties.

'Um...panties too, Mr. Caldwell?' she asked, uncertainly.

Caldwell nodded a bit impatiently.

'Yes, dear girl, of course your panties too. It's a matter of basic hospitality, as you should know by now. Mr. Robertson is our guest, and he deserves to enjoy you unencumbered. Do take them off please.'

Bianca complied with a slight twist of her lips. It seemed she wasn't enthusiastic about getting completely naked for me, but she did her best to mask her reluctance as her duties required, and slid her soft undergarment down her legs, resuming her position in front of me completely nude, and avoiding my eye contact. It wasn't up to a girl to decide what was best when it came to how much clothing she should wear or what eligible males should be able to do with her, however, so I didn't take much notice.

I was delighted to see that she was completely—and evidently freshly-waxed, the splendidly smooth skin of her soft belly plunging seamlessly to a innocent-looking little slit between her legs.

'My goodness, she is lovely,' I exclaimed, and Harlan chuckled.

'She is indeed. I'm glad you approve,' he smiled proudly. 'She's a bit of a firecracker when she gets going, and every inch of her is worth the price of admission.'

I instructed Bianca to turn around and show me her backside, which was truly magnificent.

'Oh my goodness, and she has perfect back dimples,' I couldn't help but exclaim. 'I might be a little bit in love.'

Harlan laughed.

'Ah, a fellow connoisseur of the dimples of Venus, I see. It warms my heart to see such a fine specimen get appreciated by a devotee. Bianca, let Mr. Stevenson see that fine backside in motion.'

Bianca smiled naughtily, and with a polite 'yes, sir' she bent forward a little, placed her fingers under her butt cheeks, and did a gentle little twerk, her round buttocks rising and falling in rhythm. I was entranced, and was also delighted to hear a sticky, wet, "schnick-schnick" accompany each bounce. Harlan laughed again.

'I don't normally have our girls wear panties, but Bianca is literally constantly wet, and it became a matter of preserving the furniture. Go ahead and check. The poor girl spends every waking minute soaked and ready to be enjoyed, whether she thinks she wants to be or not.'

Bianca blushed as Harlan described the state of her private parts, and I reached out and told her to spread her legs a bit, gently pressing my fingers into her soft, warm slit as she did so. Harlan chuckled again as my face betrayed my astonishment and delight, my fingers sinking easily between her folds and becoming instantly coated in copious amounts of her vaginal lubrication. In spite of her evident bashfulness, she gasped and grabbed my hand and gently pressed it harder against her vulva.

I could feel the heat radiating from her naked body, and I stood her up and turned her to face me, returning my hand to her wet slit from the front. I used my free hand to pat the chair cushion beside me.

'Come on over here, cutie,' I said, guiding her with a firm grip on her pussy to sit down and snuggle close beside me. I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close, her thighs spread and draped over my lap, my hand never leaving the warm confines of the wet treasure between them. Bianca nuzzled her head into my shoulder and closed her eyes, soft little whimpers coming from her as I took my time exploring her vagina. As I expected, some gentle stimulus to her young genitals and a firm guiding hand were enough to start arousing her, in spite of her earlier reservations. I looked forward to pushing her to her peak.

Satisfied that I was pleasantly occupied for a moment, Harlan turned back to Jennifer, who sat stock-still with a mixture of horror and delight on her face as she watched me hold a naked young girl tightly against my body and finger her casually while chatting with Harlan. Of course she had seen this sort of thing before, but it was the first time she had seen me directly involved. In addition to the shock, I seemed to also sense a hint of jealousy.

Jennifer liked to think of herself as my favorite, a delusion I was probably too willing to indulge. She felt that she was the only one who got to do many things we did together, which confirmed her belief that she held a special place forever. I realized that as far as she knew, she was the only girl who had been in Bianca's position-she was daddy's special girl, after all, and that proved it. So it was a bit of a rude awakening for her to realize that her place had been taken, and that there would only be more interlopers as time went on.



The moments we'd shared in her training were only the prelude to an endless line of young girls who would be in my arms and under my body over the coming years, doing things with me far more intimate than the things she'd done so far. I could see she was a little crushed, and I guessed she took small solace in the related realization that she would have to find her own special moments from now on in the arms of innumerable men, doing whatever intimate things they wanted.

I felt a little sorry for her, but I knew it was unavoidable. She wasn't a child anymore. She had many things to learn at the hands of grown men, and I had a civic duty—and right-to train as many girls as I could. I knew she would eventually be alright; she just had to get used to seeing her daddy fondle and stroke other naked girls, instead of her.

She recovered her composure however, as Harlan lifted her chin with his hand and looked her in the eyes.

'Now sweet thing, while your papa enjoys Bianca, let's have you hop down from there and suck my cock for a bit before the dinner bell. I'd love for you to show me what you've been practicing with him, and I might have some suggestions for you, too.'

Jennifer nodded soberly and got on her knees as Harlan undid his belt and slacks and freed his penis. He was not long, but quite thick, and Jennifer struggled momentarily to fit her mouth around him. He was patient but firm with his guidance as he stroked her cheek gently and encouraged her softly, all while slowly and firmly working more and more of his erection into her mouth.

Once she had managed to fit as much of his penis as possible into her throat, he held her there for a couple moments and instructed her to breath and calm herself; as she relaxed a little, he smiled and withdrew, a long strand of saliva following the head of his cock as it left her tongue. Patting her on the head, he told her she was doing a good job, and instructed her to lick and suck him as best as she could. As she focused on her task with determination and enthusiasm, he glanced over at me and laughed.

I'd taken Bianca's ponytail and was using it to position her where I wanted; I was alternating between pulling her toward me and kissing her deeply on her full lips, my tongue exploring every corner of her sweet mouth; and pulling her away, tilting her head back so I could graze down her throat, over her collar bone, and across her breast to suck and nibble on her nipple to my heart's content.

I loved how her breasts were so full and round, but seemed to taper to a point—they were extremely tantalizing, and I was enjoying watching her nipple become hard and sensitive as I savored its firmness in my mouth. I held her head firmly back, and my other hand never stopped rubbing and riffling through her soaking labia. She wasn't struggling much, though she couldn't have done much about it if she'd wanted to, but she arched and whimpered as I played with her body, and when it seemed like she couldn't take the stimulation any longer I went back to giving her deep kisses.

'How are things going over there, Robert? Satisfactory?'

I looked up with a silly grin on my face.

'I should say so. She is such a peach. How long has she been working for you and Julie?'

Harlan was holding Jennifer's head with both hands and slowly running his cock in and out of her mouth, a look of satisfied bliss on his face as he watched how hard she was working to accommodate him.

'Just about three months,' he answered.

I had assumed the Biancal and Tiffany were practically part of the family, so I was surprised at how new they were. Harlan released Jennifer's head and allowed her to resume her own game of exploration, sniffing and licking and nibbling her way around his penis and scrotum, and he explained.

'Well you may know I was raised in Millerton, up north about two hundred miles. It's a tiny town, only about fifteen hundred folk, and there's not a lot of opportunity. I grew up poor, and worked my tail off, and got a little lucky, and when my businesses began to take off I set up a scholarship fund as a way to give back and say thank you to my little town.

'That was about eight years ago now, and it's been a great success that has inspired quite a few other businessmen to copy it. It's one of my favorite things to work on these days, because it's truly heartwarming to be part of helping people get to the next level in their life.

'Each year the incoming high-school senior girls are eligible to apply for the endowment, which is a full expense-paid scholarship for their first semester at any state school they choose. Before that first semester, they undertake a three-month internship here with Julie and me, where they live without expense, have significant free time, and learn many valuable skills.

'Julie teaches them home economics-skills like cooking and cleaning and gardening and so on, as well as hospitality and other things important for an accomplished woman to know.

'I have the opportunity to truly invest some quality time over three months in training them to the highest level I can. It's an immersive sort of training; they live in the house, so they're available for lessons at any time of day or night, and I feel that the sheer volume of the sessions that we're able to accomplish really puts girls who take part in the program in a different category than their peers. I do my best to keep the curriculum challenging, and I really like having the chance to help them build some deeper knowledge over that course of time.

'We take on two girls at a time, so that's eight girls each year who get the scholarship. Shortly after the start of the school year I take a trip out to Millerton to review the applications and do the interviews. There are typically around twenty girls that have applied, and I try to be thorough in my process and open-minded in my selections. It's a shame that we can't help all the applicants, but it is a merit-based grant, and only the top eight can earn it.'

He paused for a moment and gently raised Jennifer's head with his hands, slowly pulling his cock free from her mouth and smiling kindly. I was happy to see how well-behaved she was being, and how attentive to her training; as good manners dictated, she widened her beautiful eyes and sought to maintain her gaze with our host as he spoke to her, and she kept her mouth opened, a strand of saliva strung between the head of his penis and her pink, slightly extended tongue. These gestures, of course, communicated to Harlan that she was paying attention and doing her best to follow his directions and provide for his desires, as well as showing that she knew it was her responsibility to welcome him back into her mouth, or anywhere else he wanted, whenever he chose.

'Dear girl, you are doing a VERY good job,' he said warmly. 'Now look, I want you to hold my cock with one hand—there you go-and just squeeze it and stroke it very slowly and gently—atta girl-and while you're doing that, I want you to suck on my balls, one at time, also slowly and gently. Oh my stars, that feels amazing, sweet thing. That's it, just keep doing it like that until I tell you to stop.'

Turning back to me, he continued.

'When I'm choosing the girls, I'm looking for intelligence, personality, maturity, and of course the highest possible marks on all physical aspects. I sit with every candidate for a short interview and conduct a thorough inspection of her body, leaving nothing unexamined. The girls obviously haven't celebrated their Festival yet, so I can't actually have sex with them as part of the selection process.

'That contributes a bit of risk to my part of the program; since I can't take them for a test drive, so to speak, I don't know for certain what I'll be dealing with sexually for the next three months when the girls arrive, but so far it hasn't really been an issue. It's just a matter of ensuring the girls to whom I award this money are attractive in every detail, healthy, responsive, and demonstrate a clear eagerness to engage in a vigorous sexual education once they've celebrated their Festival-and that becomes evident pretty quickly once you strip them down and make a thorough survey of every inch you can access.'

While Harlan had been talking I'd flipped Bianca onto her tummy and had her lay across my lap, and I'd been happily playing with her beautiful backside, periodically spreading her cheeks and dipping my fingers into her soaking little vagina.

She had practically no inner lips; just two fat, exquisitely curved outer labia that came together with a perfect seal. Each time I pried them gently apart, I was presented with a growing pool of shining, slick, crystal-clear lubrication, and it seemed like I could see all the way into her tiny hole. I'd drag my fingertips across the pool, gathering up her sweet juices, then delightedly massage her own lubrication all around her adorable asshole. She was not excited about my forays in that region, and groaned quietly and squirmed a bit, her tidy little star contracting and pulsing charmingly as I petted it with my fingertip.

It was evident this was an area in her studies where she was lagging; either Harlan wasn't much into backdoor work, or Bianca was simply recalcitrant. Either way, it was important for a girl to learn skills pertaining to butt play, so her reactions were unacceptable. Admonishing her not to struggle, I wrapped my arm around her hips and reached my hand back through her legs, enabling me to keep her from wiggling while also having access to her clit, which I stroked softly. My other hand resumed exploring her butt hole, and as I sensed her relax a bit, I periodically pressed gently against it with the tip of my middle finger, a little further each time, until eventually I was in up to my first knuckle.

I didn't feel the need to take things further, but since I was enjoying the pleasure of her tight anus as it squeezed and pulsed, I parked my hand on her bare butt cheek, leaving my finger inside her, while my other hand explored the rest of her beautiful body as she lay across my lap

Harlan watched with approval as I countered Bianca's momentary resistance and maintained control of her in my little project of familiarizing her with anal play, and he complimented me on my technique, noting that the firm manner in which I'd held her steady seemed to help in calming her and making her more pliant to the invasion of my touch on her very personal area.

'I must say, for a man who's only just this week had his first daughter celebrate her Festival, you have good instincts for what a girl needs.

'Bianca and I have been working regularly on helping her feel more comfortable with having her anus played with since she arrived. You can see she's a little strong-willed, yet teachable, and I'm quite proud of her progress. As you can imagine, she had little trouble earning her spot. She'd never had sex before, of course, but as soon as I peeled her panties down her thighs and saw how wet she was, and how receptive to my further explorations, it was obvious that she possessed the fine qualities expected of a recipient of our scholarship.

'In any case, it has been wonderful sharing the last three months with her and Tiffany, but I must admit I'm ready for them to move on to college—Bianca is attending Central when she finishes here, studying business, and Tiffany is going to be a Thornton biology major-and I'm looking forward to welcoming the next two recipients, Gina and Ali, next week.'

Just then we heard what turned out to be a literal dinner bell, and Harlan pulled his cock from Jennifer's mouth with a pop and patted her one the head.

'And there's dinner,' he said. 'Darling girl, pull your dress together, and let's go eat. Afterward, Robert, it seems to me a fine idea for the four of us to reconvene for dessert here.'

Jennifer sulked, and then brightened at Harlan's suggestion. She'd been getting warmed up on his cock, and she obviously wanted to finish her lesson properly. I pulled my finger out of Bianca's butt and gave it a couple light smacks before letting her get off my lap and get dressed.

She had evidently taken some offense at how I'd made myself at home with her anus, and didn't seem too enthused about Harlan's idea of meeting back here after dinner. She pouted and pulled her clothes on a little petulently, and I realized my dessert might be a bit extra tart. We all went upstairs to the dining room, Harlan with a patronly arm around Jennifer's shoulder, his hand cupping her breast as they climbed the stairs.

Dinner was lovely, and the conversation flowed easily. Julie was a wonderful hostess, and she and my wife seemed to get along splendidly. Harlan regaled us with stories of his political career, and we feasted on steak and fresh roasted vegetables from the garden.

As we finished, Harlan stood up and kissed Julie on the forehead, thanking her and Tiffany and Bianca for a lovely meal, to which we all voiced our agreement.

'Darling wife,' he said, 'I believe that Robert and Jennifer and Bianca and I will be taking our dessert in the den.'

Jennifer blushed slightly, and as she stood up her mother took her hand and kissed her cheek.

'Have fun, sweetheart, and listen to Mr. Caldwell, alright? Just be a good girl, and do whatever he says. This is his house, after all, and you're his guest. And Robert, remember she has her job interview in the morning—don't keep her down there too long.'

'Yes, mama,' my daughter answered, and I reassured her mother that she'd already been well-behaved and quite accommodating, and that we'd be not much more than half an hour.

Once we'd returned to the den, Harlan wasted no time instructing Jennifer and Bianca to disrobe. His eyes twinkled with anticipation as Jennifer slipped out of her sun dress and pulled her panties down, and he immediately knelt to get a closer look at her vulva.

'I'm telling you, Robert,' he said, 'this is a championship pussy-she could win nationals with this. So delicious,' he murmured, one hand softly stroking her inner lips and feeling her wetness while he ran his other hand up and down her naked body. Jennifer exclaimed quietly and shivered at the touch of his rough hands as he handled her, but shifted her feet to spread her legs and give him better access to her girl parts.

I'd simply bent the marginally cooperative Bianca over the back of one of the large leather chairs, and was already working myself deep inside her since she was still—and apparently always—slick and dripping. I didn't have any particular agenda; after the episode with her anus I was just planning on spending twenty minutes fucking her fairly hard to help her learn not to make it difficult for men to play with any part of her body. She yelped and jumped a bit, but she knew better than to resist, and eventually she had found a reasonably comfortable position on the chair and let me do what I wanted.

Harlan led Jennifer over to the coffee table and had her climb on it on all fours. Taking his time, he explored every inch of her body, pausing behind her to bend down and inhale deeply before giving the length of her slit several long licks with his tongue. Jennifer responded naturally by arching her back and presenting her vulva to him, trying to get her clitoris in contact with his warm, wet tongue.

'Robert, allow me to congratulate you again on such a prize. She is truly a fine specimen,' he said.

'Dear girl, I know you need to get home and to bed soon, so I'm going to keep this simple and just enjoy you from behind for a bit. Come on now, bring that beautiful little box over here and put it on my cock...that's a good girl...my stars you are tight...'

Jennifer let out a low wail as Harlan grabbed her hips and impaled her with his thick member; I could tell it was a very tight fit, but Harlan was experienced enough to keep her steady and prevent her from escaping as he pressed himself home, and then let her breathe and relax for a moment before beginning to fuck her.

I was proud of how quickly Jennifer found her rhythm and started to match Harlan's movement and intensity, letting him dictate the pace and depth, regardless of how much his size challenged her. He petted her and spoke calmly to her, and gradually increased the speed and power of his thrusts as he plumbed her depths and stretched her inexperienced vagina to its limit.

Both of the girls were moaning and thrashing now as we reamed them as deeply as we could, and we took immense pleasure in the sensations of their tight, young pussies clenching down on us as we used them. Harlan finally slowed, and spoke to Jennifer.

'Alright, cutie, it's about time for your dessert. How would you like it? Inside you? On you?'

Jennifer gasped with need and urgency.

'No, please...please-please-please...cum in my mouth! Please!'

I realized this would be her first experience of this; she was fascinated by semen and loved the taste, and I knew it would be a special moment for her. Tavio had cum inside her at the Festival, and at the Mornings with Monahan taping Kyle and Dale had both cum on her back. This was still just her first week since the Festival, and the only other man who had trained her so far was our neighbor, Brad, who'd elected to deposit his load on her breasts-so it looked like she was finally going to get her wish.

Harlan was only too happy to agree, and after a half-dozen extra hard thrusts, he pulled out and ordered Jennifer to turn around and open her mouth. She eagerly obeyed, her tongue extended, her eyes hungrily locked on the head of his cock. Harlan had her lick it gently a few times, then he grabbed her jaw to keep it open and with a low grunt unleashed a massive blast of semen straight into her waiting mouth. Jennifer blinked and her eyes went wide, and she half squealed in delight and half choked as shot after shot began filling her throat, millions of tiny swimmers swishing around her teeth and tongue.

I couldn't hold on any longer myself, and as I watched her maintain her composure like the good girl she was and patiently allow our host to empty his testicles into her, I was rocked by my own orgasm and began filling Bianca's little pussy with my own cum, driving her deep into the leather of the chair and holding her tightly in place with all my strength as my cock pulsed and pumped in the velvety confines of her young vagina. Her feet couldn't reach the floor from where I'd driven her up over the back of the chair, and as her legs scrabbled for support I felt her begin to shudder as my powerful, hot jets of semen drove against her cervix and triggered her own unwilling orgasm.

As I came back to earth, I looked up in time to see my daughter proudly show Harlan all the cum in her mouth and then swallow, a giant grin on her face.

'Oh, thank you, thank you so much, Mr. Caldwell,' she gushed, 'that was so amazing! It was better than I've dreamed. Daddy, did you see me? That was so fun! Mr. Caldwell shot his cum in my mouth-that felt so cool! Oh my gosh, I loved that so much! Oh, wow, I am SUPER wet after that...'

I smiled and chuckled as I let Bianca up, and she immediately shot me a dirty look before grabbing her clothing and scampering off upstairs, my cum running down her inner thighs with each step.

'I'm so glad you liked it, honey,' I said, a little unsteadily, still feeling the power of my orgasm. 'Sounds like we kind of found your first kink—or wait, I guess second,' I corrected myself, remembering how intense her orgasm had been when Ramer had stroked her clitoris while explaining how she'd need to be tied down securely in order to have her clit pierced (The Festival, Ch.3). I supposed that as kink combinations went, bondage, a little pain, and having men cum in your mouth was a pretty good one for a young girl to start life with.



Harlan stood beside Jennifer where she was still positioned, trembling slightly from the intensity of what she'd just been through, on all fours on the coffee table. He was taking advantage of our conversation to play with her pussy a little longer from behind.

While he rubbed it softly and reveled in the juices dripping from her slit, he complimented her on how good she'd been, saying that she was one of his favorite girls that he'd had the pleasure of training for a session. I figured this was probably a white lie that Harlan's country personality used to make most girls feel special, but I could see that it infused my daughter with a fresh confidence and pride, which could only be a good thing. Jennifer blushed and thanked him, pressing her tender pussy against the old rancher's rough, calloused hand to show her gratitude and asking, with shining eyes and a little quail in her whisper, if she could kiss him.

Harlan looked like he'd just seen the cutest puppy do something adorable, and assented. Continuing to gently pet her sore, swollen vulva, he caressed her breast and nipple with his other hand and leaned down, letting her give him the sweetest, deepest, hungriest kiss I'd ever seen. It was the kiss of a girl who had just been given a completely new, wonderful experience, and all she wanted to do was show how much she liked it and to offer herself for it again.

Harlan knew better than to give a young girl's emotions free reign, of course. He pulled free from her kiss just as he felt her begin to melt, and brusquely filled her mouth with his semi-erect penis, reminding her that the most suitable way for her to express herself was by taking care of her responsibilities and cleaning his cock well.

Jennifer immediately complied, and began sucking and licking him, trying to lap up all traces of her juices from every fold and furrow of the soft, wrinkled skin of his genitals. I knew we needed to get going though, and I told her to put her clothes back on and we went back upstairs to leave. As we put on our coats and said our goodbyes my wife noticed that an errant shot of Harlan's cum was still on Jennifer's cheek, and she kissed her lovingly and licked it off.

Walking in the darkness to the car my daughter was on a high, chattering non-stop about how she couldn't wait to have more men cum in her mouth and how she wanted to see how much semen she could hold and how she loved how the cum from each man she'd gotten to taste so far all had different flavors. My wife and I just looked at each other and smiled and shook our heads, and the last thing we heard as we pulled out of the driveway was Harlan's booming voice.

'Y'all come back now, ya hear?'
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Part 1.

'About ready to go, sweetheart?' I called up the stairs from the entryway, my jacket over my arm.

'Ten seconds, dad!' Jennifer shouted from behind the bathroom door, and I checked my watch again just as a horn honked in the driveway to let us know Dave and Layla Kendrick had arrived to pick us up.

'They're here, honey,' I said.

'Oh my gosh daddy, I'm COMING,' she laughed, appearing at the top of the stairs and nearly taking my breath away as she descended toward me.

We were fine. Martin Davis, who was hosting the father-daughter party, had said come by anytime after 1:00pm. I certainly wasn't interested in being late, though-I had been looking forward to tonight for weeks, ever since Martin had invited us.

She was dressed simply, and her figure and her grace were always stunning. She wore a very light, white, off-the-shoulder knit top which was thin enough to make it obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. She didn't really need to most of the time; her breasts were finely formed B-cups, and the prominent nipples she had been blessed with pressed emphatically against the soft cashmere, which draped and clung perfectly to all the important details of her bust, her breasts bouncing gently with each step she took down the stairs.

The top was a crop, which ended just above her navel, and I admired the lines of her tight, toned stomach as it disappeared behind her short blue skirt. Her legs were bare-and spectacular as always-and she wore a lovely pair of white, strappy heels that showcased her perfect dark blue pedicure. She carried her small handbag, and her eyes sparkled as she drew close, her rich brown hair pulled back into her customary ponytail.

'Okay, dad, I'm ready,' she smiled, kissing me on the cheek and thanking me for being patient. I smiled back and took her by the shoulders so I could take another look at her.

'Sweetheart, you look amazing,' I said, taking her in with a pang of fatherly sentiment as I realized how grown-up she had become. Jennifer blushed and waved my soppiness off with a giggle. I chuckled and shook my head. 'No, honey, you really do. I'm so proud of you. You're perfect. Did you do a fresh shave?'

Jennifer nodded, and I kissed her forehead.

'Good job, honey. Let me check really quick.'

My daughter groaned and rolled her eyes. Even as grown-up as she had become, she still needed guidance and accountability, and that was my responsibility. I simply shot her a look that said I wasn't messing around, and with another groan and a muttered complaint under her breath that I didn't trust her, she raised her skirt and pulled the front of her panties down for me.

Up until recently I had done most of her grooming and hygiene, including bathing her and styling her pubic hair. Now that she had celebrated her Festival, it was time for her to take primary responsibility for these tasks, and she was still working on learning to maintain the standards that she needed to.

'I do trust you, sweetheart,' I said gently, kneeling in front of her and inspecting her work. She had gone with a narrow wisp of a landing strip, and as always her clitoris, peeking out from between her outer lips, gave me a little shock of primal joy at its perfection.

I ran my fingers along her mound and between her legs. The soft skin of her genitals, fresh from her shave and moisturizing, was even more velvety than usual. 'It's just that you've only done your own shaving a couple times, and this is a really important day. Four other dads will be sharing you, and it needs to be right. You want that too, don't you?'

Jennifer sighed again and begrudgingly agreed, and shifted her feet so I could reach through her legs and check her perineum and anus. I was happy to find that she had done a very complete job, and with another kiss on the forehead I told her to pull up her panties and we headed out to join Dave and Layla.

The Kendricks had moved to our neighborhood about four years ago, and Jennifer and Layla had become fast friends. They were both extremely intelligent and very beautiful, and they were inseparable throughout high school, forming a formidable duo that made a mark in the theater department, the debate club, and the model UN.

She leapt from the car as we emerged from the house, and the girls squealed as they embraced; they hadn't seen each other in a couple weeks since the Festival, which was unheard of for them. She then gave me a giant hug, as well.

'Thank you so much for inviting us, Mr. Stevenson,' she said

While Jennifer had done some cheer and gymnastics, Layla had excelled in track and basketball. She was a little taller than Jennifer, with long, powerful legs that met at a ridiculously perfect backside; this entire priceless apparatus was perfectly framed by her short, flouncy white skirt and sophisticated leather open-toe booties. Upstairs she was lean and graceful, and was blessed with a small, perky pair of B-cup breasts nearly identical to Jennifer's that were showcased in a thin, ruffly cobalt blouse with a plunging neckline. Like my daughter, she didn't need to wear a bra, and my hand brushed her nipple where it pressed against the light cotton.

In spite of her physical prowess, she was a lithesome, girlish creature, with delicate features, a pre-raphaelite jawline, and sparkling blue eyes that danced ceaselessly in search of adventure. Her father's shock of fire-red hair had been tempered by her mother's genes, and was bequeathed to her in the form of long, wavy, auburn tresses that tended toward copper at their ends.

I hugged her close and kissed her head. I was very much looking forward to this afternoon in general, but I was especially excited to have the opportunity to train Layla.

Over the years I had played every role from science fair project manager to philosophical debate moderating carpool driver to slumber party breakfast chef for Jennifer and her friends, and Layla had always been there. She'd seem to flirt with me occasionally in the tentative, awkward manner of a young girl experimenting cautiously with her burgeoning power over an older, larger male, and we'd had a couple of more intimate conversations about her plans for her life and challenges she was facing with boys or her teachers. I'd watched her become an incredibly beautiful and accomplished girl, and I'd imagined for a long time what she would be like to enjoy.

I'd invited Dave and Layla when Martin told me he'd had a cancellation, and a couple days later I was pleasantly surprised to find a letter in my mailbox from Layla confirming their RSVP.

In it she thanked me for inviting them, and asked if they should bring anything. Then she noted Jennifer's unusual confidence when it came to matters of sexual training, and asked if I had any counsel that would help her feel as at ease as she embarked on her own training career. She detailed how her father's business partner had come to the house the morning after the Festival and trained her in the kitchen before breakfast in front of her parents, and she highlighted how some of the parts of her session that made her apprehensive about the rest of her training.

She had never written me a letter before, and it was characteristic of the type of missive a girl would write to a man she was considering asking to be her mentor.

After their Festival, girls were required to accept lessons from any eligible male, at pretty much any time and any place. This ensured a broad sexual education that reinforced their understanding of their sex as a community asset.

Mentorship was an unofficial role in which a man might indulge a girl with a little additional personal attention, especially pertaining to things like answering questions or helping her develop specific skills that may require consistent practice involving more than a single lesson.

It was a position of trust and tutelage; typically a mentor would meet with his girl once every couple weeks for in-person skill tests and evaluations, and after a girl finished a training session with a regular eligible male, she would often write a short report and send it to her mentor, explaining what she had learned and asking any questions that she had; he could then help her debrief and contextualize her experiences, and be a steady voice of encouragement, duty, and knowledge for her as she negotiated the challenging realities of her new life.

Of course, none of this could compromise the rest of one's training duties, but if there was some underlying connection or affection for the girl, it wasn't uncommon for a man to carve out a little extra time now and then to help her develop.

It was a position that a girl was responsible to ask an eligible man to take, and I wondered if Layla was considering asking me to be hers. She would have discussed it carefully with Dave, and if he'd given his blessing, I was certainly flattered. I wasn't sure if it was a commitment I could make at this point, but I decided to just wait and see if she sent me a letter with a formal request.

I climbed in the front seat and greeted Dave as he flashed me one of his brilliant smiles through his giant red mustache. He was a former firefighter who now owned a business downtown, and his powerful shoulders and twinkling green eyes made everyone around him feel safe and cared for. We were good friends, though certainly not as close as our daughters; we played on the same softball team and I'd contracted his company to do some work for one of my clients, and he was a solid guy.

As we made our way to the freeway to take us from Magnolia to the East side, where Martin lived in the upscale Clyde Hill neighborhood, he expressed his thanks for the invitation as well.

Layla should have been a top-three finisher at the Festival, but she took an unrecoverable points deduction when she flinched and pulled away as the judges inspected her anus; her loss of composure plunged her to a heartbreaking 15th place. Among other repercussions, it meant that she was required to submit to up to four training sessions per day for her first year, since she obviously needed more training, rather than the two sessions girls in the higher percentiles were allowed.

Dave was concerned both about preparing his daughter for the significant physical demands of the next year, as well as with building up her mental strength and comfort level so she could be more confident and less timid when offering men her body to explore and enjoy. Today's party would help with both of these issues.

Martin Davis greeted us at the door of his large, sprawling contemporary house with a giant smile. We'd met him and his wife at a benefit auction last year; they were a vivacious couple, and we'd become good friends, spending several lovely family weekends with them last summer on their boat off of Montlake. He was in his sixties, but possessed the energy and enthusiasm of a much younger man. He was heavily built and tall, about six foot four, with a considerable belly, and his bushy white beard and the twinkle in his eye behind his spectacles gave him the undeniable air of an off-season Santa Claus.

He shook my hand as we entered, expressing his delight at having us join his party, and turned to Jennifer. She stood straight, clasping her hands behind her back, and thanked Martin with a smile for the invitation.

'Ah, darling Jennifer, it is so good to see you and to have you in my home,' he said. He leaned down and kissed her on the lips while he gently fondled the undersides of her breasts over her top; Jennifer kept her hands behind her back and let him taste her, and she giggled bashfully as he inhaled her scent with noisy chuffs, registering her pheromones with relish.

'This is my friend, Dave Kendrick, and his daughter, Layla,' I introduced everyone, and Martin seized Dave's hand in his giant mitt and shook it warmly before greeting Layla as he had Jennifer.

Martin's large downstairs rec room was comfortably furnished with oversized couches and chairs; along one wall was a collection of classic arcade games, and a sliding glass door opened to a lovely pool and deck.

'Make yourselves at home,' Martin said with a grand gesture toward the kitchenette counter, which was stocked with drinks and snacks. 'There is plenty of wine and beer, so enjoy. Jennifer and Layla, I know you and the other girls are too young to drink, but there is juice and soda for you if you'd like some. Hydration is probably a good thing for you to focus on this afternoon,' he chuckled.

'And this is my next-door neighbor, Colonel Curt Ford, and his daughter, Kristen. This is Robert and Jennifer, and Dave and Layla. You should know that Jennifer placed first in her Festival last week-we're honored to have a celebrity in the house,' he chuckled.

I grabbed a beer and got Jennifer a coke, and we all shook hands. I was growing more excited about the afternoon by the minute.

The colonel was a clean-cut and very well-built fellow with a tight-cropped head of steel-gray hair and the quiet air of a career military man. He seemed kind, but not easily impressed or distracted by nonsense.

His daughter, Kristen, was a stunning leggy blond in the classic fashion model style. Her bare calves and thighs were mouth-watering as they disappeared beneath a short, diaphanous white A-line sundress that hung loosely on her lithe body; the sunlight streaming in from outside illuminated the fabric and revealed a hint of her dark areolas where her nipples pressed against the insubstantial cloth. Where Layla seemed younger than her years, Kristen seemed more mature-doubtless a product of her upbringing by her father.

Curt expressed his pleasure at meeting Jennifer, and congratulated her for her placing in the Festival. As he and Dave chatted her up, telling their daughters to pay close attention to Jennifer today so they could learn all they could from a Festival champion and improve their own desirability, an adorable little curly-haired blond walked in from the back yard.

She had evidently been tanning by the pool, and besides her sparkling smile she wore only a tiny green bikini. The top was hardly more than two little patches of fabric that barely concealed the areolas of her considerable breasts, and the bottoms-a minimal scrap of cloth meant to cover her slit, but so short that it failed to fully conceal her thick, blond landing strip-were no more substantial.

She was quite soft and curvy, with mischievous almond-shaped eyes behind a big pair of wireframe glasses that made her look like an adorable blond mouse, and a big smile.

Martin grinned as he hugged her to his side and kissed her head.

'Ah, there you are sweetheart,' he said, his hand resting comfortably on her naked backside as he turned her to us to make introductions. 'Gentlemen, this is my granddaughter Elizabeth. Elizabeth, this is everyone-oh, and there's the doorbell. I believe our last guests have arrived. Make yourselves comfortable, and I'll be right back.'

We chatted amongst ourselves until Martin returned a moment later with a slim, dark-haired man in his late thirties and a beautiful girl.

'Folks, this is my good friend Levi Miller, and his daughter, Abigail.'

We greeted the new pair, and none of the fathers could take their eyes off of Abigail. She was slender, like her father. Her narrow waist accentuated her impressive bust, which we were somewhat puzzled to observe was enclosed in a substantial bra beneath her simple, long-sleeved top.

Her hips and long legs were concealed by a nicely fitted pair of jeans, which, in spite of how flattering they were, still stood out from the other girls' notably less substantial attire. It was customary for girls of all ages to wear the minimum amount of clothing required in any situation, and it was frowned-upon for them to cover more than was necessary. Jeans were rarely worn by girls before October, and certainly not on a lovely sunny day like today.

She had haunting, dark doe eyes and thick lashes that were framed irresistibly by the thick brunette hair she'd pulled back into a simple ponytail. Her lips were strongly sculpted, and she had a giant, slightly gap-toothed smile that reminded me of the young classic actress from sixty years ago, Lara Brookes-and I was delighted to find that she also had a slight lisp. She was truly a stunning girl, and while she seemed polite and friendly, she had undeniable hints of shyness in her voice and mannerisms.

'Levi and his family just moved here last week from outside Toronto-we used to work for the same data company, and we met on a project together about ten years ago in Amsterdam. He's a great friend, and it's wonderful that he got himself transferred down here,' Martin continued.

That explained the clothing-Canada had not followed our path to the cultural norms we now enjoyed, and I could only imagine how monumental this move must be for this young girl. It was our job to make her feel welcome and safe.

Levi thanked everyone for having them, and said he was excited for the afternoon. I sensed that he shared a similar apprehension as his daughter, but I was confident that he'd warm up quickly once things got underway.

Now that all the guests had arrived, Martin made sure we all had drinks, then led us into the main area and took a spot standing at the fireplace while he waited for us to get settled in the chairs and couches to begin the party. Elizabeth, still in her bikini, sat next to him on the fireplace ledge and pressed her body lovingly against his leg.

I picked a big recliner and Jennifer sat on my lap; as my hand came to rest on the side of her bare butt cheek where her short skirt had ridden up, she leaned down and kissed me.

'I love you, Daddy,' she whispered, 'Thank you for doing this party for me...and with me.'

I melted a little at my little girl's gratitude, and squeezed her butt as I returned her kiss.

'Of course, sweetheart,' I whispered back, 'I love you so much. I'm always going to take care of you.'

Standing at the fireplace with a big smile, our host patted his nearly naked granddaughter on the head, raised his beer, and welcomed everyone to the festivities.

'I've held these father-daughter parties for years. I did them for each of my four girls, and I hosted quite a number of them for friends. As you can see,' he said, gesturing around the large room, 'Marie and I have been blessed with a home suited to comfortably entertaining the special people in our life, so I was always happy to offer it to our neighbors or to my buddies who wanted to hold their own father-daughter parties. But it's been about ten years since the last one, so this is a special night for me, certainly, and I hope you all enjoy it as well.

We all raised our own drinks and cheered.

'Of course, my girls are all quite grown now. However, unfortunately my son, Elizabeth's father, had to travel unexpectedly for work this week, in spite of the Festival, and so she is staying with Marie and me.

'I stepped up to the occasion and exhibited her last week, and she placed quite well, so I'm feeling pretty good about it-not too bad for an old dog who hasn't handled a girl on stage in a couple decades,' he laughed, affectionately mussing his granddaughter's hair, 'but who am I kidding-the quality of this little body speaks for itself. Her scores are a result of her hard work. I'm very proud of you, honey.



'In any case, since she's in my care for the next few days, I thought it was a great opportunity to have one of these parties to start her training, so thank you all for joining us.

'I think we all know each other by now, at least by name, and I got the payments from everyone, right? Good, thank you. All of that money is for the food and drinks, the prizes, and for the cleaners to come tomorrow morning and go through here. Marie told me years ago that I could have as many of these parties as I wanted, but she'd better never come down here the next day and find ANY evidence.'

As everyone chuckled knowingly, I glanced over at Levi and Abigail. Her eyes were wide and her hands were clasped so tightly in her lap that her knuckles were white, and she pressed herself stiffly against her father's side as she tittered nervously. Levi's eyes were also wide, but in what seemed more like delight than terror, and he wrapped his arm around her and pulled her close to him as he joined in the laughter. Martin continued.

'I want to talk for a moment about why we're here, then go briefly over the plan for the afternoon and we can get started.

'As we know, once a girl celebrates her Festival, her sexual education is a priority. The responsibility for that education falls to us eligible males, who have had at least one daughter celebrate her Festival. It's a responsibility I think we all take very seriously.

'There is much to learn, and the time is short, which means girls need to be ready for lessons at nearly any time, anywhere-lessons that can cover practically every sexual topic.

'Obviously this is good, and right, and certainly in line with the natural order of things. And as fathers we want the best, most stimulating and most effective education for our girls, so they can lead healthy, useful, and successful lives.

'Also obviously, however, this is a huge adjustment for a young, 18-year-old girl who has just lost her virginity, and again, as fathers ourselves, we are also all too aware of the...er...vigorous...nature of some of our favorite lessons to teach young girls-and so it makes sense to help them ease into this new life rather than thrusting them into it wholesale the day after their Festival.'

Another understanding chuckle went up from the men. Dave raised his hand.

'It is definitely eye-opening when your daughter celebrates her Festival,' he said, 'I know that when I get underway in a lesson-especially on a really fresh, healthy girl-things can get a little crazy.

'Normally I don't worry about it, because of course nature has marvelously designed these little bodies,' he said, taking the giggling Layla by the shoulders and shaking her gently with a smile, 'to withstand pretty much any demands the male libido may make in order to achieve release.

'But when you imagine your darling girl getting that same type of treatment from any number of random men,' he continued soberly, hugging Layla to him and kissing her tenderly on the forehead as we nodded in agreement, 'it's...a little scary.

'Even though I know she'll be ok, and I know that it's the right way to raise a girl, I worry about her feeling overwhelmed or frightened or inadequate if she gets trained by guys who aren't paying attention to her experience in the moment-let alone several of them a day.'

Such a warm show of concern was unexpected coming from the big fireman, and was quite touching. Jennifer pressed herself closer to me and kissed me again, and I gave her a smile and a squeeze; she had expressed similar reservations the day after her Festival, and that conversation was precisely why I'd decided to join Martin's father-daughter party. Fortunately she already seemed to enjoy sex, but the reality that she was now required to share her body with any man who wanted to enjoy it was understandably still very new and a bit uncomfortable for her.

'Well, and that doesn't even account for the emotional challenge they face,' Curt agreed in a low, commanding voice that didn't need to be loud to make you want to sit up straighter, 'I mean, we watch them grow up as little girls with Disney princess dreams. Of course, true love will come and they'll be happily married someday to a wonderful man,' he said, smiling at his daughter Kristen, 'but helping them understand that they need to set that stuff aside for a few years and commit themselves to their training first is a big adjustment.

'Certainly romance can be a part of sex, but at the end of the day it's about understanding the natural order of things-men are driven by powerful biological urges, and girls have a biological responsibility to be the outlet for those urges. It's their fundamental evolutionary purpose.

'So yes, often it's not about the mushy stuff-most of the time, a girl is going to be chosen for training by a man primarily because he's imagining certain things he wants to do to her. Her duty is to offer herself to satisfy whatever needs he has-and let's face it, those needs often won't entail much affection or tenderness. I mean, most eligible men are happily married anyways.

'It's really important, I think, to work on teaching a girl how to draw her fulfillment simply from providing satisfaction to whomever is training her. It's not that her orgasms or pleasure are secondary to his; it's about helping her associate and obtain those happy things from the fact that a man is taking his pleasure with her body.

'Fulfilling my biological purpose by coupling with a girl is immensely pleasurable to me, and it only makes sense that a properly trained girl should take just as much pleasure from fulfilling her own biological purpose by being the recipient of those urges. That just takes some time and consistent guidance, I think.'

Dave agreed.

'My first daughter, Samantha, celebrated her Festival about five years ago,' he said. 'I think that sometimes, especially if you've been eligible for a few years like I have, and you've gotten accustomed to training half a dozen or so females each week, you can forget how young they really are when they begin their lessons.

'Sure, the law mandates that a girl must begin training at eighteen, but that's just a number-I mean, goodness, they're honestly still practically kids.

'When Samantha came of age, I didn't know about parties like this, so she started a full training schedule literally the day after her Festival. It was a little rough for a few months-pretty much every night, after whoever had come to the house to train her had finished and left, she'd come into our room in tears wanting to sleep in our bed.

'We had to put our foot down, and we hired a counselor to help her adjust, and eventually she came around and ended up loving her training. But I always felt that there could have been a better way to support her early on-so, thank you for putting this together.

'I, for one, certainly like the idea of having a few fellows that I know and trust assist Layla with understanding her responsibilities and help her feel like she can handle the next few years before I leave her to the mercy of the rest of the public.'

There was a chorus of agreement from the rest of us, and Martin nodded.

'And that's precisely why it's customary to give a girl a chance to acclimate over the first few weeks of her new life,' he said, 'she's generally expected to have fewer lessons than she will normally have, and they are often chaperoned by her father, and usually confined to close friends or even extended family.

'Father-daughter parties like this are another great way to smooth a girl's transition to her new role. Together, we can give each of these lovely young women the opportunity to get more comfortable with servicing a variety of different bodies and experimenting with various styles and techniques in the safest, most supportive environment possible-just as I'm sure each of you are hoping the other fathers here will do for your daughter.'

Levi spoke up for the first time.

'Well, I'd just like to say how much I appreciate Martin and all of you welcoming Abigail and me,' the soft-spoken Canadian said, 'we just moved here Monday, so this is all really new to us, and everyone's been super kind and helpful. I think this party will definitely help us learn more about how this all works as we make this transition, and I'm sure we'll have lots of questions for you all.'

'Wait, so you don't have the Festival in Canada?' Dave asked.

'Nothing even remotely like it,' Levi replied, 'it's still pretty old-fashioned in a lot of ways there. We lived in the same small community I grew up in, and it's pretty rural and conservative. Our church was very strict, and it's just become evident over the past few years that there were some things missing; it was time for a change and we needed to start new somewhere. We need to build a life that works for us, and allows us to raise our kids the way we think makes the most sense.'

There was a moment of silence as the other fathers processed this information. It was almost barbaric to imagine a country which had no formal process for teaching and equipping its young girls to succeed at their sexual life's role-it seemed heartless to simply let one's daughter's reproductive hormones run unchecked after her adolescence, to take no fatherly responsibility for educating her about her sexuality and its responsibilities, and to abandon her to learn about her body from the sorry grab-bag of emotionally and physically immature teen-age boys at her school, who, aside from having no idea what they were doing, surely had no right to enjoy nearly exclusive access to young girls' bodies.

Things used to be that way in the US, not that long ago. But the changes had happened before we were born, and it struck us all as strange that such a clearly superior social system as we had adopted fifty years ago hadn't caught on more widely with our North American neighbors.

This meant that Abigail hadn't celebrated her Festival. It meant that she hadn't been raised with the understanding that upon reaching young adulthood, she'd begin a rigorous sexual education from men at least old enough to be her father.

She didn't have a choice now, though; as a female of Festival age she was subject to the same legal obligations as any girl who had been born here. Her wide eyes hinted at the inner tumult she must have been experiencing as she began to come to grips with her civic duties.

Of course this meant that Levi had had a very different sexual experience than the rest of us, as well. Without presuming to imagine how adventurous his sex life with his wife over the course of the past eighteen years was, it was doubtful he'd ever had the unfettered access to young female bodies that he was now on the cusp of enjoying as part of his permament residency in the US. Doubtless, this move was a momentous one for the whole family.

'Well, this is a big day then,' Curt said warmly, 'glad you're here, and I think we're all happy to be part of your welcoming committee. Obviously we do things a little differently than you're used to, but I'm pretty confident you'll see our way of life has a lot of advantages.'

'Wait, Levi,' Dave interjected, 'you just moved here a week ago-have you even done any training sessions yet?'

Levi shook his head.

'No, it's been a busy week with unpacking the house and getting set up at my new job. This is going to be my first experience with this, so don't judge me too harshly, ok?'

We all laughed and assured him he'd do great.

'It's why I'm so glad how serendipitously today worked out,' Martin chuckled, 'Elizabeth having to stay with us for a week, the Festival, and then Levi and his family moving here as well-it was a perfect time to have this party. I thought it'd be a great way to jumpstart their new life here-let Levi train four girls right off the bat to get a sense of what it's like, with us to help him out and answer any questions; and help Abigail get past any of her reservations by pushing her into the pool, so to speak, with four good, knowledgeable fathers all at once.

'The goal for today is to help these girls gain a better grasp of their responsibilities, capabilities, talents, and tastes. We want to help them explore, and we also need to push them to embrace the unknown and the uncomfortable, since those will certainly be common elements in their training in the future.

'We want them to be confident and able to handle themselves when their profile goes live on the training database next week and they get their green ID cards, and their schedules begin to fill with lessons from whatever eligible men select them each day.'

We all voiced our agreement, and Martin continued.

'Well alright then, let's get this party started!' he announced with a jolly laugh and his customary twinkle in his eye, 'Here's the plan: as you can see, we have plenty of comfortable furniture-several big sectionals, the lounge along that wall, and I've set up the pull-out sofa bed over there. There are plenty of beverage selections right over there, and I have a big pile of soft, clean bath towels here by the fireplace for anything that needs to be cleaned.

'We want to make this as beneficial for the girls as possible, so go ahead and plan on doing pretty much what you would do in a normal training session, but perhaps throttle it back just a little and let's pay attention to making sure they understand what you're doing, and why, and how they can learn to better enjoy it.

'Now, I know that in a normal training session we don't have many qualms about testing a girl's limits; if you find something you feel is worthwhile to spend some time on, it's her responsibility to do her very best to succeed or master whatever you're introducing her to. But for today, let's focus more on discovering these girls' limits, rather than challenging them. They're brand new, so I think it's profitable to explore lots of things with them today and figure out what they are comfortable doing or capable of withstanding. That way they'll have a better idea what they can work on, or how to build on those capabilities in their future training.

'If a girl is doing alright, we can push her a little-find out what subjects are challenging for her, and let's see if we can help her expand her comfort zone a bit.

'If a girl seems to be struggling, then obviously her father can help as needed to explain or coach. But I'd recommend giving your daughters as much space as you can today, and trust the other fathers do their work as they see fit.

'Our party today will consist of four sections, which correspond to the phases of a typical training session: Exploration, Copulation, Ejaculation, and Relaxation.

'We'll start by having the girls undress, and we'll spread out and pick a station and each take a girl. I have a timer here, and you'll have five minutes with each girl to explore her physically-you can touch her wherever you want, get to know her body, think about how you want to enjoy her, or what you want to have her practice on you, or what you want to teach her. Certainly you can taste her if you want, or have her begin fellatio. Just help her feel at ease and help her have fun, and let her start getting more comfortable with being inspected by a variety of hands and eyeballs.

'Every five minutes the girls will rotate clockwise and we'll continue the process. We'll arrange it so that your daughter arrives at your station on the fifth rotation-his is a good time to check in with her, make sure she's doing alright, and then we'll move to the next portion.

'When we begin the Copulation section, the men will undress and we'll each have ten minutes to make whatever use we think best of each girl. However you want to have her, do it-but again, in the interests of helping them learn, I'd caution against anything too wild. There will be plenty of time to explore advanced sexual stuff later-let's make sure they enjoy today, and are actually looking forward to exploring the tougher stuff down the road.

'Once again, when the timer goes off the girls will rotate to the next father, and your daughter will pass through in the fifth rotation.

'The goal is to refrain from orgasm until you've made it through all four girls. After we complete this phase, we'll start the Ejaculation portion.

'We'll be about an hour-and-a-half in at this point, and you'll probably be quite on edge by then. You'll now get to choose which girl you want to finish with, and how you'd like to give her your semen. You may certainly team up with another father and share a girl, if that's agreeable to both men. You may fuck her in whatever manner and for however long you need to finish, and you can ejaculate wherever you think is most educationally valuable for the girl you feel has earned your cum.'

As Martin had described the plan for the day, I noticed Jennifer's gaze had traveled around the room, lingering on each of the other men as they listened, holding their daughters close. She took in every detail of their faces, their mannerisms, and their bodies with the new knowledge that each one was going to take his turn with her, and her eyes shone as she leaned down and whispered in my ear, 'Oh my gosh, daddy, I'm so wet. This is going to be so fun!'

I smiled and kissed her. 'I'm glad you're looking forward to this, sweetheart. I am too.'

'Afterwards, we'll go outside for the final portion of our official party agenda, Relaxation, and enjoy the sun and the pool and you all can hang out as long as you like this afternoon,' Martin continued, 'there's plenty to drink, I'll grill some steaks later, and as soon as we recover from this first session we can continue availing ourselves of the girls as often as we feel so inclined.'

He was interrupted by a disappointed Abigail, who blurted out, 'Oh man, I didn't bring a swimsu...ohhhh,' before blushing furiously as she realized no one would be wearing any swimsuits, least of all her.

We laughed, and I playfully shoved Jennifer off my lap as Martin took Elizabeth by the hand and had her stand up, and invited the other girls to join her at the fireplace and undress.

Jennifer, Kristen and Layla made their way to the front of the room, disrobing as they went, while Martin instructed his granddaughter to hold her hair up so he could untie her bikini top.

She giggled as she complied, her big eyes behind her glasses looking coyly at the ceiling as her grandfather slipped her breasts free. It was obvious the bubbly little blond shared a close and special bond with her jolly grandfather; it was beautiful to see the trust between them, and how much the girl loved his attention and his touch.

She was incredibly cute; short, quite curvy, with heavy breasts that hung a bit low and a soft smoothness to her belly and hips that made her seem very cuddly. Her nipples were surprisingly large, and quite lightly colored; and her curly blond hair was worn pulled to one side, a bright streak of pink slicing through it.

Pulling her bottoms down over her butt, Martin bent to help her step out of them. Elizabeth steadied herself with a hand on his head, and he snuck a quick kiss to the side of her breast as it swung with her movements.

I was beside myself to see that not only was her full, blond bush the same color as her hair, it even had a matching pink streak. I guessed she was a nerdy type-probably played a lot of role-playing fantasy games, read comic books, and loved science fiction. I couldn't wait to explore her tantalizing patch of fur and find out what delicious treasures were hidden inside.

As Martin gathered up his granddaughter's bikini and set it on the fireplace ledge, he kissed her forehead with a smile and a squeeze of her butt before taking his seat, and I turned my attention to Kristen.

She was gorgeous, there was no doubt of that. High cheekbones, blue eyes, and a long, lean body that belonged in a magazine. Or that belonged, for that matter, right here, ready to fulfill its purpose and be enjoyed as it was meant to be. She stood very straight, with a strong set to her jaw even when she smiled-probably part of growing up in a military family. Often a girl of her length and leanness would be nearly flat-chested, but she had been blessed with small yet fully-formed breasts that hung with a tangible weight in spite of their lack of size; one might have described them as 'pouting'.



Layla Kendrick was killing me, though. Statuesque was a cliche, but it was the most apt adjective I could think of. Her powerful haunches spoke of her domination on the track, and perfect dimples kissed her legs behind her knees, seeming to point the way upward along the backs of her thighs to the clean, curved crease that separated them from her impossibly perfect bubble butt.

She was perfectly engineered as an athlete and, moving upstairs from her powerful motors below decks, the lines of her belly, softened by what still remained of her puppy fat, arced upward past an exquisite belly button to two gorgeous, streamlined breasts. Not much bigger than bee stings, they were just large enough to form lovely curves along their bottoms, and her nipples were small coral pink buttons set in a matching pair of cleanly-defined areolas. Her brilliant smile and the scattering of freckles across her pert nose were perfect complements to the innocent, freshly waxed slit that nestled between her thick thighs below a neat little triangular patch of soft, dark pubic hair. I loved absolutely all of it.

Levi gave a low whistle as he took in the wealth in front of him.

'Guys, I've been a fan of the way you do things here for years-and I can hardly believe that I'm actually here, and this is real life. This is just too much goodness.'

Martin slapped him on the back as everyone laughed, but we were interrupted by a quiet sob from Abigail.

The other girls were calmly chatting in low whispers as they stood at the fireplace, an unexpectedly cool breeze visiting momentarily from the deck causing them to giggle and press their naked bodies together, and the impish Elizabeth was hamming it up by posing like a Charlie's Angel in front of, beside, and up against the other three girls.

Abigail had been the last one up to the front, and while the other girls had quickly shed their clothing, she had only managed to remove her jeans and her shirt. She reached slowly to unclasp her bra, but as she pulled the garment free and revealed her breasts to the roomful of men, a tear welled in her eye and she made the mournful sound we all heard.

Levi leapt to her side and took his nearly naked daughter in his arms. He was in full dad mode, and the only thing he cared about was comforting Abigail, regardless of how little clothing she was wearing.

'Sweetheart, are you okay? What's the matter?'

Abigail shook her head and tried to dry her eyes, throwing her palms up. 'Dad, I can't. I just don't think I can do this. How can I do this?'

Levi held her close, seemingly unsure of how to respond. Martin, sensing that he may be considering taking Abigail home, gently took Levi's shoulder and asked if he could talk to Abigail. Levi nodded and took his place on the couch again as Martin sat on the fireplace ledge and had Abigail stand in front of him, holding both her hands in his.

'Dear girl,' he said kindly, his big white beard breaking into his customary smile, 'we understand that this is a big change for you, and we're all here to help make it better for you. What is troubling you right now?'

Abigail pulled her right hand free and covered her breasts with her arm. It was a slightly shocking faux pas from someone unfamiliar with our customs; young girls were trained to never hide their bodies from being enjoyed by others. Martin chose to ignore her mis-step for the moment.

'I've just never...done this,' she whispered to him, her eyes pleading with him to understand her embarrassment, 'I don't know what's going to happen. I'm afraid of disappointing you guys, or that I'll do something wrong. Or that...it'll hurt. Or...I don't know...that you won't think I'm...pretty...when I'm...naked,' she said softly, her gaze downcast and her cheeks reddening.

She was gentle and soft-spoken, and her slight lisp made her seem as sensitive and delicate as she was sweet. Her ears were adorably just ever-so-slightly too big, and stuck out a bit from under her simple ponytail like an innocent farm girl.

Martin tilted her chin and looked her in the eyes. 'Ah, Abigail, those are all scary things you've just mentioned. I can see why you'd feel this way. Tell me, did you and your family talk about what this move would mean for you?'

Abigail nodded. 'Yes, we talked a lot. And we all agreed that it was for the best. I understand why we're doing this. And I want to be good at...sex...and everything, but, I mean, I'm scared-I just suddenly felt a lot less prepared than I thought I was.'

'Actually, dear girl, you're exactly as prepared as you should be!' Martin exclaimed warmly. 'That is precisely why we're all here. I promise, you are among friends. Everyone here thinks you're beautiful and precious, and we are planning on spending the entire afternoon showing you. In fact we believe every girl is beautiful and precious, so trust me, you will always be treated with respect and honor, and no one is ever going to injure you-that would never be tolerated, anywhere.

'Also, remember that no one owns you or is the boss of you. Outside of your training, no one can make you do anything you don't want to do. Within the context of your training, of course, you are required to be absolutely compliant, but that's for your own benefit.

'And think of how wonderful this move is for your father. Living here, men like him have far fewer health issues, much less stress, and much greater life expectancy. I know you want all those benefits for him.

'You can't do a thing wrong, dear girl-you're perfect, and as long as you listen closely and do what each of us says when we're working with you, you'll learn fast, feel amazing, and have as wonderful a time today as you deserve. Everything we do TO you, we want to feel good FOR you-so trust us, trust your dad, and you'll do wonderfully. Does that sound like something you can do, or at least try for this afternoon?'

Abigail turned and looked at her father, silently mouthed 'I love you,' then nodded to Martin. 'Yes, sir. I think I can.'

'Good girl,' Martin smiled broadly, then switched to a serious tone, 'Now listen to me, Abigail-have you had sex?'

(Continued in Ch. 9b)
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Part 2.

It was a reasonable question; all our girls were virgins until their Festival last week, but depending on how Abigail was raised, she could either still be a virgin, or she could have had sex with any number of men or boys over the last few years. Historical research made it clear that, left to their own devices and without the structure of the Festival, most girls in the US used to become highly sexually active much earlier than our daughters did now. Abigail nodded.

'Yes,' she said quietly, holding up her fingers, 'but only two times.'

'Okay, excellent,' Martin encouraged, his voice gentle. Satisfied that we wouldn't be responsible for deflowering her, which greatly simplified her participation in the afternoon's activities, he gently tapped her panty-covered mons a couple times with the index finger of his free hand. 'Who took your virginity, sweetheart? And did the same person have sex with you twice, or have two different people had sex with you?'

Abigail's face softened with memory, and a slight smile played on her lips for the first time in the last half hour.

'It was my boyfriend,' she said, glancing nervously at her father as she found herself speaking about details she probably hadn't ever planned on sharing with him, 'We were together all year, and then he got accepted to college across the country. He left a month ago. Before he left I told him I wanted to...go all the way...so he wouldn't forget me. We did it twice. I really miss him. I thought we'd always be together.'

Martin said he was sorry to hear that, and that he thought it must be hard to be separated so soon and so unwillingly from someone she cared about, and who had been the first man to have the privilege of using her body.

Abigail nodded. 'Yes! Thank you for understanding,' she sniffled with a relieved little giggle, 'he just felt so RIGHT. I honestly can only imagine it with him. He's so handsome, and so smart.' She pouted briefly. 'I'd give anything to feel him inside me again.'

Martin had begun slowly running his free hand up and down the side of Abigail's body, lightly caressing the goose bumps that sprang to life across her skin as she began to relax and respond to his voice and touch. He shot us a significant look with a raised eyebrow as she shared the details of her first girlish love.

Levi didn't pick up on Martin's meaning, so Dave leaned over to catch him up.

'It's not a good thing for a girl to get fixated on one particular penis, or the guy it happens to come with,' Dave said quietly, stroking his heavy handlebar mustache, 'tends to happen a lot within their first few if care isn't taken-you usually want to get her under a few guys in rapid succession pretty quickly after she loses her virginity, otherwise she can get difficult to handle. For her to be going on more than a full month with no one inside her except her first boyfriend, and then only twice? That's a recipe for trouble right there. That's why she was crying.'

'I didn't know they'd had sex,' Levi frowned as he whispered back, 'It was kind of sad-he's a good kid, but obviously life is taking them in different directions for now. It happens at that age, right? I didn't realize the danger though. What do we do?'

'It's just a good thing you're here now,' Dave replied, 'honestly this is the best treatment. She'll have a good chance today to start learning the value of every cock, and her responsibility to them. Having four of us working with her will definitely help her start to separate her personal feelings from any pleasure she takes in attending to her duties. She shouldn't really care what a man training her feels about her-it should only matter that she knows how to service him, and how to get her own pleasure from doing that. She'll get lots of practice this afternoon. She'll be fine.'

At the fireplace, Martin kissed Abigail's hand and patted it reassuringly. 'Well, it sounds like this is a time of many new beginnings, wouldn't you agree, sweet girl?'

Abigail nodded soberly.

'Are you ready to step up and be the best daughter you can be for your dad? You know he loves you very much.'

Abigail nodded again.

'Excellent,' Martin gently placed his hand on the forearm Abigail was using to cover her breasts. 'Let's start by finishing the first step, which is getting you naked with the other girls here. Let's bring that arm down...that's it...my goodness dear girl, your breasts are truly lovely. And let's turn to face our audience...there we go...'

He turned Abigail toward us, her arms coming to rest fitfully by her sides. Martin stood to his feet behind her, his sure hands resting on her hips just above her panties. We all clapped and cheered encouragingly as she allowed Martin to guide her.

He wasn't lying-her breasts were very lovely. She was lightly complected; her pale skin was nearly luminous, and the firm fullness of her ample breasts meant her rich blue veins were visible beneath the surface, all feeding circulation to a pair of healthy nipples that were not much darker a shade then the rest of her body.

Her coloring meant that her giant, troubled, indigo blue eyes shone even more brightly, framed by her long brunette hair and her strong brows. She was very beautiful.

Her breath caught again and her arms wandered back toward her breasts as Martin grasped the waistband of her panties. He paused, holding perfectly still while subtly pulling her hips against him, pressing her bottom against his crotch. It wasn't overt or rough; a thousand thoughts and impulses and emotions were flying through the girl's mind, and he was masterfully ensuring that in spite of the tumultuous cacophony in her brain, a gentle, persistent, inviting thrum of sexuality formed the one solid, consistent baseline that she could depend on and use to navigate her choices.

No matter what the conversation was about, no matter what other concerns or questions or fears she had, no matter what other things she cared about in her life, right now in this challenging, scary, exciting moment she only knew two things for absolute certainty.

First, she knew that her dad loved her, and would never have moved the family to this place if he didn't think that all of this would be good for her.

Second, because of Martin's expert handling, she knew-probably without being able to articulate it-that no matter how disorienting this day was, her surest path to clarity lay in yielding to her sexual side in a way she had never imagined.

It was a breathtaking proposition; nothing that was happening had even been an idea in her head a month ago-and this was still only the very beginning. But the totality of the experience was already helping her adapt; standing here in nothing but her panties while a giant, bearded old man touched her body and told her that she would be serving four fathers she had just met was positively insane-but she couldn't deny that it was all already transpiring.

Too far out to return, her only option seemed to be to press forward. Everything Martin did let her know instinctively that any sexual actions she chose to take would be rewarded with approval, affection, and kindness. Her best plan was to follow that trail of breadcrumbs until she made it to the other side of the afternoon.

'Sweet girl,' Martin said kindly, with only the slightest hint of steel in his voice, 'put your arms down to your sides again-good girl. Is this your first time being naked in front of this many people?'

Abigail nodded. 'Yes, sir. By far,' she whispered.

Martin grunted softly. 'Mmm-hmm. Abigail, you can call me Mr. Davis. I don't need a 'sir'. Now then, is this also your first time being naked in front of your father?'

Abigail took a shuddering breath before answering. 'Yes, Mr. Davis. It is.'

The other girls, who had been watching and listening intently, all expressed their astonishment at these admissions. Martin chuckled kindly.

'Ah, Abigail, you poor thing. This really is going to be harder for you. These girls have all been raised to look forward to this part of their lives as a special time, and even well before their Festival they were quite at ease with their bodies in ways I don't think you see in Canada,' he said, reaching over and patting Elizabeth's butt.

'This is perhaps your biggest challenge,' he continued, 'the training our daughters undergo is meant to help them understand and fulfill their purpose. Abigail, your body is a wondrous creation designed for the sacred task of bringing pleasure to men. Embracing that purpose grants a girl great freedom and joy. Fighting it only causes confusion and frustration.

'That purpose is your primary directive-the most important thing for you to follow. It doesn't matter how much clothing you're wearing, where you are, or who is around you-if a man wants to enjoy your body, he may. Nature made him want to copulate with you; thus nature wants you to copulate with him. It's clearly the purest expression of your purpose as a young, fertile female: to be an available vessel for mature, fertile males needing to fulfill their own prime directive. This is the way.

'This will only work if you give yourself fully to these principles. There can be no quibbling or toe-dipping. If you refuse to fully immerse yourself in your training, you won't avoid any of your obligations and you will still receive lessons-but you will needlessly struggle physically and emotionally for as long as you resist.

'You must begin treating your sex as its own complete, self-contained part of your life. In your old life, sex was intertwined with nearly everything else. It was connected to emotions like love, perhaps, and it impacted a myriad of choices and relationships and social interactions. It probably contained more taboos than positive outlets, and ultimately it was considered a private matter that you kept to yourself.

'For instance, there was probably a whole host of sexual topics that you avoided ever bringing up with your father-questions you had, or dilemmas you were facing, or skills you wanted to gain confidence in, that you could never share with him, in spite of the fact that he loves you, and generally has a solid grasp of the facts and some pretty good ideas.

'That's tragic-it's absurd that a young girl on the cusp of one of the most important periods of her life should not be able to confide fully in the man who cares for her the most. All of this combines to make it very hard for a young girl to come honestly and authentically to grips with the raw, beautiful, messy reality of her sexuality and her body's purpose. It causes unnecessary mental and emotional stress and leads to all kinds of remorse and shame and self-esteem issues.

'Thankfully, our girls have learned that their sexuality is a great gift that should be celebrated and shared, and that it is a supreme good, meaning it's appropriate for them to share it at all times, in all places. They know that they are all beautiful and desirable and pleasurable, and they get to greet every morning now with the knowledge that they are going to bring a bit of happiness to the world with each training session they undergo that day. They are excited to practice their skills and they're growing proud of their abilities already, and it's only been a few days since their Festival.

'We want this for you, as well, sweet girl. But all of these wonderful things can only happen once you are fully naked. There can be no more reservations; it's all or nothing. Look at your father. He loves you. He made you. He's cared for you for years. Just as he is passionate about supporting you in your sports or your academics, he wants you to excel here. He wants to share this journey with you as you work to master this new set of skills.

'Your sex has nothing to do with him, it has nothing to do with the fact that he's your father-it has nothing to do with anything except you, here and now, beginning to learn how deeply fulfilling it is to embrace your purpose while we enjoy ourselves with you today. Are you ready to do this?'

The other girls began cheering and encouraging Abigail in a heartwarming display of international goodwill. Abigail's gaze was fixed on the floor. She knew how much this move meant for her dad, and how much he wanted her to thrive here in their new home. She knew that the secret to growth was to say 'yes' to getting out of her comfort zone. She knew that everything that happened from this moment on would be a test of how much she trusted her dad, and how much she loved him-and she knew that she could pass any test of those qualities with flying colors.

The die was cast. After a moment, Abigail raised her eyes from the floor and locked them on her father, took a deep breath, and replied, 'Yes, Mr. Davis. I'm ready.'

As soon as she answered, Martin drew her panties down her legs, immediately returning his hands to her hips in case she lost her nerve and tried to get away. He didn't need to worry, however, as she stood tall with her chin high and a mixture of triumph and relief on her face.

Everyone cheered and laughed, and the other girls crowded around their newly naked friend to hug her. Dave elbowed Levi. 'Hey man, your daughter is gorgeous-make sure she knows. Compliment her so she understands this is all good.'

She was indeed; her soft, curvy body was delightfully inviting already, but her wide-sprung hips and her lush, dark bush made her irresistible.

Levi immediately concurred. 'Sweetheart, you're just beautiful. I'm in awe. So beautiful. It's really special to share this with you,' he said.

Martin took his seat on the fireplace behind Abigail again, and admired her backside he continued to work with the increasingly brave girl.

'How do you feel, now that you're completely exposed, sweet thing?' he asked as he sat behind her, slowly running his hands from her middle back down over her hips to the sides of her thighs and back again.

'I'm...good...' she answered, tentatively at first, then with more confidence, 'I'm really good. I'm, like, excited. My tummy is all fluttery. But I feel like this is-good.'

She smiled at Levi.

'It's so weird, but daddy, I feel like deep down I've kind of always wanted to show you all of me,' she said in a revelatory tone, 'I always thought that must be so wrong, but...I feel so happy right now with you looking at me. Like, you always said how much you wanted to really know me, and you said I could always share everything with you-but it always felt like there were parts of me I needed to hide from you, and I hated it. I want you to know me. I want you to know everything about me daddy. I want you to see all of me, cause I want you to love all my hidden parts as much as you love the rest of me.'

Levi blew her an air kiss. 'Sweetie, I feel the same way. You know I already love every inch of you, and now I'm so glad I get to know every inch of you as well.'

A collective 'awww,' went up from the group at this tender display, and Martin continued, his hands gradually extending their forays across Abigail's tender body.

'You're doing so well, sweet girl,' he assured her. 'Now understand, we're going to be teaching you about sex, and all of your lessons will be practical.' He slowly moved his hand up her belly until he encountered her breast, which he gently squeezed before returning to her hip. 'In other words, you'll learn by doing. Did you like it when your boyfriend had sex with you?'

Abigail nodded. 'Yes. But it was pretty quick both times. And it hurt a little, honestly. But I also really liked it. I liked it with him.'

Martin cupped her butt cheek and carressed its contours while steadying her with a hand just below her navel.

'Excellent,' he said, his hand sliding slowly down her belly into her bush. He worked his fingers to her clit, which he began gently rubbing. 'Today we'll to try to make it hurt a little less, hopefully, and we're going to try to make everything you liked about sex with your boyfriend even better.

'I know you have feelings for him, and you liked how his penis made you feel, and it's likely that even with your utter inexperience you did an acceptable job helping him enjoy you-but I need you to put all of those distractions aside for the moment and focus. Your job today is to pay close attention to how you feel when each of these men trains you with his penis.

'You might not like some of them, and some of them you might like quite a lot. That's fine, and it's largely irrelevant. Whether you like a penis or not is less important than whether you can serve it properly, and what you learn by having it used on you. You're going to make your dad proud. Just clear your mind, stay present, and do your best to learn from each of the men here today, ok?'

Abigail uttered a soft 'ooh,' as Martin's fingers made contact with her genitals for the first time, and a distant look crept into her eyes as the first persuasive eddies of arousal began rippling outward from her private parts. She knew this was her moment of decision-she could either retreat to the illusory safety of propriety and modesty in an attempt to escape the fate toward which the old man's patient, experienced fingers were inexorably moving her, or she could advance with a steely resolution into her destiny, and embrace becoming everything those fingers were telling her she was.

As she made her decision, we were pleased to see a visible calm come over her. She sighed deeply, her hands unclenched, and she gently pressed her vulva into Martin's palm-she was literally signalling that she was putting herself in his hands. All her mental turmoil instantly melted away and was replaced by extraordinary peace and clarity-gone were worries about the move, of losing friends, missing her boyfriend, stress about school, fears about her future career-and she felt almost as if she were returning to a home she didn't know she had, as everything fell away except for her naked body, the strong, gentle hand that softly rubbed her clitoris, and the extraordinary hunger she felt welling up inside her.

She was stunned by the epiphany, and by the fact that it was instantly accompanied by a rush of wetness to her vagina. As if rediscovering a long-lost memory, she realized with a shiver of recognition that if she were honest with herself, in her deepest heart this is all she'd actually ever wanted-none of that other stuff even mattered, as long as she could keep feeling this good, this breathtakingly exposed, this vulnerable, this connected to her dad, and this desired.

The conversation in the room sounded muffled and far away as her consciousness began slipping into her instinctive state, and she realized with a last, futile thrill of horror that she would allow-gosh, she knew she'd beg-the men in that room to do whatever they wanted with her as long as they kept touching her like this, or showed her what they needed to do to make her feel even better. Her voice was a whisper.

'Yes, Mr. Davis. I'll really try. That feels so good...oh, please don't stop...'

Martin, carefully maintaining contact with her clitoris, and moving slowly and deliberately in order to avoid spooking her, shifted and knelt in front of Abigail. She followed him with wide eyes, her hands coming to rest uncertainly on his shoulders as he looked up through his spectacles and smiled kindly at the beautiful naked girl.



'Don't worry, sweet creature,' he said, kissing her stomach and returning his gaze to her pussy, 'we'll do much more of that soon.'

She still stood with her legs together; despite her willingness, it was clear she had a ways to go before she'd be fully comfortable in these sorts of situations. Martin didn't need her to open them for what he was going to do, however. Locating her slit at the base of her luxurious mons, he gently pried her labia apart with his fingers, exposing some of her glistening dark pink flesh and her clitoris, which was clearly engorged and pressed itself obscenely into the room from under its hood.

Abigail blushed furiously as Martin handled her with such matter-of-factness and escalated her exposure so cavalierly, but she maintained her presence of mind and stood stock still while he made his inspection, and we all craned forward from our seats to get a better view. Still holding her outer lips open, Martin looked back up at her. 'It's been quite a while since your boyfriend had you, and you know that this sort of touching feels good. Do you masturbate, Abigail?'

Abigail's mouth dropped open at the question, but before she could even come up with an appropriate answer Martin leaned in and slowly, softly kissed her clitoris.

The poor girl let out a sharp wail and nearly collapsed as the old man's lips made contact with her button and bolts of pleasure shot through her. As her knees momentarily buckled from the unexpected kiss, her hips naturally rocked backward, causing her to pull her clitoris away from his mouth. Martin instantly administered a sharp smack to her butt in order to get her attention.

'Stand up, girl,' he said sharply, 'Now listen to me very closely: you must never pull away like that. I was very much enjoying kissing your clit, and it's very bad for you to take it away before I'm done enjoying it.'

The other girls had been talking and giggling amongst themselves, and they stopped short at the sound of Elizabeth's spank, their heads raised in unison like a small herd of deer.

'Pay attention, girls,' Curt admonished them, 'this is important stuff that Mr. Davis is talking about.'

'If a man is kissing you-no matter where on your body-you must never stop him,' Martin continued. 'It doesn't matter if you're overcome by the sensation, it doesn't matter if you're having an orgasm-if a man is kissing you like that, you must be strong enough to stay still and let him finish.

'When a man kisses you, it's because you've caught his attention and he may be interested in training you. Your pheromones give him valuable information about your body's receptivity to training, and powerful instinctual clues about what sort of training he should administer to you—he is investigating your scent and your taste to decide whether and how he should invest his time and energy on your body.

'If he becomes more aroused by kissing you, it's because your body is sending signals asking him for training.'

He indicated the large bulge in his pants.

'Do you see this? This is a result of that kiss to your clit. It's from breathing in the musk between your legs, and tasting your sweat and your girl juices, and feeling the soft skin of your vulva against my lips and your clitoris against my tongue-and all of that is telling me your body needs to be trained right now. You must never disrupt that process, for your own health. The longer a girl's body goes without getting what it needs, the worse the effects can be. This is a warning. The next time you will be disciplined, do you understand?'

Abigail nodded tremulously and resumed her position. Martin smiled again and told her she was a good girl.

'Now let's try that again. And let's move your feet out about shoulder-width, that's it. This time I'm going to have you spread your lips and show me your clitoris like other good girls know how to do. That's it, let me see it...press your labia back just like that,' he instructed, guiding her fingers as he taught her the proper way to present her girl parts when asked. 'Now I'm going to ask you a question, and I need you to answer me while keeping your clitoris right here for me to kiss. Do you masturbate, Abigail?'

Abigail was already making a series of low whimpers as she anticipated Martin's touch and steeled herself to maintain her composure against the profound sensations it elicited. Martin, impressed with how compliant she was becoming and how hard she was trying, rewarded her trust by restraining himself from exploiting her widened stance, and once again simply gave her clit a series of slow, rhythmic kisses.

Abigail, doing her best to stay motionless as he tortured her, realized the game he'd played by making her offer more complete access to her genitals and causing her to expect a far more invasive inspection, then ignoring those new opportunities in favor of returning to her clitoris.

It was all to test her, to see what she was willing to do of her own accord, and in what areas the men would have to put more effort into training her. It was to see if she trusted them enough to do what she was told without being forced, even if it scared her-and evidently, it was her willingness to obey that was the most important thing.

As long as she followed their lead and remained teachable, everything would be fine. The realization, combined with the overwhelming sensations coming from her clit, caused another rush of sweet fluid to fill her vagina as she tried to stand stock-still and answer his question.

'Uh...oh my gosh...um...yes. Yes, Mr. Davis, I...I do..touch myself.'

She yelped as Martin pulled away from her clitoris and smacked her butt again.

'Abigail, please use the word 'masturbate' when you talk about touching your vagina, alright?'

'Yes, sir-I mean yes, Mr. Davis,' she squeaked, her face a mask of chagrin as she admitted to the room of concerned fathers to engaging in the guileless self-defilement of a young girl who just wants to feel good, 'I...I masturbate.'

Martin paused from his work on Abigail's clit to look up at her again. 'Good girl. Good job holding still, good job sharing your clitoris with me, and good job answering. Okay then, how often do you masturbate?'

Now he very gently reached back between her legs and ran his fingers slowly through her bush, ever-so-softly brushing along the edges of her labia until he found where her juices had begun to seep from her entrance. Only his fingertips touched her, a maddening whisper of contact with her inner thighs, her pussy, even the inner curves of her butt cheeks where they came together just behind her anus as his hand basked in the heavy warmth that radiated from between Abigail's legs.

He wasn't trying to accustom her to his touch; right now he was only focused on letting her get comfortable simply with the proximity of his hand to what, until now, she'd thought of as her private parts. As he continued to earn her trust, he'd carefully push her to the next level.

'Oh, yes, Mr. Davis,' she murmured, her voice coming from far back in her throat, 'oh, that's ...nice...should I keep spreading myself?'

'Of course you should, sweet girl. If a man tells you to present yourself, you should do it until he tells you to stop.'

He brought his other hand to her breast, lightly brushing the full underside with the back of his knuckles, then taking hold of her nipple and applying a steady, firm pressure. He didn't pinch or tweak; he simply held it firmly between his thumb and forefinger as he continued to explore her secret place between her legs. He repeated his question, searching her face intently as he touched her, watching her respond and react as she tried to answer.

'Oh, Mr. Davis...I..I usually masturbate...like...like once a day...'

'Very good, Abigail. When do you masturbate?'

The sweet girl moaned in pleasure and mortification as she realized she was being compelled to expose herself personally as shamelessly as she was being made to expose herself physically, and she valiantly fought off both an orgasm and her plummeting sense of embarrassment as she labored to obey Martin.

'Usually at night...before I go to sleep...I touch myself in bed...I mean, I masturbate in my bed,' she rushed to correct herself.

'Nearly every night?'

'Yes, Mr. Davis. Cumming helps me sleep. Oh, daddy, I'm so sorry,' she cried out suddenly, 'I know I'm not supposed to do it. I'm so, so sorry!'

We all looked at Levi, who sat on the edge of his chair with a furrow in his brow as his daughter revealed the details of her young intimate life.

'Anything you have to say, Levi?' Martin asked.

The soft-spoken Canadian slowly stood up.

'Honestly, Martin, I'm disappointed, but also strangely relieved. Abigail has always been my princess. I've always called her my good girl.'

He strode to the front of the room and took his daughter's right hand from where it still held open her pussy for Martin, and removed a simple silver ring from off her finger.

'That's why I must take this away now,' he said, turning to us.

'This is a promise ring that Abigail put on her finger five years ago. It represents her solemn vow she made to let me protect her and guide her dating choices as her father, and to abstain from sexual impropriety. Unfortunately, it seems to have been a futile gesture.

'I liked Aaron, her boyfriend, but I did not give my approval for him to sleep with her. I expected better of her. And the fact that she would continue to wear this ring, even after losing her virginity to a high school kid and beginning to masturbate at home, is crushing to me.'

He held up her hand and the ring, looking her in her eyes.

'You masturbate with your right hand, don't you? You've worn this ring on this hand while you touched yourself.'

Abigail nodded, her eyes brimming with the realization of how deeply her betrayal had saddened her father. He turned back to us.

'But at the same time, this has all been further confirmation that this move was the right move. The way we were doing things before just wasn't working-in spite of our best efforts, lies and sneakiness and secrets were inevitable. The system itself was dysfunctional-I wish I had known that every night, as I watched the news downstairs, just a few feet away in the room above me my daughter was naked and touching herself. But even if I had known, there's little I could have done to help her.

'So I'm taking this ring for two reasons: one sad, and one happy.

'First, I'm taking it because she doesn't deserve it. Wearing this has been a lie. She hasn't been a good girl, she's literally been a bad girl, over and over.

'But secondly, I'm taking it because we no longer need it. It's been beautiful to watch the layers get stripped away from my daughter, and it feels so right for everything to be in the open now. Rather than trying to control her sex for her own safety, now we can celebrate it and cultivate it into the lovely, blessed, wild thing that it is.

'Sweetheart,' he said, taking her face in his hands, 'there is nothing more for you to be ashamed of. Everything I see here-every part of your beautiful body, every urge you have, every instinct, every desire-is wonderful and magical, and now we are in a safe place for you to explore all of it.

'I want you to give yourself fully to this training, and I want to always know you this way-completely naked and open to me. I want to know and love every part of your life, every part of your amazing mind, and every part of your beautiful body.

'I'm taking this ring because I no longer need to worry about who you're dating or whether they're trying to sleep with you. Living here, we are surrounded by only friends. Every father here shares the same hope I have for you-that you'll excel in your training, and become the best girl you can be.

'Therefore,' he announced to us, kissing his daughter's forehead and returning to his seat, 'I am releasing Abigail to all of you. You have my blessing to teach her, develop her, coach her, and enjoy her.'

We all applauded, and Abigail grinned with relief as her father publicly turned a blind eye to her indiscretions. Martin, who had continued petting Abigail's pussy during Levi's conversation with her, rose from his crouch beside her and smiled.

'Very well, then,' he said, taking her hand and leading her to stand next to the other girls, who immediately crowded close to her, giggling as they welcomed her to their gaggle, 'Abigail, you do not need to be ashamed anymore that you used to masturbate in your room. It was simply your body telling you that it needed something important.

'Unfortunately, before now you could only respond to your body's needs by touching yourself; but that's nowhere near a sufficient substitute for what it truly requires, which is penetration and insemination. I'm glad that you came here when you did-you've been playing a dangerous game by going so long after losing your virginity without a man having you. Fortunately I think we are in time to prevent significant ill effects, and we'll start you on a better path today. Stand here, and let's begin, shall we?'

It had been an excellent showcase of girl handling, and we applauded as Martin sank back with a satisfied sigh into his easy chair and surveyed the completed collection of five naked girls arrayed in front of him.

He had abruptly stranded Abigail slightly adrift; aroused and frustrated, and suddenly part of a pack with five of her kind, instead of in a special warm bubble with Martin. She was pensive as she waited to learn the next steps down the path she'd chosen, and she would naturally be searching for a way back both to the warmth, and to the attention to her genitals-she was in a state, in other words, precisely suited to the needs of the afternoon.

'Martin, thank you so much,' Levi said gratefully, 'I really appreciate all your help. And thank you to the rest of you for being patient with Abigail-I apologize for her holding up the afternoon.'

'Goodness, no,' I protested, 'that was no inconvenience. That display from Martin was worth the price of admission by itself. Awesome work, Martin.'

'Hear, hear!' agreed Dave and Curt.

Martin waved us off.

'Years of experience and a little luck, fellows,' he chuckled, 'but at least now she's finally stripped down and ready to do her part, precious thing.

'Levi, I know you chose leniency for her because you guys have just moved here and all, but disobedience is disobedience, and lying and having sex and masturbating are serious. If you change your mind and think she should be disciplined, we can add that to the schedule for today. We'll be happy to help-purely from a training perspective, it wouldn't be a bad idea anyways for the other girls to watch one of their own get punished for misbehavior.'

Levi thanked Martin again, and said he'd think about it, but that he'd probably just let it slide this time, let bygones be bygones, and allow today to be a fresh start. 'Let's stick with basic training for the moment,' he suggested. 'Do whatever you feel she needs, but I don't think she requires punishment right now. If she acts up while she's being instructed today, then I'll certainly appreciate your help correcting her.'

Martin nodded understandingly and turned back to the lovely examples of girl-flesh at the front of the room, who stood in a row with their hands behind their backs.

'Girls,' he said, 'sometimes your trainer may ask you questions to get a better understanding of what sort of things he should work with you on, much like I just did with Abigail. Yes, I know it was wrong of her to masturbate; but because I asked enough questions to discover that she does, I know that she's already familiar with some of the kinds of touching that feel good for her. When I train her in just a little bit, I'll instruct her to show me how she used to do it before bed; then we can use that information as I'm teaching her.

'Other times you might be trained by a man who already knows what he wants to teach you, and it will be up to you to think on your feet and try to keep up. You must be prepared for all kinds of lessons.

'Before we start, does anyone have any questions they'd like to ask any of the girls? Or do any of the girls have any questions?'

I raised my hand. 'I do, for all of you-it's only been a few days since the Festival; how many men have trained you so far? Jennifer is at five, I believe. And obviously Abigail is only at one. What about the rest of you?'

Jennifer shot me a peeved look, presumably for divulging how many lessons she'd had, but the other girls answered without histrionics. Kristen said she was at four, and Layla said that since the Festival she'd only been trained once, by her father's business partner. Elizabeth's free spirit made everyone laugh when she proudly announced she was already at twelve; I suspected that Martin's friends had been lining up outside his door to pay their respects to his visiting and freshly-eligible granddaughter and spend some quality time with her by the pool or on the guest bed, and the affable fellow just hated to leave anyone out. Nonetheless she seemed to be loving it, and her enthusiasm warmed everyone's heart.

'Are there any things you have been looking forward to learning or doing?' Dave asked, 'We can probably integrate some of them into our plans for the day.'.

There was some shuffling of feet and good-natured blushing as the girls thought about his question; this was all so new to them that they probably didn't have a significant pool of knowledge from which to draw many specific examples of things they still hadn't experienced. Jennifer, precocious and decisive as I'd always loved her for being, took a small step forward and looked around the room at each father, smiling as she spoke.

'Ever since the very first time I saw it, I've been fascinated with blowjobs. I remember the first time I learned they were a thing, and I remember the first time I saw a picture of one. It totally astonished me-like, I couldn't even handle how or why a girl would put a man's private parts in her mouth. It horrified me so much. It was SO gross. I didn't know how I was going to live in a world where that happened at all, and THEN one of my friends told me that they happen pretty often. I was terrified that someone would make me do one-but I couldn't stop thinking about it.'

She giggled bashfully as she remembered how silly she had been when she was younger, how naive. Every father was rapt in his attention to my daughter, hanging on every word the gorgeous naked girl said as she tried to help them better train her by sharing, simply and frankly, a deeply personal story about her sexual awakening.

'Every night when I'd lay in bed drifting to sleep, I'd half-dream of a man taking off my clothes, having me kneel down in front of him, taking out his penis, and making me kiss it and put it in my mouth. Usually I'd start crying at first, but then...it was like...his penis started to actually taste good, and felt really good in my mouth, and I'd start feeling better as I sucked it.

'As I got older, it kept getting cooler and cooler in my head. Like, how rad is it that something so simple can make a man feel so amazing? I've always really tried to be a good girl, and I thought it was awesome that a man's penis would tell me so clearly whether I was or not-I figured that as long as he stayed erect, whatever I was doing with my mouth must be good, and I couldn't wait to learn to be a real good girl.

'I didn't know back then that a real man would orgasm and shoot semen in my mouth in real life, but I wasn't disappointed when I learned that, and maybe it's silly, but I've always been so excited to be old enough to actually give blowjobs.'

I was so proud of her. She stood tall, inviting our gaze with the knowledge that every part of her body was a perfect gift she had been created to share, and she spoke calmly and used the proper words, instead of euphemisms, for most of her sexual references. She had always been smart and motivated, but even I was impressed with how quickly she had begun to adapt to her new role. Her courage, her openness, her willingness to try and fail and learn-she was truly blossoming into a fine girl.



'I feel like I've been lucky that some of the men who have already trained me this week wanted one,' she continued, 'but I'd really like to get more practice with my mouth today if I can. And I really like the taste of semen, so if I got to choose-and I know I don't, but I'm just saying-IF I got to choose, I would like for you guys to cum in my mouth when you're finished training me.'

'And that, gentlemen,' Martin said amid the other fathers' earnest assurances that every effort would be made to find time in today's busy schedule for Jennifer to practice her oral skills, 'is what makes a Festival champion. Thank you for sharing that, Jennifer. You seem to have a strong mind-body connection-I'm impressed at your ability to articulate so clearly what you are experiencing and thinking sexually. You're going to do very well in your training in the coming years.'

'I...um...once saw it where the girl...was sitting on top of the guy. On his penis,' Layla said, raising her hand and taking some confidence from her friend's frankness. 'It looked like it would be kind of fun and feel really good-I'd like to try that with one of you if that's okay.'

Curt spoke up. 'Have any of you done anal yet?'

All of the girls' eyes widened and they shook their heads.

'It's a bit advanced, but it is still definitely a fundamental skill that you'll all need to learn at some point anyways-would any of you like to start working on that today? If one of you does, I'll just teach her. Otherwise I'll just volunteer a couple of you when you visit my station.'

With an impish look on her face, and to a chorus of impressed titters from her companions, Elizabeth slowly raised her hand. 'I'd like to try, at least. But I don't want it to hurt a lot.'

'Of course,' Curt said, 'we'll go slow and see how far we can get.'

Dave lifted his beer. 'I'd be happy to team up with you and work on her together, if you'd like some help.'

'Perfect,' Curt replied, giving a Top Gun salute and thumbs-up, 'we can do that later this afternoon perhaps.'

'I want to know something,' Jennifer announced with a mischievous look in my direction, 'you all know how many men have trained us-I think you should tell us how many girls you've trained.'

She was met with a laugh, and I was about to reprimand her impertinence, but Martin stepped in.

'Dear girl, that is not an appropriate question-but I think you know that. I'll just say for myself that when I was a bit younger, I scheduled a lesson for every evening on my way home from the office, and often first thing in the morning on the way back into the city as well. That adds up to quite a number of girls I've been fortunate to work with over the years.'

His features softened in his reverie, and he gestured at my daughter with a smile as he spoke to her.

'The beauty is that every time I train a new girl, it's like the first time again. I'll never tire of this work. The privilege of handling girls like you, Jennifer; the honor of being one of the first men to use your body for its intended purpose; the thrill of releasing my semen into that exquisite vagina that took eighteen whole years to reach perfection-ah, it's all a blessing.'

The rest of us murmured our agreement, and reflected on the five naked blessings that were indeed about to be enjoyed.

Abigail timidly raised her hand. 'Um, are you going to...train us...really...hard?'

Everyone rushed to assure her that they'd start slow and easy and work up from there, and Kristen hugged her and whispered that she had wanted to ask the same thing.

'Remember, girls,' Martin reiterated, 'we want everything we do TO you to feel good FOR you.'

Then, rising to his feet, he announced, 'Alright, gentlemen, if you have any further, more intimate questions for the girls you can ask them when they visit your station, of course.

'Now, the girls will be rotating counterclockwise through the room, so in order to have all of them at their fathers' stations on the fifth rotation, your girls will each start to your right.

'That means, my dear Robert, that you, sir, will begin with my darling Elizabeth-enjoy,' he said, giving his granddaughter a light shove in my direction.

(Continued in Ch. 9c)
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This series deals with first-time, free-use, age difference, light BDSM/noncon, and light incest.

****************

Part 3.

She didn't need one, however, and bounced towards me with a grin. I was again enchanted by her full, young body and the way her considerable breasts swung in harmony with her smooth hips as she walked, her big nipples riding the crests of two magnificent waves. Her glasses made her hazel eyes look even bigger than they were; I kissed her and told her she was beautiful, and ran my fingers hungrily through the pink stripe in her golden-blond bush.

'Jennifer, then, will go to Dave first-I heard a rumour he was willing to let you practice your blowjobs with him,' he chuckled, 'and Layla will start with Levi-and I must say, Levi, you're a lucky man to start your entire training career with her. What a lovely girl. Welcome to America, indeed.'

Jennifer blew me a little kiss as she joined Dave, who put his big arm around my daughter and kissed her on the head as he waited for further instructions from Martin. Layla giggled as she met Levi with an embrace, and told him she would do her best for him since she was his first girl.

'That of course means that Curt will get to train Abigail as we begin-don't worry, sweetheart, he's a very good trainer, and also a good start for you in your new home-and then finally that Kristen will be mine first. Come along, girl, bring that naked tush over here.'

Curt extended a hand to Abigail as she walked uncertainly to his side, her eyes shining from anticipation and some fear of the unknown. Like Dave, Curt simply put an arm around the naked girl and pulled her close to him; Abigail stood stiffly, attempting to calm herself and accept the trim, lean body that she was pressed against, and that would soon be enjoying hers.

'This is the beginning of the five-minute Exploration portion of our party, folks! Gentlemen, you will use this time to get to know the girl at your station in any way you see fit, and start thinking about how you want to train her. At the sound of the timer, the girls will move to the next station and we'll repeat the process with each girl.

'Oh, goodness, I forgot the prizes!' He suddenly exclaimed. 'We want to make learning fun and reward you for trying hard today, girls, so there are three ways you can earn prizes.

'First, if any of you are able to make any father here climax before we get to the Ejaculation section, he must buy you a new phone of your choice. This is to encourage your best efforts from the start. A man, by the way, should never tell you to be less sexy; if what you're doing makes it hard for him to control himself, that's something he needs to work on. You're just doing what you were created to do.'

The girls squealed at delight at this announcement and started talking trash; we pursed our lips and shook our heads determinedly. There would be none of that. At the same time, one had to honestly assess the risk; by Martin's agenda we'd all be at twenty minutes of 'exploration' and thirty minutes of actually fucking by the time we started our ten minutes with our last girl, so prudence was the better part of valor if we didn't plan on financing a new phone for one of the minxes.

'Next, any girls able to collect at least three male orgasms over the course of the afternoon will earn a $150 gift card to the clothing store of their choice. They don't have to be from three different men, either. This is to teach you work ethic-don't stop until your job is complete. Every father here took time out of his day and showed up here to train you; make sure you check around regularly to see if anyone has anything else they want to teach you.

'And the girl who gets the most fathers to orgasm will get a new laptop, to recognize her for being the overall sexiest girl of the day, as determined by how many men choose her body to finish in. Or on. Or whatever. Any time you get cum out of a cock, it counts for your tally, got it girls?'

With that, Martin set the timer, and we began.

I had Elizabeth lie down on the couch and knelt on the floor beside her, taking a moment to drink her in with my eyes. She was so soft and curvy, with an adorable little belly pooch. I kissed her again, more deeply, then began kissing my way down her body, pausing to suck on her big nipple, then over her belly and between her legs. She sighed and easily parted her thighs for me; it was obvious she'd been well-taught to love sex already, and she eagerly offered her pussy to me in anticipation of the things she hoped I would do to it.

I brought both hands to her bush and gently spread her thick pair of bright pink labia and began kissing the slickness between them, and she arched as I licked past her clit. She smelled of fresh ocean air, and I gloried in her fragrant blond fur as it tickled my nose.

I was in heaven; I shifted over a bit and undid my pants, pulling out my cock. Elizabeth licked her lips and scooted closer to the edge of the couch, rolling to her side so she could rest her head on the cushion and suck me where I knelt in front of her. As she got into her rhythm, I glanced up at Jennifer.

She was on her knees in front of Dave, who had dropped his trousers and was evaluating her oral technique for a few minutes before making any suggestions for improvements. She was working about half of his cock into her mouth and trying to stroke his shaft with her hand as well.

His thick red mustache was drawn down in concentration as he brushed the hair from my daughter's cheek-she was struggling with the timing, as if she were trying to pat her head and rub her tummy-but he broke into a gentle smile when she looked up at him with her mouth full, and I guessed he was going to suggest simplifying her approach for the moment by not using her hands.

Curt had Abigail standing at attention with her arms outstretched, and was inspecting her body carefully. His voice was low, but unmistakably commanding, and he clearly instructed her at every step as to what she should do. She was replying with 'yes, sir,' and 'no, sir,' and seemed almost relieved that she didn't have to worry about what to do while being trained by the officer. I guessed that attention to detail, duty, and discipline were hallmarks of life at the Ford house.

'And...rotate,' Martin suddenly said as the timer sounded. Five minutes was not very long, and as excited as I was for everything that was still to come, it was difficult watching Elizabeth walk away and join Dave. I took solace in the fact that she would soon be back, and be the first girl of the day I'd fuck.

Kristen was next, however, and as she came near I admired her thoroughbred body. She was gorgeous, with high cheekbones and blond hair reminiscent of Charlize Theron. Curt's daughter was very lean, with clearly-defined abs, and she was completely shaven. I kissed her on the lips, then kissed her breasts as she stood there. She was honestly a little thin for me; I knew that it was a style, but I just liked some curves. She was quiet, patient. Disciplined. That was the word. I could tell that she was held to high standards in her home, and while she was beautiful, there was also a coolness or calmness I felt as I ran my hands over her thighs and between her legs.

'Girls,' Martin said to the room, 'the inspection a man gives you before training is extremely important. There are different styles and techniques, but just do exactly as you're told, and make sure you let him examine you, smell you, taste you, touch you wherever he needs to.'

He was working with Abigail, and he turned her away from him and with a firm hand on her back instructed her to bend at the waist. Grinning delightedly at the sight of her upturned tail, he kissed her right butt cheek next to her entrance, and carefully spread her pussy lips to inspect the rich pink opening in the center of her dark bush. Her adorable face registered a perfect mix of surprise and shock, her hand meeting the 'O' of her mouth, that looked exactly like a girl in an old-school pinup cartoon as he checked her wetness.

'You want to give him access to every part of your body, so he can decide how best to train you,' he continued, dipping a finger into her opening and bringing it to his mouth. 'He's watching how you move, how you react; seeing what gives you goosebumps or shivers, or makes you smile, or makes your vagina start to lubricate-all of these are clues a man will use to get your body ready for training.'

Despite his obvious eagerness, Levi seemed to be struggling a bit to wrap his head around the situation. Layla had done her best to make him feel comfortable, but I could see that he was still processing the reality that all of these girls were for him to enjoy; I supposed it was understandable, given the strong taboos he'd lived with all his life.

He seemed tentative and hesitant to get physical with the girls, even though they generously offered themselves to him. I knew it would take a few minutes for him to get up to speed, and Jennifer was doing a great job putting him at ease. She was just talking with him and smiling, standing close to him with her hands sweetly on his arms. She giggled occasionally, and I looked up to see her grin at him as she shimmied her shoulders playfully and made her nipples brush back and forth across his chest.

He was clearly becoming enraptured by her, and allowed her to place his hand between her legs as she leaned in to ask him for a kiss. Watching her growth into a healthy, generous, sexual girl over just the past week had been such a pleasure; I was astonished at her warm, welcoming personality that instantly made every man feel she trusted him and wanted the same things he wanted.

I was watching Curt, who had Layla standing at attention, as he'd had Abigail do, and was giving her short, brusque orders as he inspected her delicious body, when Martin spoke up.

'Gentlemen, let it be noted that the lovely Abigail is giving her first blowjob, ever, right now, and she's doing a pretty good job.'

We all looked over and cheered our congratulations as Abigail somewhat awkwardly maneuvered her mouth around the head of Martin's penis. He was by no means impressively endowed, and his cock was gnarled and bumpy, and veered quite suddenly to the left, like the stump of an old tree root; but it was perhaps the perfect, friendly size for Abigail to experiment with as the first penis she'd ever had in her mouth.

The timer went off again, and the girls moved to the next spot.

As Abigail joined me, wiping the saliva from the corner of her mouth after her lesson with Martin's penis, I took her in my arms and asked how she was doing so far. She played it cool, but her eyes suggested she was feeling a little overwhelmed, and understandably so.

'I'm okay. I mean I'm good!' she said, 'This is definitely...um, a lot to take in.'

I held her by the shoulders and ran my hand up her neck, holding the back of her head as I spoke to her.

'You're doing so great, sweet thing,' I said, 'I can imagine this is a lot. Tell you what, what would you like to do right now? What's something you can focus on that will help you stay calm and get used to this?'

She thought briefly, and made up her mind. 'Could I suck on your penis, Mr. Stevenson? I kind of just got started with Mr. Davis's and the time ran out. I was starting to get the hang of it, I think.'

'Of course, dear girl,' I answered, unzipping my trousers and guiding her hand to pull my erection from them. I was terrifically hard, and the excitement of the first two girls ensured that a large bead of clear pre-cum spilled immediately from the opening at the head, running down the side of my cock and over Abigail's fingers.

'Go ahead and lick that up right away, Abigail,' I instructed, and savored the view as the adorable girl lapped up the slick fluid from my shaft first, then her hand, and began sucking on the tip of my penis. 'You must never let anything that comes from a penis go to waste, do you understand? It must all get inside you, whether in your mouth, pussy, or butt. Sometimes a man might cum on you, and that's fine-just make sure you try to clean it all up with your fingers and get it in your belly where it belongs when he's done, okay?'

She nodded conscientiously.

'Can you try to lick the tip of your tongue inside the little hole in the head of my cock and make sure you clean it really well?'

With great care she complied, doing her best to lick up all traces of the sweet fluid. She obviously had no experience, and I was content to let her get comfortable and do her best. It clearly calmed her down; her eyes closed and she made little sounds to herself as she showed me what she knew about taking care of an erection with her mouth.

I was happy to see that Levi had evidently started to get his feet under him, and had pushed the ever-game Elizabeth onto the lounge and had his face enthusiastically buried between her legs as she held his head and whispered 'yes, yes, yes...'

The timer sounded again, and after I kissed Abigail on the head and sent her over to Dave, I turned in time to see Layla walking toward me.

'Dear girl, you are magnificent,' I said as she came near, my lips meeting hers and my hands going immediately to her little breasts. As I gently brought my hands to her chest, I thrilled to the sensation of her pink nipples grazing my palms.

'Thank you, Mr. Stevenson,' she replied, welcoming my touch and kissing me again, 'this feels kind of crazy, right?'

My erection was still sticking out of my pants from Abigail's training, and Layla delicately ran her fingers up and down the shaft. Copious amount of Elizabeth's and Abigail's combined saliva still coated it, allowing her fingertips to slide easily over the dark, textured skin, and I groaned under my breath as my cock flexed into her hand at her touch, its glistening head swelling in welcome as the young girl introduced herself to it for the first time.

'I guess you could say that,' I chuckled. 'Layla, I've been looking forward to this for a long time. I've always thought you were one of Jennifer's most beautiful friends, and I can't tell you how excited I am to enjoy you. How do you feel right now?'

'Honestly, I'm having a ton of fun,' she laughed, 'I've been looking forward to learning about sex forever. And I...always thought you were super nice. You always take such good care of Jennifer, and you're kind to me. Have you really been wanting to train me, Mr. Stevenson? Or are you just saying that?'

'My goodness, sweet girl,' I said sincerely, kneeling down to get a closer look at her vulva, 'You have no idea. I've been imagining your naked body and thinking about what I would do with it once you'd celebrated your Festival since, well, since I first saw you. You are the girl I've been most looking forward to working with today. And sweet thing, you are incredible.'

Her naked pussy was fat and smooth, with a long cleft in the center of her mound and thick outer lips that begged to be nibbled. I kissed her slit, then licked it from the bottom to the top, pressing the tip of my tongue as deep between her lips as I could reach and burying my nose in her tidy, triangular patch of dark fur. She tasted of sea salt and citrus, with a hint of warm spice.

She supported herself with her hands on my shoulders, her breathing quickening and a shudder taking over her body. I was overcome with wanting her, and I spun her around and bent her over, instructing her to widen the distance between her feet. The view was extraordinary.

The tension of her stance caused her athletic butt cheeks to separate, full and taut, as she presented herself to me. She wasn't very tan, but her skin was lighter in sheltered areas, including her genitals; a faint but distinct triangle around her anus, shaped like a deer's tail, flared like an exclamation point to my limbic system, and her full vulva unfurled a pair of smooth, thick inner lips which shone with her juices.

'Arch your back for me, sweet thing,' I said, 'Let me get a good look at your beautiful girl parts. That's a good girl. Yes, you may put your hands on your knees...that's lovely. This is a good position for you to assume anytime someone wants to inspect you from behind, alright? Remember to exaggerate the arch-better to show more than you were asked to, rather than less.'

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson,' Layla replied earnestly, committing to her pose with admirable resolution, 'is this better?'

I swallowed, my mouth literally beginning to water as I watched her studious efforts to heed my guidance and present herself more explicitly. Basic issues of anatomical geography meant that most girls naturally had a somewhat foggy notion of what many poses looked like to an external observer at the end of them furthest from their own eyes, and they had to rely on feel to learn a correct arch, which was typically significantly deeper than their initial attempts.

As a life-long athlete, however, Layla just needed clear instruction and fundamental principles she could work on mastering. She already brought boatloads of natural physical talent and an attitude of excellence to the table; all she craved was a good coach with a winning playbook, who was willing to put some time into drilling her often and hard.

'Yes, Layla, that's much better,' I assured her, enthralled by the results of her efforts, 'that's fantastic. Now you're clearly showing me everything-the backs of your legs, your butt, your cute little anus, and your whole vulva are fully available to me. In fact, you're arching so deeply that you're stretching your pelvic muscles and your vagina is gaping a bit. I can see inside you a little ways before it goes dark, and the edges of your opening are shimmering with your nectar. Dear girl, you are spectacular. Good job.'

In a state of nearly holy awe, I placed my hands on the backs of her thick, sculpted thighs and leaned in to dip the tip of my tongue directly into that heavenly little abyss. She let out a long, low, 'ooohhh...' as I entered her, and she reflexively clenched down around my tongue, then gently re-opened again as she grew accustomed to having a small part of me inside her body. I tried to carefully clean up all her juices from her opening, and softly kissed her perfect butthole before giving her clitoris a couple of big, soft, kitty licks.

Across the room, Curt was dealing with the energetic Elizabeth, who was having trouble holding still so he could inspect her backside. Not a man to tolerate nonsense, he had secured her with one of her arms held tightly behind her back and was kissing her neck as his hand roughly explored her butt. She had transitioned rapidly from giggles, to shrieks, to a sustained purr as she submitted to his stern handling; it was heartwarming to see the girl, who had been raised in such freedom and creativity and self-expression, begin to discover the darker pleasures of giving herself up to a man who knew exactly what he wanted, and who wouldn't second-guess himself when it came to getting it from a girl's body.

The timer went off for the fourth time, and I embraced Layla and told her I was looking forward to her next visit to my station; now it was time for a quick break.



'Alright, gentlemen,' Martin announced, reluctantly sending Jennifer my way, 'this is a chance to check in with your girls really quick, and then we'll move on to the second portion of our day.'

My daughter's breasts were covered in a slick sheen; Martin was an enthusiast's enthusiast, and he gloried with great abandon in the wondrous work of handling girls. Unable to wipe the giant grin from his face, he'd been voraciously sucking on her nipples, and had licked and slobbered all over her chest and throat in his delight. She was giggling and shaking her head as she walked over to me.

'How are you doing, sweetheart?' I asked, kissing her with a smile.

'I'm great, daddy!' she laughed, 'This is super cool! I'm so glad I get to experience so many different styles and try so many new things in one place today. Mr. Davis is so sweet-I think he really likes my body,' she giggled, indicating her soaked bosom..

'I think he loves pretty much all girls' bodies,' I chuckled, glancing over at Martin as he chatted with his granddaughter. Elizabeth was flushed and her eyes shone after her first brief encounter with Curt; she seemed to be highly responsive to a dominant training style. Martin's cock was still outside his pants, and as Elizabeth excitedly relayed her adventures to this point, she absently reached beneath his erection and began gently scratching her grandfather's scrotum.

Martin's impressive white beard was only the most immediately visible indicator that he was indeed a very hairy man; Elizabeth's foray revealed further clues. Martin's ball sack was large and full, compensating well for his serviceable though less formidable penis, but what caught the attention was the thick coat of long, coarse, gray hair that covered it. It was unapologetically beastly, and strangely magnificent, and could not have contrasted more starkly with his granddaughter's delicate, white fingers that combed affectionately through it as comfortably as if she were scratching a big, friendly dog behind the ears. His penis even bobbed up and down as she petted him under his sack, his erection wagging like a happy, stubby tail.

On the other side of us, Levi and Abigail were having a heart-to-heart chat in low tones. She was smiling and nodding understandingly, and Levi kissed her on her forehead, holding her somewhat gingerly with his hands on her arms; I supposed it would take a while for him to get fully accustomed to dealing with his beautiful daughter while she was nude, let alone while she was in the process of servicing four other men, but he seemed to be catching on.

Abigail was so cute with her soft, tidy little butt cheeks hanging out; I had the visceral impression of their warmth and imagined sliding my hand into the darkness between them. I could tell that she wanted to hug her father, but her nakedness was giving her at least as much pause as it was him, and she restrained herself. She would be fine; in a few minutes she would be getting plenty of physical closeness from the four other fathers.

Jennifer followed my gaze.

'Mr. Miller is super nice,' she said, 'I like him a lot. I touched the front of his pants when I was with him, and I think he has a really big penis. I'm going to ask him if I can suck on it later.' She turned back to me. 'How is Abigail doing?'

'She'll be fine,' I answered, 'She's got a lot to get used to, but she's great; I'm planning to keep it easy and gentle when I train her today. How are you, honey? Everything making sense? Are you feeling good? Are you ready for the next part?'

'Yes, daddy, thank you,' she replied, kissing me sweetly, 'You know what? I know I'm the oldest, and it was probably scary raising me and knowing these days would come, but I want to say I think you've done a great job with me-I feel great, and I'm looking forward to my training from all these wonderful guys this afternoon. I love you so much, daddy.'

'Oh, honey, I love you so much too,' I said, my eyes welling slightly as my daughter shared. She was breathtakingly beautiful in this moment-her nipples erect in the cool air as it began to evaporate the heavy coat of Martin's slobber which seemed to cover her exquisite naked body, her mascara already beginning to run from her oral efforts on Dave's cock, her eyes shining as she told me how good she felt and how excited she was to master everything she would have to learn on this challenging, life-changing journey of becoming a woman. 'You don't know how much that means to me. I'm so proud of you always.'

The timer beeped, and Martin, gently brushing Elizabeth's hand from his sack, announced that it was time to rotate and begin the second portion of the party.

'This is the Copulation segment,' he said, sending Elizabeth my direction with a pat on the butt, 'gentlemen, we'll undress now and you will have ten minutes with each girl to use as you see fit-but a reminder, don't climax with any of them this round unless you want to be on the hook for a new phone.'

'Well, hello again, beautiful girl,' I welcomed Elizabeth with a kiss, 'I'm so lucky to get to start with you. Come on down here and suck me for a few minutes, then I'll fuck you. That's a good girl, show me your lovely eyes behind those big glasses while you lick me.'

Her eagerness was a constant source of endearment, and I was impressed immediately with how confidently and skillfully she took care of her business, flirting with her eyes as she carefully took care of every inch of my serviceable stretch of real estate with her tongue.

Jennifer was kneeling on the edge of a big easy chair, her arms extended over the top of the backrest with her wrists crossed daintily one over the other like a lady, and Dave was working his length into her at a fair clip with both his hands gripping her perfectly-proportioned butt and a look of pure bliss beneath his thick whiskers. I liked the position; Jennifer's lines were outstanding as she reached her hips back to meet his thrusts and arched in an effort to press the base of her clit harder against the bottom surface of his shaft as it slid in and out of her, and the musculature of her haunches flexed and rippled in harmony with the quiet, rhythmic moans she uttered under her breath each time the head of Dave's penis bottomed out in her.

I thought I might try the same position with a couple of the girls today, but I'd already decided how I wanted Elizabeth-that little blond muff of hers was just too cute to hide. Smiling at her as she proudly put the finishing touches on the fine erection she had just made, I laid her on the couch on her back and spread her legs, watching hungrily as her slick pink lips separated beneath her fur and I pressed myself into her.

It was hard to imagine anything could feel as good as her tight insides wrapped around my cock. She gasped and grinned and spread her legs further as she welcomed me in, and she started rocking her hips gently along with my thrusts. I felt myself get harder each time the dark hair at the base of my cock met her brilliant blond-and-pink patch, and I took a few minutes to savor grinding myself against her at full depth while I admired the rest of her lovely, curvaceous body as she let me ride her.

'Hey, guys,' Curt spoke up from where he knelt behind Abigail, who was on her knees, her head on the floor while Curt secured her arms behind her back and probed her private parts with his dick, 'Abigail is extremely tight. I'm working on opening her up gradually, but it'll probably be a team effort, just so you all know. I'm barely half-way into her yet.'

Abigail grimaced slightly as Curt carefully pressed into her, surveying his depth and her responses, and adjusting his approach to help her relax while continuing the essential work of preparing her vagina for training sessions of normal intensity.

I was playing with Elizabeth's fantastic breasts and gently rubbing her clitoris as I fucked her, and I held her leg up to my chest so I could kiss her ankle and calf as I explored her depths. She was growing more vocal and responsive as she got closer to orgasm, but she didn't boil over-she just simmered at a torturous, rapturous level of arousal and let me play with her. I was amazed by her level of control and her ease. She seemed years ahead of the other girls when it came to her degree of comfort with her own body and her willingness to share it, and I told her so as a compliment.

'Thanks, Mr. Stevenson,' she gasped, her eyes rolling back as I rewarded her good manners with an extra-deep thrust, 'I guess my family has always been pretty free when it comes to this kind of stuff-oh!-I was always taught that if you love someone, you should do what feels good-oh!-to show them...'

'Well, you certainly seem close with your grandfather,' I said as I reached my hand under her butt and grabbed a solid handful of cheek, my middle finger pressing into her butthole and my pinkie exploring the tight, slick seam between my hard shaft and the delicately stretched, membranous skin of her entrance, and used my grip to pull her more deeply onto me. 'Does he and your dad train you?'

Elizabeth rocked back and gasped again as I seated her firmly onto my cock. 'Not like you're training me now,' she said breathlessly, 'at least not yet. But they have taught me a lot of stuff. I still remember when Papa first showed me how to hold a penis.'

As she said this I felt her vagina pulse and become several times wetter almost instantly. I was intrigued; I knew that there were families in which the father took a significantly more involved hand in actually training his own daughters. There were a lot of reasonable arguments for the benefits of the practice, many of which Elizabeth was demonstrating as she descended into a deeper state of arousal simply by thinking about the training she'd received from her father and grandfather, while being fucked by another man entirely.

I hadn't planned on being that kind of parent, but the fact was that as the girls grew up and celebrated their Festivals, they were simply going to be more naked around the house more often, and have more lessons each day then I really wanted to think about, which meant that pretty much whenever I would see them they would have either just had sex, or been about to.

Living in a home with three young girls in a nearly constant state of sexual arousal was always going to be a challenge, and it didn't really make sense to try to minimize that. I'd already allowed Jennifer to practice her blowjob technique on me, and she'd found it extremely helpful-it was getting hard to say where the line should lie.

I wondered if Jennifer and the twins would benefit from me conducting private sessions with them myself, and I thought that I might have a conversation with Martin at some point about the details. As I followed this trail of thought and imagined teaching Serena and Selena some fundamentals in their room, I grabbed hold of Elizabeth's blond bush with a fistful of fur, and with the other hand still gripping her butt, I bounced her on my cock with fast, hard thrusts.

She let out a low, siren-like wail that slowly increased in pitch and volume, catching everyone's attention. Martin looked up at me with a sly grin from where he was working Kristen from behind and pointed at his granddaughter, then put his hand to his throat and nodded gleefully.

'He certainly seems to know you well, dear girl,' I smiled with tight lips as I continued working her, intoxicated by the transcendent sensation of her body opening up for me, 'he just said I should choke you a little.'

Elizabeth's eyes flew open as my hand closed on her throat, and I only had to squeeze gently-with a scream she erupted, thrashing and bucking for a good ten seconds as she rode her way back down the other side of her orgasm. I nearly lost control myself, and was just saved by the timer sounding the end to the first ten-minute round.

'I'd thank you for the tip,' I laughed to Martin, disentangling from Elizabeth and trying to slow my heart rate and manage my arousal, 'but I somehow feel like there was some sabotage intended, too. I barely made it out of there.'

'Just trying to be helpful, my good sir,' he chortled as he let Kristen up and sent her my way.

I was glad I had Kristen next; she would give me an opportunity to cool down just a little before getting to the other two girls, both of whom I knew would push me to the limit in their sessions. I wanted to plan on finishing in Layla, but right now I had to focus on NOT finishing for the next thirty minutes. After having so much fun with Elizabeth, I was beginning to have second thoughts about my ability to remain master of my domain until I'd finished training all four girls-but I'd be damned if I was going to buy one of them a phone.

I lay back on the couch and had Kristen kneel on the floor so she could use her mouth, and prepared to just chill here for the next ten minutes before Abigail's turn. Kristen was beautiful; she just wasn't my type, so I was glad to be able to use her as a buffer. I'd have her keep me in a high idle by practicing her blowjob skills, but I didn't need to fuck her.

'Alright, girls,' Curt said as he sat on the edge of his couch with Layla straddling him in a reverse cowgirl, running his hands up and down her sleek body as she bounced spiritedly on him, 'who can tell me one of the Four Foundational Training Categories?'

Layla raised her hand and giggled at this new game. 'Skill,' she called out, laying back against Curt's sculpted chest so he could kiss her neck and touch her between her legs while she held his cock inside her. He was very trim, with toned abs and a light scattering of salt-and-pepper hair across his chest and stomach, and Layla shivered as his coarse, silver five o'clock shadow nuzzled her soft skin between her shoulder blades.

'Very good,' Curt replied, 'Abigail, I know you won't know this stuff, so don't worry about it, just try to pay attention-even if Martin is training you. Can you say "Yes, Colonel Ford"?'

Martin was gleefully rutting Abigail from behind, his face a mask of unadulterated pleasure as he reveled in taking the girl. He was a big man, and now that he was naked he looked even bigger. His large hairy belly spilled over in front of him as he thrust energetically into his friend's daughter, his hands slapping her backside and groping her breasts with pure, undefiled enjoyment.

'Yes, Colonel Ford,' Abigail gasped with a look of intense concentration on her face as she endured Martin's good-natured onslaught, her body getting pushed backward and forward as he carried her along with him in his bliss.

'Good girl,' Curt continued. 'Training encompasses four distinct areas, and you are all committed to growing in all four. Each time someone reserves a training session with you, you should ask yourselves what you can learn in each of the categories.

'Skill is the category involving acts that you can get better at by consciously applying yourself and getting better-can anyone name some skills?'

The answers came in a flurry.

'Blowjobs!'

'Kissing!'

'Striptease!'

'Handjobs!'

'Sixty-nine!'

'Excellent,' Curt continued. 'Those are all great answers. How about a second category? Anyone?'

Jennifer raised her hand where she was lying on the lounge with Levi. He lay beside her, her back to him, and was driving deeply into her from behind, his hands on her belly and breasts.

'Ability!' she said in between his thrusts.

'Correct!' Curt said, 'Ability is what your body is able to handle, and training it to handle more. Anal sex, for instance, is something that gets easier as your butt hole gets more resilient and accustomed to having a penis inside it-it's not as much a skill as it is something that your body will adapt to. Any other suggestions for abilities?'

There were no answers this time. The girls were silent apart from a delightful variety of vocalizations as we used their bodies; either less study had gone into this category, or they were just too preoccupied as the five of us found our groove and set a stiff and steady pace.

'That's alright,' Curt said, 'we're here to learn. Other abilities include things like deep-throating, which requires increasing your throat's ability to relax and expand, or double penetration, or being able to drink semen with a smile even if you don't care for the taste at first. Even improving the resiliency and stretchiness of your vaginal muscles is extremely important to allow you to take the largest penises and the deepest thrusts without harm; you can see Martin is helping Abigail work on that right now.'

Martin was blind and deaf to the world at that moment, however. He'd become completely absorbed in the gentle, beautiful little soul of Abigail and had wrapped the girl up in a giant bear hug, pulling her delicate naked body against his belly with both arms and twisting her head around so he could kiss her as he fucked her. She nearly disappeared beneath the big hairy man as he breathed her in and crushed her into the couch, his pelvis rocking slowly and powerfully as he thrust up and into her until his bristly scrotum, gray and hairy as a boar's, rubbed roughly up against her clitoris. He held there for a beat at a time, giving her a chance to relax and instructing her to give her insides to him instead of making him take them.

It was nearly as horrifying as it was hot; there was a brutal and ancient beauty to seeing the small girl take only the second cock of her life in the form of the fat, hairy old man who was harvesting all the pleasure to which he had the right from her soft, wet, warm vagina. It filled one with something like a sense of peace to see it, as if nothing could truly be wrong with the world as long as a beautiful young female was fulfilling her purpose so perfectly, and was being so fully enjoyed.

Suddenly Martin seemed to startle to his senses, and cursed as he pulled his knobby, twitching dick out of Abigail, a look of superhuman concentration on his face as he tried to stave off his impending orgasm. Alas, he'd drunk too much of the delicious girl too quickly, and despite his best efforts, he suddenly burst into a bellow and a laugh as he began squirting cum all over Abigail's back.

We all laughed as we watched him get swept away by his climax, the rueful look on his face showing that he was as chagrined to owe Abigail a phone as he was delighted to have fucked her.

The other girls watched, and, realizing they could all have phones if they worked for it, suddenly started going crazy as they tried to force us to climax as well; fortunately we were all saved by the timer.

I gratefully pushed Kristen off me and sent her to see Dave for the third round, and welcomed a shaky, somewhat shell-shocked Abigail to my arms.

'Come here, sweet girl,' I said, pulling her to me and using one of Martin's towels to wipe the cum off her back, 'how are you doing? You okay?'

Abigail's dark eyes told me she was a little overwhelmed and maybe a bit scared; I knew I had to help her get a hold of herself.

'I'm good, Mr. Stevenson,' she whispered, 'thank you for asking. I'm glad everyone seems to like me so much...but Colonel Ford and Mr. Davis did it kind of...hard. It kind of hurt a little. And you're, um, bigger than both of them. Can we please...go slow?'

I had watched both of them, and I knew that they hadn't really been rough-just firm, and I knew they were working on stretching her vagina out, which could be a bit uncomfortable but was necessary to prevent worse harm for the girl.

I took Abigail's cheek in my hand. 'I understand, sweet thing. Why don't you lay down here and let me check your vagina and make sure it's okay?'

She nodded and lay back on the couch, opening her legs so I could do what I needed to do to her. I was struck again by the beauty of her coloring; her soft pale skin contrasted so strikingly with her rich auburn hair and her dark eyes, and her thick bush beckoned to me with its copious icing of clear and creamy girl juices that had been smeared across her lips by Martin's and Curt's cocks.



I made a production of carefully spreading her lips and examining her insides. She was perfectly fine, of course, just swollen and very pink from accommodating her first two penises of the day. I gently tugged on each of her labia, stretching them out and rolling them between my fingers.

'Does this hurt, Abigail?' I asked.

She shook her head no. I gave her clit a couple small licks and repeated my question; she gasped a tiny 'oh,' and shook her head again, and I felt her push her hips toward me as I cleaned some of her girl cum from her opening.

'Looks like everything is fine, sweet thing,' I said, 'sometimes it takes some practice for your vagina to get used to its job. Kind of like when you get sore after you just start working out. Nothing is damaged, your body is just learning how to handle the purpose it was designed for.

'Now sweet girl, you understand I must train you. You're beautiful, and you need to let me penetrate you and enjoy your lovely cunnie, even if it's a little sore. Can you be a big girl and let me do that?'

Abigail slowly nodded.

'Good girl,' I said, patting her vulva, 'how about we try missionary position, which should be a little easier for you, and I'll go slow and gentle so you can get used to it. Sound okay?'

I positioned myself over her and gently rubbed my cock's head across her pussy, gathering up her juices and using them to cover her clitoris. I placed a hand on her belly, feeling it rise and fall with her short, apprehensive breaths. Gradually her respiration stabilized and I felt her relax as she understood I wasn't going to hurt her, and I smiled at her and slowly pressed myself into her opening, gently probing deeper until I encountered resistance at about half the length of my cock. She winced, and I pulled back slightly, kissed her gently on the lips, and repeated my foray; this time she took additional half an inch without struggling. I told her she was a good girl, and continued the process of working myself deeper and deeper into her.

'The third category of training is Conditioning,' Curt continued from where he had Jennifer bent over the couch and was duplicating Dave's work on her. 'This is the ability of your body to sustain long-duration sexual activity. So this includes the muscular endurance needed to hold yourself in different positions for long periods, or the strength and endurance of your vaginal muscles or throat muscles to do their job for hours if needed, and recover quickly and productively so you can do it all over again the next day. This also includes things like breath control, meditation, mental strength, and cardiovascular fitness.'

I had established a slow rhythm that Abigail was able to handle, and each stroke was increasing her capacity to take me into her relatively comfortably. Her head was thrown back, her eyes closed as she focused on relaxing and giving herself to me. I kissed her throat softly. 'Listen to Colonel Ford, Abigail,' I said quietly as I continued to fuck her, 'this is important for you to learn.'

'And finally, the fourth category is Association. This is one of the most important categories; often there are many sexual acts that as young girls you won't intuitively grasp as erotic or pleasurable when you first experience them, and it's vital that we mold your understanding through techniques like classical and operant conditioning to help you learn to relate your sexual training experiences to pleasure, to build and reinforce the reflexive responses of your bodies to stimulation, and develop your erotic imagination so you can fully embrace your roles as a bringer of pleasure for a wide variety of men. This also includes optimizing your body's natural responses by training it to become aroused faster with more subtle stimuli, to secrete significant amounts of your natural lubrication at the first indication that it is about to be trained, and to improve your orgasmic ability.

'You may not know exactly what a man wants to teach you when he reserves you for a session, girls, but as long as you ask yourself what you can take away from each training session that relates to the four fundamental categories, you'll find that every lesson is a valuable one.

'The best part is that you don't have to overthink it-your trainer will guide you, and as it happens all four categories are best taught using the same methodology: instruct, practice, reward, and discipline. So whenever you're getting trained, just do what you're told and you'll learn everything you need to.'

As he said this, he slipped his hand between Jennifer's butt cheeks, his cock deep inside her as she bounced, and started playing with her anus. My daughter froze, resting her face in her arms on the back of the couch as she stretched her gorgeous body out for him, her trembling, spread legs giving us a clear view of Curt's long, narrow penis where it thrust into her perfect vagina. He held her perfectly still with a hand on her hips and gently massaged her little star while giving her long, slow strokes with his cock.

Martin, still a ways from being ready for another round, was making out with Layla as a recovery strategy. He'd begun to regather his wits, however, and he leapt from the couch and dragged Layla by the hand over to Curt and Jennifer as he saw what Curt was doing.

He had Layla climb up next to Jennifer, then gently raised my daughter's head with a handful of her hair. Her eyes were glazed as she was overcome by the hypnotic pleasure of Curt's long strokes and his thumb on her butt hole.

'Oh hey, boo...' she whispered to Layla with a foggy smile.

'Hi, baby,' her friend whispered back, taking Jennifer's face in her hands and adoring the transcendent bliss in her eyes as she took Curt's capable dick.

I didn't know if there could be anything more beautiful than the sight of these two world-class backsides, one of them-my precious daughter's-getting properly used, belonging to two young friends who were sharing a special, naked moment that all of us were blessed to be present for.

Curt was paying careful attention to Jennifer's signs as she connected with her best friend, and he gave a nod to Martin, who still held her head up.

'Layla, sweet thing,' Martin asked in a low voice, 'have you ever kissed Jennifer?'

She shook her head. Martin smiled.

'At this point of her training, I think a kiss would really make her feel good. Go ahead.'

Layla complied eagerly, tenderly bringing her lips to meet Jennifer's and nuzzling her softly as her tongue explored my daughter's lips.

Jennifer began shaking uncontrollably, her eyes closed and her mouth open as Layla continued to kiss her and Curt picked up his pace, giving her the full length of his cock with each powerful stroke, until suddenly with a cry she collapsed into a pile on the couch as if she'd been shot, completely spent by the biggest orgasm of her young life so far. Curt paid no mind, however, kissing her shoulders and back and keeping her legs spread wide with a strong hand as he continued fucking the panting, immobilized girl, his shaft now coated with fresh, white cream from deep inside my daughter's perfect vagina as it thanked him for his efforts.

Abigail had turned her head to the side to watch the events across the room as I continued to gently penetrate her drenched pussy, and as she watched Jennifer climax, she did too. Her body tightened up, lifting her hips and spreading her legs even wider; her fists closed and her eyes screwed shut as every muscle tensed and she held her breath. After a couple moments, she uttered a strained, 'oh, oh, oh, oh, daddy,' and began pulsing sweetly on my shaft.

I had nearly been overcome by watching my daughter's orgasm, and Abigail's wasn't making the situation better. I was rock hard, and I pulled quickly out of her as I felt her orgasm commence, knowing I wouldn't survive at depth for the duration of her climax, and brought my hand to her vulva, rubbing softly to prolong the waves that were washing over the sweet girl as I kissed her breasts and belly. Finally, mercifully, the timer sounded.
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Part 4.

'Are you okay, sweet girl?' I asked, helping her to her feet. She was shaking, and her eyes shone with the intensity of her orgasm as she thanked me.

'Mr. Stevenson,' she said hesitantly, 'can I tell you something?'

'Of course, Abigail,' I said, holding her close. She looked up at me with her giant blue eyes, her cheeks flushed.

'That was the first time I ever...orgasmed...with a man's penis,' she whispered bashfully. 'I always imagine it when I touch mysel-I mean, when I masturbate. But it was even more amazing than I thought. Thank you.'

It was with some reluctance that I directed her to finish her training with Dave, who immediately had her lay on her belly across the arm of the couch so he could work her from behind. He had a thick penis that was just slightly shorter than mine, so he was able to jump to full depth right away with a handful of her hair to help keep her steady; fortunately Abigail's orgasm and my work with my cock seemed to help her withstand the unstoppable invasion. I couldn't wait to get some more time inside this sweet girl; I was excited, however, to finish this round with Layla.

The energy in the room had shifted subtly yet decisively. Martin's, Jennifer's, and Abigail's orgasms were blood in the water, so to speak, and the rest of the fathers were all on edge now. I could feel some of the good humor dissipate temporarily as our higher mental faculties began to crumble in the face of the overwhelming instinctive imperative to simply breed the girls; the grabbing and pawing became a bit more urgent and pitiless, the instructions shorter and sterner. We were faced with two nearly incompatible goals: train these girls vaginally as hard as we could for ten more minutes-and don't orgasm.

Layla approached me with a smile and reached for a hug and kiss, but I grabbed her arm and spun her around to face away from me. Taken by surprise, she yelped, but quickly regained her composure.

'Bend over the way you did for me in the inspection round, Layla,' I instructed, watching hungrily as she assumed her position, arching her back hard to show she had been paying attention. I was enraptured by the sight of her glorious backside as she offered it to me, and sure enough, just as before, her deep stretch gaped her delicious vagina for me.

I put my hands on her butt cheeks, revelling in their full, firm goodness, and traced her little deer tail with my finger where it crossed her butt hole, causing her to shiver and giggle, and break out in goosebumps across her thighs and back.

I moved and crouched for a moment in front of her where she stood, bent at the waist with her hands on her knees, and I kissed her lips as I ran my hands under her belly and over her soft breasts.

'Layla, honey,' I said, my throat tight as I prepared to fulfill a long-time dream, 'I know you're young, and I wouldn't normally use this language with you-but I want you to know you have a beautiful cunt, dear girl. Now hold still so I can enjoy it, alright?'

She was much wetter than the first time I'd seen her, of course, and her lips were swollen from the good work she'd been doing already today, and my cock still shone with a gloss of Abigail's cum, so as I aimed the head directly at the irresistible little black abyss into her splendid body, it slid easily into her in spite of her extraordinary tightness once I'd breached the outer wall.

She was delicious; reaching out to support herself with a hand on the couch, she set her feet and haunches so she could push back against me and take all of me in. In addition to being tight, her vagina had some sort of internal texture that quickly drove me wild; I could feel the crown of my penis slipping delectably over it each time I drove into her.

Curt, meanwhile, had picked up Elizabeth on his cock and was fucking her against the wall fairly hard. She held him tightly, her face buried in his neck, and the adorable noises she was making into his shoulder filled the room. She really did seem to love the more severe style of Curt and Dave; I speculated that her free-spirited, uncomplicated upbringing caused her to be drawn to men who demanded-and took-more from her.

Jennifer had still been in the throes of her shattering orgasm when Martin had lifted her trembling body in his big arms, carried her over to his couch, and laid her on her back. Her legs spread wide, the nearly senseless girl's freshly-orgasmed cunnie was a perfectly sculpted, softly-convulsing pool of crystal-clear girl cum.

Having relieved some pressure already, Martin obviously didn't need to orgasm as urgently as the rest of us, and he was spending his ten minutes lying between my daughter's legs, holding her head in his hands and exploring her mouth thoroughly with his tongue as he luxuriated in the sensation of slowly dipping his penis in and out of that sacred pool.

Like Abigail, Jennifer was nearly swallowed up in the couch under his weight and bulk, and I was pleased to see that she was working hard to maintain her breathing and keep kissing him like a good girl as the sweet old man made himself comfortably at home in her body, as was his prerogative. Her legs weakly attempted to wrap around his round, hairy torso, only to be pressed apart again as the next slow, heavy stroke of his cock plowed into her.

The room was silent apart from the sounds of the girls moaning or whimpering, the fathers breathing heavily as we battled back our urge to cum, and the warm slap of flesh on young, perfect flesh as we assiduously trained the girls' vaginas.

The room started to fade away and my peripheral vision began to fail as I slipped closer to letting myself go in Layla; she was incredible, her strong hips and streamlined upper body were an athletic machine, and I gloried in the warmth of her soft skin as I ran my hands down her sides and over her perfect breasts. I started to lose my faculty for reason; I didn't care about having to buy a phone now, all that mattered was that I cum in this beautiful creature, despite the fact that I would be free to cum in her any other time today without a penalty.

The sound of the timer crashed into our consciousnesses and was met by a chorus of protests. I was apparently not the only father who was ready to skip right to the end part.

'Well done, gentlemen,' Martin grinned through his beard as he raised himself up off of Jennifer, who was visibly relieved, 'we're about to begin the Ejaculation portion of the afternoon, so please separate yourselves from the girls. I know it's hard,' he chuckled, 'but I promise you'll be right back inside one of them in just a moment.'

Of course we knew he was right, and so, amid much good-natured grumbling, we slowly, reluctantly pulled our penises out of the girls' bodies.

'Ladies, grab a drink of water if you need, and gentlemen, go ahead now and choose a girl to finish with. Do whatever you need to complete your task, and award your cum to the girl you think has earned it,' Martin announced.

There was a sudden flurry of activity. I was planning on finishing in Layla, of course, but just as I was about to tell her to lie down on the couch so I could, Abigail walked up to me.

'Mr. Stevenson,' she said politely, 'I, um, really liked the way you trained me. Would you-oh!-oh my gosh!'

She was interrupted by Dave, who walked up behind her and took her by the hips, lined his cock up with her opening, and pulled her onto himself. The powerfully-built fireman began going at her at a fair clip, taking her by the wrists to keep her close to him as he worked her.

Layla had been snatched up by Levi when I wasn't looking, meanwhile, so I turned my attention to Abigail as Dave apologized.

'I didn't realize you were having a discussion, Stevenson,' he said with gritted teeth. 'Abigail, it's not polite to start a conversation with someone and not finish it. What were you asking Mr. Stevenson?'

Abigail struggled to focus as Dave kept up his work, and she seemed to be having difficulty speaking. I stepped close to her and tilted her chin to look in her eyes.

'Sweet girl, what were you asking me?' I smiled. 'You need to answer me.'

'I...I...I was asking...if you'd please train me...like you did earlier...and have an orgasm...in me...Mr. Stevenson...' she managed to gasp as she endured Dave's powerful thrusts.

Dave shot me a raised eyebrow from behind her, and I acknowledged him with a subtle nod. It was clear that she was trying her best, but Abigail had a lot to learn about proper etiquette for young girls. She was committing her blunder in her conversation with me; it would be my responsibility to correct her.

'Sweet girl,' I said, kissing her on the forehead as Dave fucked her, 'I would be honored. I will do that as soon as Mr. Kendrick is finished with you.'

'Almost...done...and THERE. Yes, yes, YES GOD,' Dave groaned, standing Abigail up with a firm grip on the scruff of her neck, pulling his cock out of her, and unleashing a half-dozen strong pulses of semen onto her lower back. He grunted in pleasure and appreciation as his erection slowly faded and he watched his cream roll down her flanks and run deliciously between her butt cheeks.

Abigail stood stock-still, her eyes wide as she took Dave's ejaculation without a word. I could only imagine her bewilderment; I supposed she probably hadn't really woken up this morning imagining that within a few hours she'd be standing naked in front of me, after four men she'd never met had enjoyed her body, being sprayed with cum while I talked with her. I smiled and kissed her forehead again. She would eventually get used to it, as all girls did.

'Come here, sweet thing,' I said as Dave, knowing that I'd be using her next, considerately toweled her off for me in a business-like fashion. I helped the dazed girl to the couch and spread her legs, giving her another little kiss on the lips before I entered her.

I kept the same style as before, but now that she had been properly trained I was able to go to nearly my full depth with little problem. I knew what Abigail really liked was a gentle, slow pace, which I understood, and I decided to start by working her back to a repeat of her earlier orgasm.

Sure enough, after a few minutes she came again, creaming on my cock and mewling, and about the same time so did Martin. When the girls had gotten up at the end of the last round, he'd invoked 'host's privileges' and pushed Jennifer back down on the couch with a large paw to her chest, staying inside her so he could use her to finish. Now, with a gleeful bellow, he filled my baby girl with his second load of cum.

Soon after, so did Levi and Curt, who lay in a happy, exhausted pile with Kristen, Elizabeth, and Layla.

I was now on the verge of my own climax, and as Abigail shuddered to a stop and thanked me, her eyes shining and her breath sweet, and her body soft after her orgasm had swept her, I leaned in close.

'Sweet girl, I know you didn't mean any harm, but you need to know that what you did a minute ago is not allowed.'

A look of panic flashed across her face, and she asked what she had done.

'You asked a man-me-to train you, first of all, which is impertinent. But then you also told me how you wanted to be trained, which is simply not anything you should concern yourself with unless you're asked. It's actually quite rude.'

The girl's eyes instantly welled as she rushed to say that she didn't mean to misstep, and she was sorry.

'I'd never do anything to offend you guys on purpose,' she said, 'I was really really trying, Mr. Stevenson.'

'I know that, sweet thing,' I said, still slowly fucking her, 'but the way a girl acts is extremely important. There are reasons for these rules. I'll need to tell your father.'

Levi came over and pulled up a chair. He'd picked up his daughter's panties from the floor, and he toyed with them absently as he watched me train her. He'd heard everything, and he said he understood.

'When we moved here, we committed as a family that we'd fully embrace the culture as best as we could. We don't want to be guests, we want to be family. Abigail, honey, I know learning this new lifestyle might be a little bumpy, but you must be responsible for your own actions, and we can't have you being a disruptive influence in our new home. I know you didn't do it on purpose, sweetheart, but it's clear that you did do it. You're going to need to accept the consequences to show that we respect the customs and way of life here. Robert, whatever you feel is the appropriate way of teaching her, please go ahead.'

Abigail's eyes brimmed; she hated being a bad girl. It didn't seem fair that suddenly now, right after a lovely orgasm and while she still lay here naked and sticky with Martin's and Curt's cum, and with my hard cock still using her, all she felt was shame and embarrassment and fear. All she wanted now was to make things right. She got hold of herself, gulped, and looked at me.

'I want to be a good girl, Mr. Stevenson,' she said bravely, 'please tell me how to fix this?'

I pressed myself all the way into her, and showed Levi that she could safely take my full length, although it was a bit of a challenge for her. He knelt by the couch to get a better look, carefully inspecting her pussy to confirm that she was still perfectly healthy and good to go, and nodded.

'Abigail, we'll keep this simple since it's your first time and I know it was a mistake,' I said. 'You must understand that your trainer will decide what is the most effective method to use on you-if you are asked about what you would like, of course you should answer. But you should never walk up to a man and ask to be trained in a certain manner.'

The rest of the room had fallen silent as the other men gathered the girls around to witness Abigail's lesson.

'I'm going to need to hold you down to keep you still, and then fuck you quite hard for a bit-harder than you've had today already, and probably much harder than you'd like. Then I'll cum in you. It may be uncomfortable, and it may hurt a little, but I promise I won't injure you. Your body is meant to handle this, do you understand? Afterward, you'll be a good girl again, and it will be like this never happened, okay?'

Abigail nodded, wiping her eyes and setting her chin as she prepared for her discipline. I grasped her arms just above the elbows and pinned them back behind her into the couch so her breasts were pushed up toward me and she couldn't move. I was light-headed with her beauty as I watched her submit to me and her punishment. I was about to instruct her to open her legs wide like a good girl, when she anticipated my order and offered herself to me as nakedly and openly as she could, of her own accord.

'Please, Mr. Stevenson,' she said softly, 'train me however you think is best.'

'Sweet girl,' I growled, 'I want you to kiss me softly, with sweet girl kisses, as I fuck you hard. You will use your kisses to show that you know what you did wrong, that you want to correct your mistake, that you understand why this has to happen, and that you want me to do this to you so you can be a good girl again, okay?'

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson,' she nodded emphatically, 'I'm so, so sorry.'

'I know you are, sweet girl,' I whispered, 'I know it wasn't on purpose, but you must learn what is expected of you. Here we go...'

I leaned in, tasted her lips, and began to drive into her.

It was glorious; I went to another dimension as I rammed her young pussy, every thrust making my cock harder as I opened her up and prepared her young vagina to take my cum. The sensual counterpoint of her tender kisses, and the effort she was putting into doing exactly as she was told despite being nearly driven off the couch and onto the floor by my exertions was mind-bending; she was being such a good girl.

Her initial struggles when I started drilling her out began to ease as she discovered how hungry her pussy actually was for a solid fucking; the revelation that there was a deeper pleasure beyond the pain rocked her inexperienced mind and body, and as she came on my cock again, apologizing and begging me with her tender kisses to forgive her, a single tear spilled over from her eye and ran down her temple as I took everything I wanted.

As I felt her release and open her body to me, willingly giving me her precious vagina like the glorious, sacred, receptive female she was meant to be, everything became too much to handle.

'Abigail, you beautiful thing, I'm going to cum in you,' I said hoarsely, 'when you feel my semen inside you, you'll know you're forgiven and that you're a good girl again.'

Time seemed to stop for a beat, everything falling to silence and darkness.

I unleashed a mighty ejaculation deep into her.

I nearly fell off the couch as I was rocked by my orgasm; my penis felt like it had been blown off, and it continued to twitch in Abigail's vagina as I slowly returned to full consciousness.

I waited until my cock stopped pulsing, then slowly withdrew it from her. Abigail was motionless, panting, her eyes closed, and I watched with satisfaction as she spasmed as my penis left her, causing a thick rivulet of my cum to spill from her.

'Abigail, sweet girl,' I said with a weak growl, 'good job. You're a good girl.'

She looked up with her big, shining eyes and thanked me.

'I try to be, Mr. Stevenson-I really do,' she whispered.

I kissed her and wiped the tear from her cheek and helped her up, and Curt made it a learning opportunity for the other girls.

'You are all generally very good girls,' he said seriously, 'It's important to understand that when you do make mistakes, you must be corrected-that's what training is all about. It's not always about punishment, or being cruel or mean. It's about fixing the situation you created through your carelessness, and willingly receiving the instruction or discipline that will make things right, even if it's painful.

'It's not Abigail's place to tell a man how she should be trained. Remember, you have each had experience with one female body-your own-for eighteen years. We have trained thousands of girls in that time, so when we train you, we are bringing all of that vast experience with the female body to bear on your session. We understand your bodies and what they need better than you do, dear girls, so let us train you as we feel is best.

'Abigail's discipline required her to undergo the type of training that Mr. Stevenson believed to be most valuable for her, which happened to include helping her get accustomed to hard, deep penetration that she wouldn't normally request for herself.'

He indicated my semen trickling down the insides of Abigail's thighs as she stood next to me.

'Cum is the traditional sign that your discipline is complete. If you are in trouble for any reason, figuring out how to help your trainer climax is generally a solid plan-a man's orgasm usually means you've made things right and all is forgiven.'

Everyone applauded and the other fathers came up one at a time and kissed Abigail, telling her she was a good girl, and I handed her back to Levi.



We all basked in the afterglow for a bit, sharing observations about what the girls' strong points were and what areas they could work on. Martin turned on some music and announced that the pool was open and it was time to commence the final portion of the party, Recreation.

The sun was warm and the pool was perfect, and everyone made their way outside looking forward to a relaxing afternoon; Martin's big yard was a great place to hang out, and the laughing girls all jumped in the water immediately to rinse the sweat and cum from their bodies. Before joining them, I stepped into Martin's guest room to call my wife and let her know how Jennifer had done. She was pleased, though not surprised, to hear that her daughter had comported herself admirably and was one of the stars of the afternoon.

I emerged a few minutes later to find Layla in the kitchen getting a lemonade from the cooler on the counter. Her bare skin glowed in the sunlight, and I was reminded by my rapidly growing erection that I had unfinished business with her yummy body.

'Am I glad to find you in here, beautiful,' I said, kissing her shoulder and letting my cock nestle between her perfect butt cheeks. She smelled so good. 'We didn't get to finish our training session the way I'd planned.'

She turned to face me with a smile, pressing her sleek, naked body against mine.

'I know, Mr. Stevenson,' she said, a hand on my chest, 'and if you cum in me, I'll have enough points to earn one of the gift cards.'

'Well, we'll see what happens, I guess. Got your lemonade?' I laughed, taking her by the hand and leading her outside. 'Come with me, sweet thing.'

Over on the far side of the pool, Martin was stretched out on a blanket in the grass being ridden by Kristen. The leggy blond held her breasts and threw her head back as she grinded her soft, smooth pussy against Martin's rough equipment, and we emerged from the house just in time to see him pull her hips against him and orgasm again with a hearty laugh, every cell in his body exalting in the innocent, wholesome joy of releasing his sperm into the young girl.

Exhausted by her own pleasure, Kristen collapsed onto Martin, his cock still inside her, and she lay peacefully across the old man's big hairy belly, her head on his chest and her fingers kneading through his beard like a purring kitten as he gently stroked his hands along her sides and back, and through her golden hair. He kissed the top of her head sweetly, and I watched several thick drips of his semen start to run down his shaft and into his coarse gray pubic hair as he began to soften within the tight, warm grasp of Kristen's full pussy.

It was a strange sight-the lithe, delicate blonde girl snuggled sweetly against the big, fat old man-but it was endearing to watch them peacefully doze together in the warm sunshine after she had successfully completed her training session by extracting his semen. There was nothing more beautiful than the sight of a young girl, who had worked so hard to impress her trainer, relax and bask in the praise and affection (not to mention the messy vagina) she had earned for being a good girl during her lesson.

She seemed as enamored of Martin as Elizabeth was of Dave and Curt; she was doubtless intoxicated by the jubilant, fun-loving, playful attitude of our host as a contrast to her own strict, serious upbringing, and she couldn't say no to the twinkle in his eye or his jolly manner.

Levi lay in a deck lounge with a bottle of beer by the pool's edge, and Jennifer was kneeling beside him practicing her blowjob skills. I drew Layla down into the pool with me near them, and had her stand on one of the steps and bend over, resting on her elbows on the pool deck. She was positioned so the water level came to just below her pussy, and of course the view was spectacular; her brown haunches bedazzled by water droplets, her dark hair pulled into a thick ponytail, the musculature of her back dappling in the sun.

'Hey guys,' I greeted Levi and Jennifer with a grin as I took hold of Layla's hips and pressed my cock home, 'how are things going over here?'

I didn't fuck her; I simply eased myself into her to the root and stayed there, savoring the deep, leisurely pleasure of parking my erection in the tight confines of her young vagina while I chatted with Levi in the warm sun.

'Stay here, Layla, and drink your lemonade,' I instructed her. 'There are endless kinds of pleasure to be had with a girl's body; the fact is, one of my favorite things is simply going very slow and savoring the simple joy of being inside such a lovely creature. I'm just going to enjoy hanging out and relaxing inside your cunnie for a while, so just make yourself comfortable until I'm ready to fuck you some more. That's it...sweetheart, you're such a good girl.'

Any tiny movement caused the water to burble between us onto my balls and her pussy in a refreshing caress, and by keeping very still I could enjoy the myriad little movements and contractions of her internal muscles that took place along the entire length of my cock in response to my touch, the water, or the breeze. She even gave me an adorable squeeze and flutter when she took a drink of her lemonade and found it colder than she expected; it was a profoundly beautiful thing to be so closely connected to this delicious female body, and to be able to feel so much that was happening deep inside it, invisible from the outside.

Levi had a comically delirious look on his face; it was going to take some time before he grasped the fact that none of this was a dream, but was in fact the beginning of the rest of his life. He watched in delight as Layla arched and let out a long, low, 'Oooohhhh...' as she took my penis into her, and he shook his head wonderingly as he took a sip of his beer, reaching behind Jennifer and running his fingers through her slick labia.

'You know, Robert,' he said, 'in my life I've often answered that question-truthfully, I've always thought-with, "couldn't be better." It's only in the last couple hours that I've realized how mistaken that reply has been every time I've used it before now. This is most definitely better than I have ever been. This is...amazing.'

I laughed, and Jennifer lifted her head to join me.

'Daddy, I asked Mr. Miller if I could, and he said yes! And I was right,' she giggled, taking a long lick all the way up the length of the shaft in her hand and kissing the head playfully, 'he has a real yummy penis.'

'Well, I'm glad that worked out for you, sweetheart,' I said with a chuckle, 'But don't take your mouth off of him until he says, okay? You know better than that.'

I reached my hands down into the water, placed my fingertips on the backs of Layla's knees, and slowly drew them up her hamstrings and over her butt, carrying water with them and watching the rivulets sparkle in the sun as they ran down the glorious curves of her gracefully sculpted haunches, and over her thick, pink labia as they wrapped tightly around my girth, as she shivered deliciously on me and goosebumps exploded across her body. Taking her glutes in my hands, I spread them apart so I could press another half an inch into her, and she gasped as I claimed some more yet-untouched territory at her deepest reaches.

She was still so new; so few men had had her until today, and from what I could tell her sessions had mostly involved some fairly basic fucking and then climax. I could see she was completely unfamiliar with being just a cock sheath; she was struggling to maintain her presence of mind as she was forced to keep still and be completely present to my erection as it burrowed inescapably into her and lodged itself there. There was nowhere for her to go, no way for her to get relief through movement. She couldn't grind or bounce, and I wasn't thrusting-I was simply stretching her out, touching her in places she didn't know would make her even more aroused, and forcing her body to please mine by responding in ways that gave me pleasure.

She was rapidly slipping into semi-incoherence, and I pulled a fraction of an inch away from her, then began gently massaging her anus with my thumb where it sat in the center of her delightful deer tail, and slipped my other hand between her legs to rub her clit. She was growing extremely wet, and I was starting to think about how I planned to finish in her.

'I hope this is okay,' Levi said, 'I guess I'm still not totally clear on how this works. Jennifer asked if she could practice opening her throat-is this alright?'

'Oh, absolutely,' I assured him, 'Look, Levi, we believe it's vital that young girls be acculturated properly into their sexual roles, and they should be competent and confident in every way. So literally anything that you can think of that would be pleasant to do with a girl, you may take her aside and teach her.

'I want Jennifer to love cock; I want her to hunger for it, to appreciate the many variations that it comes in, and to be highly skilled at taking care of it. That's simply the healthy exercise of her biological purpose, and it should be something she takes pride and pleasure in. The fact is, she's been very phallically-oriented for as long as I can remember. I'm glad to have good guys like you to help guide and train her, so thank you. I can't imagine raising a daughter any other way.'

Levi nodded. 'It only makes sense. It just feels profoundly right. And...you're welcome, I guess,' he chuckled. 'Glad I can be of service.'

He had been caressing her cheek as she sucked him, but now he brushed Jennifer's hair from her face and took a firm grip on the back of her neck and on her head.

'Jennifer, honey, we're going to go deep for a little bit now,' he said gently, slowly pushing her down onto him, 'Open your throat for me...that's such a good girl. Relax...we're going to go another half an inch, okay sweetheart-you're doing really good...relax...stay there...no, I said stay on there. Breathe. That's a good girl. You're doing amazing. Now, can you massage my cock with the back of your tongue and throat? Oh my gosh, that feels amazing, honey...'

My daughter was at her limits, with nearly a full six inches in her, though she was still a good inch and a half or more away from being able to complete her task. Levi's penis was frankly probably above her paygrade, but she loved big ones and was determined to prove she had what it took to work with them, and she fought to maintain her composure as he patiently, meticulously stretched her esophagus to better accommodate his length. Jennifer began making tiny, muffled whimpers and gurgles as she battled her gag reflex, and Levi did a great job handling her.

'Jennifer, honey, when you can't take it anymore you may pull away, but I want you to only pull away as much as you need to recover-let's try to keep it to like an inch or so. I don't want you to come all the way off my cock. That a girl...oh my gosh, you're such a trooper. You were working SO hard. We'll do that again in a few minutes, okay? What a good girl...'

He finally let her up, and she surfaced grinning and a little dazed, her eyes watering and a stringy mass of her saliva suspended between her little tongue and the glistening head of his penis. As her daddy, it warmed my heart how eager a learner she was, and after Levi affectionately tousled her hair and kissed her playfully on the cheek she returned, without prompting, to doing what she loved.

'Good job, honey. You're getting really good at that,' I commended her, and she gave me a little full-mouthed smile while she happily nuzzled and sucked her new friend. I was always touched by how deeply happy she was anytime someone put their penis in her mouth; she was the very picture of contentment and peace as long as she was entrusted with the grown-up responsibility of caring for a cock.

We were joined by Abigail, who had just emerged from the house with a ginger ale. She walked up to Levi and was about to kiss him when she realized with a start what Jennifer was doing, and she froze for a moment and took in the sight of her father gently petting a naked girl who was happily serving his penis with her mouth. It was clear that as disorienting as this day had already been for the sweet girl, she'd been kept far too busy with her own training duties to pay much attention to what her father had been doing at the same time, so this was her first moment to absorb all the feelings and emotions that came with the breathtaking realization of what her life was truly going to be like from now on.

Despite the understandable inner conflict, Abigail was a dutiful girl, and she set her chin as she accepted what she saw and leaned over to kiss her dad, giving me a beautiful view of her backside and her sex as she did. Levi secured Jennifer's head to his belly and began firmly fucking her mouth, giving her a couple dozen strokes and testing her ability to keep her throat relaxed and maintain suction, as he kissed his daughter and asked where she'd been.

'I had to go to the bathroom,' she laughed, and looked shyly at me. 'Hi, Mr. Steveson,' she said, blushing slightly. I guessed she was thinking about her discipline earlier, and how hard she had orgasmed as I'd done my best to absolve her of her misbehavior. 'Can I hang out here with you guys?'

'Of course, sweet girl,' I welcomed her, 'come lie down here on the deck next to Layla and let me play with your kitty while I chat with your father.'

She complied with a giggle, stretching out next to Layla on her back in the sun and opening her legs for me.

'Jeez, Abigail,' I exclaimed as I reached out and ran my fingers through her thick, messy bush and played gently with her rich pink labia, 'you have such a beautiful pussy. It's gorgeous with all this cum all over it. You've been getting some good practice in today, haven't you?'

She jumped just a little as I tugged on her clitoris. I was sure she was sore; there was no way this little vagina was prepared to be used by four men in a day. Her opening contracted, and a rush of semen spilled out and ran down her perineum into her dark pubic hair. I carefully scooped it up with my fingers and brought it to her lips, instructing her to lick it up.

'Some of that is mine, dear girl,' I said as her pink tongue flicked obediently around my fingers, 'and some of that is probably from Martin's first shot or two before he pulled out of you and tried to stop himself. Good girl, get it all.'

'So, I'm still not super clear on how this works in everyday life,' Levi said, watching with rapt attention as I fed his daughter mine and his friend's semen. 'How do I pick the girls I want to train?'

'Oh, that's easy,' I said, inserting two fingers into Abigail and running them slowly in and out of her with a light pressure of my fingertips against the front wall of her vagina, while I gently rubbed her sore clit with my thumb. At the same time I began slowly fucking Layla, only about an inch of movement either way. She groaned and growled as fresh sensations were introduced to her insides.

'There's an app. I'll show you later,' I continued, 'This week you and Abigail will go to the city offices and get registered. She'll get a green ID card that indicates she's available for training, and she'll get entered into the training database. They'll do a complete physical, take down all her important data, and take some file photos of her, and they'll give her a copy of her official legal obligations as a new trainee.

'You'll get a copy of your legal rights as an eligible male, and get set up on the app, which is connected to the database that lists all eligible girls. It's pretty simple; you can search by your area, or the type of girl you want to train-age, hair and skin color, size, measurements, and so on-or by reviews. When you check out a girl's profile, it's usually going to have a little blurb about her, pictures and videos that she's uploaded and that various trainers have taken of her and uploaded, and reviews by trainers outlining what she is like to work with, what she's good at, and what she should practice more.

'You select a girl that is available to be trained-most girls are allowed to limit their sessions to two per day; the lowest-scoring girls from any Festival can only limit theirs to four. Then you decide where you want to train her. You can take her to your home or a hotel, or you can train her where you find her sometimes; parks downtown during the lunch hour are usually full of guys engaging members of the female office staff for some mid-day refreshment.

'Probably the easiest thing for you as you start out is to just stick with the basics at first, and reserve a girl at her house. If she's visible on the app, that means her father has approved her for training at home, so you'll just go over there at the time you select, she'll take you up to her room, and you can do what you want from there.'

Layla had turned her head and was watching me, waiting patiently for a moment to speak. 'Mr. Stevenson,' she said politely, 'I need to go inside for a minute. I'll be right back though.'

'What do you need, Layla?' I asked.

She considered her answer. 'I...um...need to use the bathroom,' she said.

I nodded. 'Okay,' I said, 'do you need to do one or two?'

This was not the direction Layla expected this conversation to go, but I maintained a calm, reasonable tone and kept slowly fucking her. She said she only needed to do Number One.

'That's fine, Layla,' I said, 'you don't need to leave to do that. Just go ahead and do it right here like this.'

She whipped her head around and gave me a look of disbelief, combined with a little shock that she'd just heard those instructions.

'Mr. Stevenson, right here? In front of everyone?'

'Yes, dear girl,' I laughed. I'm sure that Martin won't mind. Martin,' I called out to where he was still lying beneath Kristen, laughing and chatting quietly with her, 'Layla needs to pee. Is it okay if she does it in your pool?'

He grinned at the question and gave me a thumbs-up. 'Of course, Robert! Nothing wrong with a little girl pee.'

I was extremely hard now, and gave Layla a few harder thrusts to help me work off some steam; I knew how I wanted to cum now.

Layla rolled her eyes, but she knew better than to argue. She began to stand up and pull away so she could pee, and I grabbed her and hauled her back onto my cock.

'No, Layla,' I said calmly, 'I want you to pee right here.'

She shot me another incredulous look.

'You mean-with you...inside me?'

I nodded and smiled.

'Yes, honey,' I said. 'It's fine that you need to pee, but that's no reason that I should have to stop enjoying your lovely pussy. I'm going to continue fucking you, because that's what I want to do, and if you need to pee, you can just let it go right here so I don't need to be interrupted in my little enterprise. I'm getting closer to wanting to ejaculate, which is the most important thing.'

Layla fell silent for a few minutes as she considered my instructions. She was so tight, and I was greatly enjoying feeling the head of my penis hitting her cervix as I started driving a bit harder into her, pushing her up against the side of the pool as I savored the splashes of the pool water synchronizing with my thrusts. She'd used a white scrunchy to make a loose bun when she'd entered the water, and I carefully pulled it free and arranged her rich auburn hair down the center of her back, taking it all in a thick handful at her neck as I prepared for my orgasm.

'I...I...I can't do it, Mr. Stevenson,' she said with frustration. 'I can't go like this. It's too embarrassing.'

I told her that she should not say she couldn't, but should instead ask what she needed to do to be able to, and I slowed to a stop and pulled about a quarter of the way out of her. I was on a hair trigger now; she felt so good on my cock, especially as she struggled to control her bladder muscles in such a unique situation.



'Okay, Layla, let's try this way,' I said, using my free hand to caress her sides and shoulders and belly, 'I'll hold still. I want you to breathe deep for me and focus on relaxing. This is an important lesson, sweet girl. The only way for you to begin mastering your training is for you to learn that your entire body, and everything having to do with it, is a possible source of pleasure for a man. There is no more 'private' or 'secret' or even 'dirty' acts, or body parts, or desires. Only your beautiful, perfect, incredibly desirable body, and the enjoyment that men can derive from it.

'Until you learn to let go of all your inhibitions, rules, or misplaced sense of propriety, your training will always be difficult for you. If you want to feel confident and brave, and excited about your training, you must choose to give yourself to it fully. This means understanding that your body belongs to whomever is training you, in every respect, and completely surrendering yourself to the most primitive, animalistic aspects of your girlhood.

'This isn't about peeing, Layla. This is about whether you trust your father, and me, enough to give yourself to me so fully that you can relax and relieve yourself right here, even as I am enjoying you-because it will help me enjoy you even more.'

Abigail, lying next to her and in a sweet show of support for her new friend, began kissing Layla's shoulder and arms and throat, and softly encouraging her in a low, sweet voice.

'If you do this, I will climax immediately, sweet thing,' I said. 'Come on, you can do it. Relax, and give yourself completely to me. That's a good girl.'

She struggled for a moment, squeezing my cock as she tried to get comfortable. I pulled one of her butt cheeks up so I could watch.

First she managed a couple of short, halting spurts and sprinkles as she started to find her path, and then she successfully opened herself up and released a long, warm stream that washed over the base of my shaft and my scrotum as she gave herself up to me and allowed herself to become nothing more than a beautiful female body created for me to take my pleasure with.

I was over the edge, and returned her wet favor with one of my own, my cock pulsing powerfully as I filled her with my semen. My knees nearly buckled with the force of my orgasm, and Layla screamed and came with me as I started pounding her up against the side of the pool again, instinctively trying to ensure that my cum ended up as deep as possible inside her.

Levi had been watching the proceedings, and as Layla started to pee he roughly grabbed hold of Jennifer's butt and and sank his fingers into her pussy, held her head tightly against himself, shoved his cock all the way into the back of her throat, and delivered his nutrient-rich load directly into her belly, without a drop ever touching her mouth.

I kissed Layla between her shoulder blades as I shuddered to a halt, and slowly lay back into the water and allowed myself to float away from the trembling girl, whose vagina was now dripping my semen into the pool as it ran out of her. Abigail was kissing her and gently licking up a couple tears that had run down Layla's face. I came alongside her and asked her if she was okay.

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson,' she whispered, her eyes shining. She seemed like a completely different girl than a couple minutes ago-as if she were purified, or reborn. 'I have never felt so...free...as I did just then. I literally gave you all of me, just like you said to, and as I felt myself let go, and you started shooting in me, every part of my body was electric. I came so hard, Mr. Stevenson. I can hardly move. I want it to always feel like that.'

I kissed her deeply, reveling in the always intoxicating taste of the lips of a girl who was full of my cum.

We were startled by a loud 'smack' and a shriek, which was quickly followed by girlish laughter, and we all popped our heads up to see what was going on.

Dave and Allan had taken Elizabeth aside to discuss their plans for her anal training, and they had evidently discovered, hanging about eight feet apart from a stout treebranch in the corner of the yard, a pair of long straps and a set of thickly padded cuffs; Martin's house seemed to be prepared for quite a number of eventualities.

Dave had taken on the task of cuffing Elizabeth's wrists and shortening the straps until she was almost suspended off the ground, forcing her to fully extend her sumptuous, curvy body in order to keep her toes down, and the sound we'd heard was Curt, having retrieved from his car a short flogger whose tails were made of soft suede, bringing the implement down across Elizabeth's naked backside with a crack.

The flogger was designed to have more bark than bite, though Curt was skillful enough to dial in as much incentive as he wanted, and Elizabeth's laugh as she tasted the lash and anticipated her immediate future was followed by Dave's upraised hands to us.

'Don't worry everyone,' he chuckled, 'we have a safe word. Elizabeth just needs some careful guidance as we introduce her to anal skills, and it'll help to have her secured while we work on her.'

Jennifer was cuddled up next to Levi on the lounge, her small hand protectively holding his penis, and she was absorbed as she watched Dave and Curt go about their business. I knew she was fascinated by the idea of bondage, and the other girls seemed to be in much the same boat. This was their first opportunity to see it in real life.

Curt stood in front of Elizabeth, and Dave took a position behind her. Curt ran his hand up and down Elizabeth's body, squeezing her heavy breast and feeling between her legs.

'Elizabeth, we're going to teach you anal penetration today,' he said, as if he were teaching her how to parallel park. 'If you're a good girl, we'll work you up to taking a cock in your ass, and Mr. Kendrick and I will both cum in you.

'Now, this is easier for some girls than others; the only way to find out how it is for you is to experiment. Learning this can be uncomfortable, even painful at times-but I promise you we are not going to actually hurt you. You must trust us, relax, let us do what we need to do, alright?'

Elizabeth nodded, her eyes wide behind her glasses. She hung on every word, scarcely breathing.

'I trust you, Colonel Ford,' she whispered. 'Do what you need to do. I want to be able to do anal sex.'

'Excellent, Elizabeth. Here's what we're going to do. You must hold perfectly still so that Mr. Kendrick can train you back there. I will be assisting him for now and training you here. I want you to focus only on my voice and on my hand on your clitoris, like so. Think about how good that feels, see how close you can get to cumming just from my fingers on your pussy, like this.'

Elizabeth's eyes closed and her mouth slowly opened as she responded to Curt's touch.

'Just focus on my hand and my voice, Elizabeth. Nothing else. It is essential that you stay absolutely still-if you pull away or flinch, you will be immediately disciplined, do you understand?'

Elizabeth nodded and said she did just as Dave reached between her legs and gently touched her butt hole. She wasn't expecting it, and she let out a startled yip and jumped.

'SMACK' went the flogger across her breasts, without even a fraction of a second's delay.

Elizabeth cried out in surprise and pain, the hardware from which she was suspended jangling as she jerked, faint pink stripes beginning to appear on her breasts where the soft suede lashes had struck her pale skin. Curt, in a flat, calm voice, told her to control herself and hold still.

As she reset, he once again began stroking her pussy and kissed her throat, and Dave moved back in.

'She said she had put a Sharpie in there before, right?' Dave asked Curt. Curt confirmed that she had, and Dave, who had been massaging Elizabeth's anus with his thumb, began pressing into her deeper and deeper. The curvy blond stood stock-still, controlling her breathing as Dave assessed her abilities, switching to his middle finger and giving her time to adjust as he slowly pushed it all the way into her butt.

'Alright, Elizabeth,' he said approvingly, applying some lube to her, 'it looks like you're going to do great at this. The biggest thing is going to be the stretch-I'm pretty thick-but you'll do fine. We'll go slow.'

Elizabeth, who'd seemed to breathe a sigh of relief after Dave had removed his finger from her rectum, steeled herself for her biggest challenge yet.

Dave took her by the hips and guided the head of his cock to her anus, pressing firmly against her little star.

'Breathe, Elizabeth,' he said, 'you've got to breathe and relax. There you go, sweet girl, that's almost the head all the way in you...'

He was interrupted by a sudden spasm as she reacted to the unfamiliar sensation of the tip of his penis slipping past her opening.

'CRACK, CRACK' went the flogger, this time across her belly and thighs. Elizabeth wailed this time, but she refused to use her safe word-she was determined to get this.

'Dear girl,' Curt said severely, 'you must hold still so we can fuck you properly.'

This time, Dave got all the way into her, and with a smile he pressed himself slowly to his full length into the determined girl's butt. Elizabeth gasped whimpered and fought to relax as he began to fuck her-not too hard, but enough that she would have to keep working to manage him. Curt continued to pet her and talk to her in a low, calming voice, and made her look him in his eyes; he sucked on her big nipples, which were tender and erect from the stroke of the flogger, and kissed her every so often, telling her she was being such a good girl by standing so still and letting Dave have her anus.

Layla's eyes were huge, and she bit her lower lip as she watched her father work his cock in and out of Elizabeth's butt. His muscles bulged, his red mustache was fierce, and he had a look of intense focus and determination as he trained the securely-bound young blond's butthole while paying little mind to her moans and cries. This was probably a side of her father she'd never seen, and a range of expressions chased each other across her face-horror, fascination, jealousy, arousal. It's a beautiful thing for daughters to be able to see their fathers like this.

Too few girls understood the bestial impulses that overcame their own dads in the presence of other girls, or the violent, animalistic manner in which they themselves had probably been conceived. Disabusing girls of these misconceptions, and letting them watch as their own fathers gave themselves completely to their own natural impulses and fulfilled their purpose by inseminating eligible young females could only be a good thing.

In spite of her obvious discomfort, Elizabeth's vagina was drenched, and Curt brought his hand away to show us how her fluids were coating his fingers as Dave carefully reamed out her backside. After a few minutes they switched off, and Curt took his turn behind Elizabeth while Dave assumed the role of handler up front.

'Jesus, she's so tight,' Curt muttered, working his penis into Elizabeth. Dave held her head against his shoulder and calmed her so Curt could enter her fully and start fucking her.

Martin hauled himself to his feet and walked over to the trio so he could check on his granddaughter. I wondered briefly how many young girls-dozens? hundreds?-he'd had hanging by those straps in the twenty years he and Marie had lived in the house, and I found the thought as amusing as it was slightly horrifying. Dave stepped out of the way, and Martin took Elizabeth's face in his hands and smiled at her.

'Hey, sweetheart,' he said lovingly, 'are you doing okay over here?'

Dave had stopped fucking Elizabeth, but he stayed in her and waited for Martin to finish his conversation with his granddaughter. She was truly in the final stages of her lessons for the day. She was covered in sweat and semen and male saliva and girl cum, and barely able to hold herself upright as she hung from the straps; her mascara was running, her luscious body was crisscrossed by the pink stripes of the flogger, and her hair was a tangled golden mess. In other words, she was gorgeous.

She fought to focus as Martin looked her in her eyes, and she smiled weakly.

'Yes, papa,' she breathed, 'I'm so good. This is soooooo hot...'

Martin seemed satisfied, and inspected her body.

'How much longer do you want to train her?' he asked Dave.

'Oh, I don't know-a couple more rounds each, I figured,' the firefighter replied, 'probably not much more than fifteen, twenty minutes. She's doing really well for her first time.'

'That's fine, of course,' Martin said, 'but it's getting warm out here. I don't want her to burn. Hang on a sec.'

He disappeared into the house, and returned a moment later with a bottle of sunscreen. He squirted some into his hand, and tossed the bottle to Dave. 'Let's get her protected,' he said, 'and then you guys can keep doing her.'

Curt pulled out of Elizabeth for the moment, and while Dave carefully applied sunscreen to the young girl's chest, shoulders, face, and breasts while she hung from the tree, Martin worked it carefully into her back. His old fingers spread the thick cream along her inner thighs and over the curves of her butt with a familiar affection.

He crouched down behind her and inspected Dave's and Curt's work; Elizabeth's butt hole still gaped from Curt's cock, and Martin gently ran his finger along the edges of the little pink hole into his granddaughter's body. Elizabeth's breathing was ragged, and her vagina was deeply flushed. Martin seemed captivated by her little asshole, and he slid his finger into her butt. Elizabeth stayed perfectly still, only a slight tremble betraying the intensity of the experience of her grandfather inspecting her freshly-fucked anus.

Martin's cock was very erect, and he slowly stood up behind Elizabeth, his fingers still dancing about her butt and pussy. He looked at Curt, who shrugged and said simply, 'Sometimes...a hole is a hole.'

Martin thought for another moment, and leaned close to Elizabeth.

'Darling, I'm sorry, but my body is telling me I need to train you. I'm going to slip my dick into that lovely little butt, Elizabeth. Are you going to be okay?'

Elizabeth gulped and nodded. 'Yes, papa, I'm ready. I want you to have it.'

Martin took her by the shoulder and the hip, and slid his short piece into her new hole.

There was little room for formality after that, as both of them were immediately overcome by the experience, and Martin began thrusting so wildly that we feared for his health-none of us knew if he had a heart condition or anything. Elizabeth let out a sustained wail and called out 'papa, papa, papa,' as Martin went to work, until he suddenly released his cum into her and practically collapsed on the grass in the throes of his orgasm. Elizabeth would have followed him but for the fact that she was still suspended, and Curt rushed to fill the gap left by Martin, throwing a dozen hard thrusts into her before his own orgasm. He then helped hold her up while Dave finished in her, and they carefully unbuckled the nearly senseless girl's wrists and carried her to a lounge in the shade while Abigail ran and got her a Gatorade.

Everyone was completely spent and agreed that it had been a fantastic party. When Dave dropped us back home later that evening, Layla jumped out of the car as we did and gave me a big hug and kiss, thanking me for everything I'd helped her with. I kissed her sweetly and told her I was looking forward to working with her more, and I slipped my hand under her short skirt to enjoy a final, longing caress of her delicious bare pussy.

FIN
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*******************************************************

The peaceful sky was just turning a lovely shade of pink and violet when I pulled up and parked outside the classic craftsman house in the Fremont neighborhood and parked the car. The sun would just be rising in about ten minutes, and the cool morning air was slowly coming alive with the first bird calls and the bustle of commuter traffic as I walked through the lingering scent of lilac bushes up the stone path that wound around the back of the residence.

All the lights were still off, and there was no sign that anyone was awake yet. It was a tidy backyard, with a burbling fountain and a trampoline, and at the corner of the house I located a door marked 'Trainer's Entrance' with a small placard. Taking a moment to gather myself in my growing excitement, I grasped the handle and slowly turned it, opening the door as silently as I could and letting myself into the girlishly decorated bedroom on the other side. It was going to be a lovely Monday morning.

There were many reasons to love life right now; my eldest daughter, Jennifer, had placed first in her Festival a couple weeks ago, and that meant I was now a fully-fledged eligible male, charged with guiding and developing young girls her age in their new role as sexual beings. Two days ago we'd attended a wonderful father-daughter party at my friend Martin's house, which had been a great experience for both of us. Jennifer had gotten the chance to be trained by four other fathers and had done an excellent job letting them coach her and use her body, and I'd had a great time enjoying the other four girls.

I'd found out about wake-up training sessions last week, however, and they were quickly becoming one of my favorite things; I'd discovered Kalani Kim on Friday during my lunch break on the TrainHer app, and I'd reserved her for 6:00am this morning.

The app was a great tool. All girls that had celebrated their Festival were legally subject to training at nearly any time, in any place, and all eligible girls were required to carry green-edged ID's that declared them available for training by eligible males. The TrainHer app itself was voluntary, however, and it streamlined the process of securing a girl to train while adding value to the experience.

I had set search parameters for within two miles of our house, and focused on results that were more or less on the way to the office. In the filters I selected girls with brunette/dark hair, aged between 18 and 20 years old, body type athletic/curvy, and with schedule availability for between 5:00am and 7:00am on Monday.

There were many other filter options, including everything from eye color to breast size to genital type, and even categories such as a girl's star rating for things like fellatio or temperament, but I wasn't overly picky-the fact is, I love pretty much every female body, and I was still early enough in my training career that I wanted to experience the broadest swath of girls I could, rather than getting bogged down in details. If I'd wanted, I could also simply browse all the available girls by scrolling through a feed made up of the highest rated pictures from their profiles.

Instantly the map came to life with twenty-three pins representing the locations of girls fitting my search criteria, and I started exploring my many delightful options.

Each girl had a short bio section she could use to describe herself, and a photo/video album that could contain her own photos, professional erotic photo sets or videos, and also photos and videos of her shot and uploaded by men who had trained her. A reviews section allowed users to share their thoughts on their experience with the girl, as well as leave a rating for her, and a calendar button linked to a girl's schedule let a man reserve her for any amount of time from fifteen minutes to two days.

Not every girl wanted the additional attention that accompanied being on the app; it was definitely a different degree of exposure, and required her to fully embrace her role and responsibility as a publicly available sexual asset. Girls who chose to use it, however, found that it greatly enhanced their training experience.

Girls who placed well in their Festival were required to accept up to two lessons each day, but not more than that unless they wanted to. Depending on their Festival placing, lower-scoring girls had to undergo three or four training sessions per day for their first year, since the assumption was that they would need more remedial guidance to achieve their potential.

Choosing to be on the TrainHer app allowed a girl to limit her lessons to twice per day as long as she maintained a minimum rating of 4.5 out of 5 stars. Additionally, users such as myself were rated by the girls themselves privately on the back end of the app, and as long as a girl kept her 4.5 rating, she was allowed to restrict her availability to trainers who rated at least 3 stars, which went a long way to making her training experience more pleasant and fulfilling.

I was proud of my 4.87 rating, and the quality of the girls I was scrolling through was just incredible. Endless beautiful butts, flashing smiles, and adorable breasts awaited my attention. So many lovely young things within a couple miles, all needing to be thoroughly enjoyed by the eligible men in the city each day in an eternal, sacred cycle.

I quickly honed in on Kalani, though. She was eighteen, and had celebrated her Festival just about six months ago. She was rated 4.51, with reviewers expressing appreciation for her beauty, sweet personality, and her compliant nature; there were also several special notes and rating demerits made due to the difficulty she seemed to be having in embracing semen play, including swallowing. She was on the bubble; if she didn't raise her score, she was at risk of dropping an echelon and being subject to twice as many daily lessons, and losing the ability to refuse training from low-rated men, until she improved.

According to her bio, she was part Korean and part Polynesian, and she was gorgeous, with thick, curly dark hair and giant, almond-shaped brown eyes. She had a couple nice nude photo sets; one was on a beach during the golden hour and showed her stripping out of a dark green bikini and coating her shining naked body in sand, and the other was a lovely series of her in her school uniform, sitting in an old casement window in the sunshine, giving the viewer flirtatious glimpses of her bare vulva under her skirt as she removed her white blouse and bra. A video uploaded by a user showed her giggling and doing an adorable dance as she undressed for him in her bedroom, and the most apt adjective I could muster was simply, 'yummy.' She was delicious, with large breasts and a thick backside that spoke to me.

I realized that my daughter, Jennifer, should have a lot more content on her profile; all she had right now was her promo video from the Festival, and her one photo shoot she'd done for the Festival's printed program, plus a couple naked selfies she'd taken by the pool at Martin's house two days ago with Layla, grinning and trying her best to look seductive as she licked her friend's beautiful pussy clean.

Nude erotic photography, once the province of either pornography or fine art, had become a mainstream industry in its own right as culture adapted to the demands of the Festival and its way of life, and millions of young girls needed a steady stream of tasteful, flattering photos and videos of their naked bodies. I'd make sure to book Jennifer a few sessions with a good photographer this week.

It was a simple matter to reserve Kalani for thirty minutes at her home at 6:00am Monday, and as I continued on with my weekend, I enjoyed a constant little buzz of anticipation knowing that I'd be starting my week out with such a beautiful girl.

Like many houses, Kalani's had a private exterior entrance to her bedroom to facilitate her training when she was home without disrupting the rest of the household, and I quietly shut her door behind me and let my eyes adjust to the cozy illumination of a night light in the corner as I looked around her room.

It was a typical high school girl's bedroom, with a desk and a bean bag chair along one wall, and a little pile of her clothes on the floor by the closet. A television sat on an old-fashioned dresser whose top drawer was partially open; a colorful array of bras and panties spilled over the top in a confused jumble of lace and soft cotton that whet the sensual appetite with their extravagant tactile and visual promises.

The walls were decorated with photos of friends and family, and a movie poster for a popular franchise involving the often criminal adventures of a bunch of extremely attractive street racers. The real stars of the films were the cars, and Kalani also had several posters of high performance vehicles; I was impressed to see a stack of books on her desk about automotive mechanics and engineering as well.

She lay under her covers in a queen bed, which traditionally replaced a girl's twin bed once she'd celebrated her Festival in order to make giving her lessons easier and more comfortable for her trainers. Her simple headboard was hung with strands of little white sparkle lights, and as I carefully made my way to her bedside in the warm silence of the room I could hear her soft, deep breathing.

Her bed clothes consisted simply of a big down comforter, and I gently pulled it back without waking her. She lay on her stomach, her face turned toward me and her legs sprawled wide across the bed, in a deep slumber. I was in awe with the glory I saw.

She had what I often thought of fondly as 'pony girl' proportions-short, with thick thighs and an incredible butt, and a barely-tameable mane of big hair-and she was perhaps the finest example I'd ever seen in real life.

She was naked except for a soft, gray, cropped camisole top, which only functioned to enhance the giddy contrast between her narrow waist and the transcendent curves of her buttocks before they plunged precipitously in perfect unison to join her muscular thighs. Her calves were perfectly sculpted, with lovely dimples at the backs of her knees where her full, juicy musculature met her hamstrings, and her feet were compact and perfectly shaped, her round toes and the graceful arches of her soles forming exquisite golden ratios.

The sun had barely peeked above the horizon, and while the tentative first rays that penetrated the blinds were insufficient to allow me to see any detail of her vulva, they began to coax fiery highlights from the dark curls that radiated across her pillow like a molten halo, and bathed her face in a sublime radiance.

I reached my hand out and gently, slowly ran my fingers up the back of her leg and over her butt, a thrill catching in my throat and my cock lunging to attention as I made contact with her perfect caramel skin stretched taut across her extraordinary glutes. I rode my hand over her magnificent peaks and down to the valley of the small of her back on the other side, savoring the soft warmth of her gray cotton cami in the precious hollow of her lumbar curve before gliding up to her shoulder, and then gently brushing her hair from her tranquil face.

She stirred, trying to blink the sleep from her eyes and fighting to focus as I caressed her cheek, and she gave me a groggy little smile.

'Are you Mr. Stevenson?' She whispered. 'Hi...'

I knelt down next to the bed as I continued to slowly brush my fingers through her rich hair, massaging her scalp and pressing her head into her pillow a little deeper with each pass of my hand. She was incredibly beautiful, with an elegant jawline and full, heart-shaped lips. Her long lashes framing her deep, dark, almond-shaped eyes melted my heart, and the thick arches of her brows were perfectly formed.

'I am, sweet girl, good morning,' I smiled, matching her whisper, 'Kalani, darling, you are absolutely beautiful.'

She giggled shyly and hid her face in her pillow, but at the same time she scooted closer to me and shifted to her side, parting her legs slightly and exposing her soft underbelly to me in a trusting invitation.

I was beside myself as I watched her sumptuous body in motion, and I couldn't tear my eyes from her perfection. The exquisite arc of her smooth stomach, punctuated by a precious slit of a belly button, descended from beneath her camisole and terminated between her thighs in a fat, juicy vulva adorned with a broad, perfectly sculpted delta of closely-trimmed black hair that was short enough to reveal every detail of her mound as she slowly, sleepily rubbed her incredible legs together. I could only behold her in silent wonder, my fingers tracing her tummy and caressing her breasts over her soft cotton top. Although she had just been in a deep sleep, her nipples appeared to be wide awake already, and I gently tugged on them as I leaned over to kiss her cheek.

She turned, taking my face in her hands and kissing me sweetly on the lips, and I hungrily inhaled the taste of her puppy breath as I felt my testicles grow heavy and full at the prospect of depositing their contents into this delicious girl.

'I'm so sorry I'm so sleepy, Mr. Stevenson,' she whispered, 'I had a really late lesson last night, and he wasn't done until like two o'clock-but I still want to do a good job for you and make you feel good. What would you like me to do for you?'

I chuckled and took her by her jaw, holding her head still so I could take my time kissing her gently along the edges of her lips, the corner of her beautiful mouth, and the long, exquisite dimple that formed under her high cheekbone when she smiled.

'Sweet Kalani, you don't need to do a thing,' I said in a low voice, 'I'd actually like you to relax, even go back to sleep if you want, and just let me enjoy your beautiful body for a little while.'

'Okay, Mr. Stevenson,' she giggled quietly again, 'I guess I can do that. Just tell me if you want me to do anything specific to help you have an orgasm-I really, really do try to be a good girl, especially when I'm being trained.'

'I'm certain that you are, and I won't hesitate, dear girl,' I said, kissing her one more time before pulling her hips toward me and spreading her legs so I could acquaint myself with her pussy.

She was stunning. Her wide mound was split nearly top to bottom by a long, clean slit, and I was delighted to find that the thick, closely-trimmed jet-black hair that covered it was in fact downy soft, and tickled my nose pleasantly as I nuzzled her, pressing insistently against her labia until they split apart like a ripe peach and my lips made contact with her delicate, smooth clitoral hood. She had obviously bathed after her earlier lesson a few hours ago, and an intoxicating scent of soap and cocoa butter welcomed me as I kissed my way down her slit toward her entrance.

Her inner labia were prominent and beautifully formed, and their dark folds unfurled like a rosebud when I pressed them carefully apart with my fingers and licked along their edges. Kalani had taken me at my word and had evidently actually drifted off again, her body completely relaxed, but now she uttered a low, sleepy moan.

I'd planned to use my saliva to quickly moisten her so I could start fucking her, but I was impressed to see that her body's responsiveness had been skillfully developed by her other trainers over the last six months, and she was already quite wet even from just the simple touches and kisses I'd given her. She tasted divine, with a deep baseline of musk and salt offset by high, clear notes of a floral sweetness.

I held her open and carefully, slowly licked the tip of my tongue up the very edge of the left side of her entrance, than the right, alternating between the two a dozen times before gently sucking on her clitoris for a few moments, then dipping my tongue into her entrance to gather up all of her sweetness that I could, swallowing it down thirstily.

Kalani remained motionless, but she began to softly hum a plaintive, one-note melody to herself, and I was greeted with a fresh rush of her girl juices as I repeated this process several times, taking my leisure and satiating myself with her perfect cunny.

I could easily have spent all morning enjoying this delicacy, but the coming workday was a reality, and it was time to move the process forward. I was terrifically hard, and I rose and undressed quickly before joining her on her bed and climbing between her legs.

She lay sprawled on her back, completely limp, her head turned to the side and her eyes closed; she'd either fallen back asleep while I'd been disrobing, or she was simply enjoying my instructions and relaxing. My heart was beating nearly out of my chest as I positioned myself over her-she was so breathtakingly beautiful-and I rubbed the head of my cock along her drenched slit a few times, then slipped it into her entrance and smoothly pressed myself home.

Unprepared for the depth of my invasion, which took me nearly all the way into her on that first thrust, the girl bucked and gasped. Thinking quickly, I wrapped my arms around her and held her close to me, her head against my chest, allowing me to both calm her and prevent her from withdrawing from my cock.

Maintaining my depth, along with a little pressure against her cervix, I reassured her in a low voice, telling her that she was a good girl and that she was fully capable of taking my whole penis; she just needed to stay centered and work through it. Her respiration was a bit ragged, so I helped her with her breathing exercises and slowly helped her get ahold of herself again.

As she relaxed and stopped struggling, I released her from my arms and raised myself upright, still buried about three quarters of the way in her. She was flushed, and her eyes shone as she gazed up at me.

'Thank you, Mr. Stevenson,' she whispered, 'I'm so sorry I resisted. I didn't mean to-honest I didn't. You can put more in me if you want now. I can take it.'

I smiled and kissed her, assuring her she was fine.

'You're perfect, sweet girl,' I said. 'Now listen, I want you to completely relax right now-your entire body, inside and outside-and let your vagina release and open up for me, and I'll keep pressing in like this as deep as you'll let me until you take the whole thing, alright?'

She nodded, bit her lip, and slowly unballed her fists. I caressed her cheek and kissed her again, and ran my hands slowly up and down her body, feeling for muscles that were tense and giving her a chance to relax deeper and deeper around my cock.

Her thighs fell loosely open as she surrendered her body to me, and she naturally took a bit more of my length into her as she let me have her. I pressed for a bit more, and her head rocked back and her eyes closed as she tried to accommodate my demands.

'Kalani, open your eyes, sweet thing,' I said quietly but firmly. 'You need to look at me as you let me inside you. That's a good girl-show me your beautiful eyes, and relax, and take my whole cock.'



Gently, I raised her arms above her head and stretched her out across the bed, using this small shift as an opportunity to push the final distance into her, and kissed my way down her bicep and across her underarm. It appeared she hadn't shaved in a couple days, and her soft, dark fur was rich in heady girl scent. I was beginning to have trouble controlling myself.

Now that I was fully embedded in her, I took a deep breath to refocus myself and sat back to survey the wondrous sight. The exertions of handling my penis had taken a toll on Kalani, and she was panting and exhausted, completely overcome by the sensation of her deep penetration. I laid a hand on her belly, feeling it rise and fall with her breathing, and helped her slip the straps of her cami off her shoulders so I could pull it down, revealing her breasts.

Morning had broken, and sunbeams filtered through the blinds, casting Kalani in a golden glow. The room was completely still, save for her delicate breathing, and I was in awe as I soaked in the experience. One of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen was spread wide, completely open for me and pinioned to the hilt on my erection, her every breath and movement communicated through her body to my shaft, her cheeks flushed and her skin warm as I started my day with her.

My grandfather had always talked about the importance of a morning routine for a man of the house-a designated time to sit in silence, acknowledge the creator, count one's blessings, meditate in some form, plan your day, and prepare mentally and physically for what needed to be accomplished. For him it had been coffee, the Bible, and prayer at the kitchen table; I could only imagine what he'd think of my morning practice.

A great peace fell over me as I gazed at Kalani's beautiful body. She'd turned her head and closed her eyes again, and she breathed deeply as she relaxed further and welcomed me into her deepest place. I was moved by the realization of how precious she was, and how profoundly fortunate I felt to live in these times. An extraordinary amount of work had gone into building this new society, but the reward was worth it. It was a deeply magical feeling to know that this girl had been bred and raised for exactly this, and she knew it, and to watch her trustingly give her body completely to a stranger who had let himself into her bedroom was surely to witness a great achievement for human existence.

'Sweet girl, you feel so, so, so very good on my cock,' I whispered to her, rubbing her tummy softly. She gave a shuddering sigh, and I slowly brought my hand between her legs and began gently, rhythmically circling her clitoris with my thumb.

I was filled with a sense of gratitude for the goodness of life. I had been blessed, there was no doubt of that. I thought of my wife, Morgan Lynn. We'd been married nearly twenty years, and we were very close. We were the same age, and had married at nineteen, after she had been in intense training for almost two years. Most girls' training only lasted for a few years at most; a proposal was considered to signify that she had achieved an acceptable degree of sexual skill. Marriage relieved much of the burden, and made it easier for girls to pursue their careers and raise children, if that was what they wanted. For many girls, their TrainHer rating was a significant factor in attracting the husband she wanted.

Morgan Lynn was an attorney downtown, and she was a stunning woman; Jennifer was her younger copy, for all intents and purposes. We'd made a good team, and become fast friends in addition to the passionate young lovers we'd begun as so long ago. We'd built a great life and raised three good girls, and we still liked each other, which felt like an accomplishment. We still dated at least once a week, and we had sex at least as often-she was an incredibly gifted sexual partner, and I adored her.

Once she'd turned thirty, however, as a married woman she was eligible to train or enjoy any young single males she wished between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five, and she kept herself fairly busy with her pursuits, so our quality time together had only gotten more important as the years had gone on. I was forever grateful she was in my life.

Kalani's breathing became ragged as I continued gently rolling my thumb around her clit, and although she was clearly trying to stay relaxed, the sensation in her belly was growing too intense, and she began softly rocking her pelvis against mine, fucking herself with tiny, sweet strokes on my cock as its length lay buried deep inside her. I held still and let her do what she wanted as she explored how to take pleasure from my penis, and slowly leaned down and kissed her chest and shoulders and breasts, pausing to take her dark, crinkled nipple in my mouth and suckle gently on it for a few moments.

Her nipples were prominent and relatively large, and as soon as I touched hers with my lips, she froze, arching her back and trying to press her pussy against my groin as hard as she could. I held perfectly still, pausing my ministrations to her clitoris and holding her nipple gingerly in my teeth, then, after a few beats, I resumed, softly rubbing her swollen pussy in little circles and nuzzling and sucking her breast.

Her orgasm came as a shuddering wave that built in intensity and peaked, threatening to tear her apart with its force as she lay, trembling violently and incapable of speech, her beautiful hair tossed as she tried to bury her face in her pillow and ride out her climax. She was exquisite in orgasm, and my cock became painfully hard as I watched her naked body respond to my touch.

'Oh...my...gosh...Mr. Stevenson...that was crazy,' she whispered tremulously when she could speak. I kissed her and tried to help her cool down, but it became evident that she wasn't able to-this was her new baseline of arousal for the moment, and she shivered and giggled as she floated in a persistent, orgasmic ether.

I carefully rolled her to her left side, drawing her right leg up so I could straddle her left leg and enter her. She had no strength left, and she mewled as I took hold of her hips and pulled her all the way onto my erection, then started a long series of deep, grinding strokes. She was dripping down my shaft and onto my scrotum, and I lost myself in the delicious sensation of riding her incredible body as I found my rhythm. She was so beautiful.

I was grateful for my daughters, as well. They all made me proud, and they seemed to be growing up to be fine young girls in spite of all the qualms I'd had about raising kids in the first place. It felt like life only got more complicated, however, and I was continually faced with important questions concerning the best path for them.

I buried my hand in Kalani's thick hair and used it for leverage as I fucked her. Her breasts were simply gorgeous, and they hung beautifully where she lay on her side

Jennifer had placed first in her Festival a couple weeks ago, and that achievement came with an offer of admission at St. Carmen's Academy, an exclusive finishing school centered on an accelerated sexual training program that guaranteed its students would be successfully married to the highest quality men after only a three month course.

She wasn't sure she wanted to get married yet, however, and my brother had offered her an internship at his firm downtown. He and his partners were pioneering an exciting new workplace methodology that sought to achieve high levels of productivity and morale among the executives by ensuring the availability of the office girls' bodies for refreshment and revitalization throughout the day.

I wasn't sure what would be the best choice; the internship would offer more real-world experience and prepare her for her career, but the accelerated curriculum at St. Carmen's was effective, and was a valuable opportunity we wouldn't otherwise be able to afford.

'Oh my gosh, oh my gosh, oh my gosh, Mr. Stevenson, you're soooo deep,' Kalani moaned, as I took her firmly by her arm and continued rutting her. I caressed her breast, and she came again with a long, low wail as I gloried in the pleasure of her velvety pussy.

I was having difficulty seeing and thinking clearly now as my arousal approached its peak, and I began to lose any sense of purpose beyond the urgent need to inseminate this girl. I pulled out momentarily to gather myself, and patted her incredible butt as I motioned her toward my penis.

'Come here, sweet girl,' I said, 'I want you to suck on my cock for a little while. That's a good girl. Can you show me your beautiful eyes? Yes, precious creature. Clean that penis all up so it can get ready to cum.'

Kalani was gifted in this area, and I reveled in the deeply satisfying sensation of her lips and tongue doing their best to communicate to my cock that she was a good girl who took her responsibilities seriously; she delighted me by carefully holding my testicles in her fingers as she took care of my erection. I ran my hands softly over her naked body where she lay on her bed, caressing her cheek and holding her hair away from her face so she could focus on her task, and I smiled, impressed, at the lovely sight and sensation of nearly my whole erection somehow disappearing down her young throat.

I thought about how the twins, too, were at an important point in their lives; Serena was becoming extremely sexual prematurely, even though she didn't fully understand all that that entailed yet, while Selena was showing concerning signs of a growing apprehension when it came to her body.

I wondered again if it was time to explore a more hands-on training approach with my own daughters in order to help ease the already challenging life transition of the Festival for them. I resolved to discuss it with Morgan Lynn, and if she agreed, perhaps we'd have a family conversation with Martin Davis and his wife, Marie, so they could explain how they'd raised their girls, and how Martin had assisted with his granddaughter, Elizabeth.

'Kalani, sweetheart, you're clearly a very well trained girl,' I murmured, overcome by her sweet presence and her earnest dedication to making me feel good. 'You are such a delight.'

I pressed myself into her mouth as deep as she could take me, a hand at the back of her head so she couldn't pull away, and lost myself in the timeless beauty of her attentive gaze as I traced my index finger lightly along the tight, slick seal between her finely sculpted lips and my hard shaft before gently brushing a few curls from her brow, and then continuing to fuck her throat.

A glance at the clock on her bedside table told me what I didn't want to know.

'Okay, beautiful girl,' I said, withdrawing my erection and pushing her down to her belly in the middle of her bed, 'I'm going to fuck you quite hard from behind for a bit, then I'll finish.'

'Yes, please, Mr. Stevenson,' Kalani nodded eagerly, moving to raise herself up on her hands knees, but she yipped as I shoved her back down flat to her tummy and straddled the backs of her thighs, holding her down to her bed with a strong hand on the nape of her neck as I felt my hunger for her growing monstrous.

'Lay flat, sweetheart, and put your legs together and cross your ankles,' I said in a low voice, my throat tight as my eyes were filled with the absurd goodness of the curves of her flanks and haunches burnished by the dawn light. I was driven wild by the feeling of her soft, sweet body moving, captive, under mine as she hastened to comply with my instructions.

'Kalani, you've been a really good girl this morning for me,' I said, still holding her securely while drinking in the electric touch of her skin under my hand as I caressed her body and prepared myself to finish taking her.

'Thank you, Mr. Stevenson,' she whispered, 'I want you to feel really good after having me.'

'Can you arch your back and lift your butt up, and offer me your vagina like a sweet girl?'

She instantly obeyed, and gave me a spectacular view as she did her best to present her girl parts to me to enjoy.

I was obsessed with how much richer and darker the coloration of her genitals was than the rest of her body, and her vulva was a gorgeous, gooey mess of creamy white girl cum. I spread it around with my fingers, working her own lubrication deeper into all the folds and secret bits of her private parts, and pulled her cheeks apart to inspect deep inside her dark, pink, swollen insides. She tried hard to be good and hold still so I could explore her body to my satisfaction, but she squirmed and whimpered in spite of herself as I played with her sensitive cunny, and I knew it was time.

'Alright cutie, I'm going to make myself feel good with your body for a few minutes, and then I'm going to orgasm in your mouth. I want you to swallow my semen like a good girl-can you do that for me?'

I couldn't drag my eyes from the beautiful, bedraggled mess that was the girl's pussy, but I felt her nod emphatically under my hand as I held her head down, and I raised myself up, aimed my cock at the sloppy opening into her exquisite body, and plunged myself home into her.

I'd pulled her soft gray cami top down earlier to access her breasts, and it was still around her midsection. Supporting myself with a hand on her headboard, I released her neck and took hold of her camisole, choking up on it to make a convenient handle where it wrapped around her waist, and now I drove powerfully into her, dropping myself from above and ramming her with most of my bodyweight, using her top to pull her even deeper onto me and prevent her from escaping.

I accentuated each thrust with a little extra pop, and along with a wet, squishy 'smack, smack, smack' made by her grooling pussy with every pounding stroke, I was gratified by the adorable squeak she let out each time my cock bottomed out in her and drove the air from her body; the shadows danced festively in the room as her sparkle lights on her headboard shook from my barrage.

Her arms flailed across the sheets as she sought some way to stabilize herself against my onslaught, and as I came close to exploding due to the overwhelming goodness of her little body, she came a third time with an interminable shudder and a high-pitched wail of 'please, please, please, please, pleeeeeeease daddy...'

I leapt off of her onto the floor, pulling her head around and aiming my cock at her mouth.

'Open up, precious girl,' I growled, all hallmarks of a civilized human having been consumed in my copulatory maelstrom, 'That a girl, show me your tongue, Kalani-stick it out. That's right. I'm going to cum in your mouth, and I want you to swallow it and give me a sweet smile, alright?'

She nodded, her eyes wide, and reached the tip of her pink, wet tongue out to try to lick the very head of my swollen penis. Using all the control I could muster, I brushed her hair from her eyes, gently but firmly took her beautiful face in my hand, and unleashed an extraordinary series of ejaculatory shots into her waiting mouth. Long, powerful jets of semen poured into her, and I nearly dropped to the floor as if I'd been struck between the eyes as my body released its precious payload into this beautiful female, draining me of all life.

There was so much semen that Kalani was forced to gasp for air and begin swallowing before I was even done emptying my testicles into her, and several shots laced across her nose and cheek before she managed to hungrily get her mouth back over my cock and absorb the rest of my cum.

I took a moment kneeling on the floor and leaning against the bed to regather myself, and whispered a quiet, 'Holy fucking God. Sweet Jesus.'

Looking up, I saw Kalani sitting cross-legged on the bed, a comical look in her eye and her mouth tightly closed. I laughed, my entire body feeling as if it were floating away in its post-coital bliss.

'Baby girl, you're amazing,' I panted, putting a tender hand on her delicious bare thigh. 'Now listen, I know cum isn't your favorite thing, but can you be a good girl and swallow all of that for me, and give a sweet smile and a 'thank you' kiss?'

She nodded, and with great effort kept the straightest face she could as she gulped hard and took my semen into her belly. Her eyes watered just a bit, and she fought off a little heave, but then she proudly showed me her empty mouth and gave me a giant smile before wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me.

'That's the best I've ever been able to do that, Mr. Stevenson,' she laughed triumphantly.

I congratulated her and agreed that she'd done great, and promised to note her improvement in my review.

I began reluctantly putting my clothes back on and preparing to head to work, when there was a knock on the door, and it was opened by a heavy-set bald fellow who appeared to be in his mid-forties, who looked a bit apologetic to see me there.

'I'm so sorry,' he said, 'I'm a little early, I think.'

'Not at all,' I answered, tying my shoes, 'I should apologize-I'm actually late, and I'll be right out of your way in just a moment.'

'Are you Mr. McDaniel?' Kalani asked from her bed, where she was lolling nakedly and freshly fucked.

'I am indeed,' the man replied, his eyes lighting up as he took her deliciousness in. 'Goodness, she's even more beautiful than her pictures.'

'I thought the exact same thing,' I laughed, 'and I promise you, she only gets better once you start playing with her. She's pretty special. Also, by the way, I saw that you were scheduled after me-I came in her mouth, so her pussy is still clean for you.'

'Well, YOU look like SHE did a good job, and thank you for the consideration,' the man chuckled. 'You did fuck her, though?'

I nodded.

'Excellent. I only have fifteen minutes, so since she's already well lubricated-cutie pie, come on over here and show me how you can get me ready with that lovely mouth of yours. I'll give your lovely little vagina a quick, hard fucking and be on my way, and you'll be able to get ready for school.'

As Kalani eagerly began her task, I grabbed my jacket, kissed her on the head and told her she was beautiful, and made my way back to the car in the fresh, energizing morning air.

It was going to be a great Monday.
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Bon Jovi's 'Runaway' blasted on the speakers of the classic red Camaro as Jennifer pulled into the gas station. Her thick, brunette ponytail and the wide, blue bow that held it bounced as she took a speed bump with a little too much velocity, and she giggled sheepishly and set her sunglasses on top of her head as she pulled up to the fuel pump.

She loved the music video for this song; she thought she looked kind of like the girl in it, and she'd been tickled to find out her name was Jennifer, too.

Also she thought the drummer was super hot.

It was funny to her how much she liked the song. She didn't want to run away. She was really well behaved, and always had been, so much so that there was literally nothing that made her melt as fast as when her father or another man gently took her cheek in his hand, looked her in her eyes, and told her she was a good girl.

She'd spent her entire life trying to live up to that. She was surrounded by loving family and friends; she got excellent grades and had been accepted to a great college. She was planning on majoring in marine biology; she'd loved the ocean since she was little, and her dream was to contribute in any way she could to its study and conservation. She'd been a competitive gymnast and cheerleader in high school, and she'd won first place in her Festival a couple weeks ago.

And hungry as she always was to hear a man call her a good girl, there were no more crushing words she could be told than the opposite. Ever since she was little, nothing could bring her to penitent tears faster than her father's low, sad voice when she'd been naughty saying, 'Jennifer, sweet daughter, you've been a bad girl.'

But even with all of this hard work and dedication and commitment, sometimes she just wanted to be...bad. Or at least pretend to be bad. And that, she thought, was very funny.

Getting gas real quick!

Got some cute undies for today ;-)

Want a iced coffee? I'm getting one

CU soon! :-*

She sent the text and wrinkled her nose momentarily in an adorable pout as she shut off the idling ignition of the big old muscle car..

She loved the rumble of the giant engine. She'd discovered a position for her butt on the sun-warmed leather seat where the powerful purr focused directly on the perfect spot on her pussy, and she'd enjoyed feeling her secret slickness slowly seeping between her labia on the short drive to the gas station.

She had a fleeting sense that she got a little wetter as she typed out 'cute undies', but that would be weird given who she was texting, so she brushed it off as just her imagination and hopped out of the convertible. Her dad had helped her take her top off, and she'd caught a lot of appreciative eyes as she'd cruised in full view of everyone on the street in the sunny warmth of the late summer afternoon.

The car was the same one she had used for her Festival intro video, and was a gift from Doug Ashland, the neighbor across the street from her family's house. A kind man in his mid-fifties, he'd watched Jennifer grow up since he and his wife moved in ten years ago, and he'd always been sweet to her, telling her often how grown-up she was becoming, and how much he looked forward to her Festival.

He'd been happy to lend the car to her for her video, and was so proud of her first place finish that he gave it to her as a gift, saying no one could possibly look better in it than she did, on the playful condition that she wash it in her dad's driveway in a bikini every so often for him while he did his lawn work.

She was astonished and deeply grateful, and she was even more happy when he reserved her for four whole days of training next week to travel with him to New York City on a business trip, where he was looking forward to introducing her to a couple of his friends who he said should have the chance to handle such a perfect young female.

Jennifer, who had never been to the City, was excited for the adventure, but she was especially happy to have the chance to demonstrate her gratitude for Mr. Ashland's generosity to the best of her ability.

Her dad made sure she understood that work travel could be very tiring for a businessman, as well as stressful without the customary comforts of home or his wife to help temper the rough-and-tumble realities of the business world, and she resolved she would do everything she could to help Mr. Ashland feel relaxed and energized each evening when he returned to the hotel from his meetings, and to be as generous and welcoming as she could to his associates.

She was still new to this chapter of her life, and while she was fairly sure men enjoyed training her, it was difficult to fully dispel doubts about her skills or appearance; bringing her along obviously entailed significant additional expenditures for Mr. Ashland, and she just hoped she could possibly be worth it for him.

The lithe young girl, her thin white sundress cavorting with such abandon in the light, late summer breeze that it was almost completely derelict in its primary-though nearly universally unpopular-job of protecting Jennifer's modesty, just managed to press the long, heavy gas nozzle all the way into the receptive opening of her tank between the sleekly sculpted rear haunches of the SS, and was absently listening to its heavy 'chug-chug-chug-chug' as it enthusiastically pumped powerful streams of gasoline into the belly of the beautiful, thirsty car, when the man at the next pump walked over with a smile and a greeting.

'My goodness, that body is gorgeous,' he said with the flash of a brilliant grin, his well-fitted suit hinting at a trim, confident frame that belied his middle age as he came close and kissed her on the cheek, giving her a little wink. 'Also, you're quite beautiful yourself, sweet girl. Are you eligible?'

It was the first time since her Festival that Jennifer had been in public unaccompanied by her father, and her first experience being evaluated for training by a stranger. She knew this was normal and good, but she still caught a thrill of nerves as he lightly caressed her small, braless breasts over the insubstantial fabric of her dress, ran an appreciative hand through her hair, and treated her as if he already knew most of what was important for him to be able to enjoy her body, should he choose to. As an eligible man, he was entitled to complete access to her body for pretty much any sexual purpose he might conceive, whenever he may please-and he did indeed seem pleased with her.

This was the complete unknown for Jennifer. This man was not a friend of hers, nor an acquaintance of her father's, and her father wasn't here to instruct her or to mediate whatever lesson the man might want to teach her.

She wasn't exactly afraid, and of course she'd been carefully raised her whole life for this exact purpose, but she was still taken aback by the immediacy, the familiarity, and the matter-of-factness with which this man, whom she had never before seen, was permitted and prepared to strip her out of her clothing and fuck her as simply a matter of course for his afternoon, as he was allowed to do to any young girl in training.

There was nowhere for her to go, no way to escape. This was what it meant to be a trainee. She consciously worked to control her breathing, smiled while she spoke, and maintained eye contact.

'You're a Festival champion, girl. Make him understand you want to be trained,' she reminded herself. 'Let him know you're excited to learn from him. Look for ways to show him you are ready to welcome him inside your body in any way he likes, and you want to help extract his semen.'

She did her best to remember her training and her etiquette lessons, running through the first section of her maxims in her head as she'd been taught to calm herself and stay on track:

'I. My entire body is a temple of goodness and pleasure.'

'II. My entire body was created to induce men to couple with it by offering them ultimate pleasure.'

'III. A man's purpose is to couple with bodies like mine.'

'IV. When a man fulfills his purpose with my body, my purpose is fulfilled.'

'V. Nothing is more important than fulfilling my purpose.'

She hoped he would be nice to her.

She knew her best plan always was to be friendly and accommodating, obey every instruction, go the extra mile and make sure to offer herself fully to him, and trust that her body would instinctively respond positively to whatever the man wanted to do with her, even if her brain didn't fully understand it yet, or if it was scary or embarrassing or painful.

At the end of the day, she reminded herself, taking refuge against the unknown in the safe harbor of her solemn duties, the most important things are what I can learn from him when he trains me, and whether I can make sure he feels really good and has fun with my body and I can help him have awesome orgasms.

'I am eligible, sir,' she nodded cheerfully and scampered to retrieve her handbag from the passenger seat in order to produce her ID.

It was instantly clear that in her frazzled promptitude to comply with the stranger, she had badly misjudged her plan. Her Kate Spade had slid further away during her somewhat riotous rock-and-roll arrival at the gas pump than she'd noticed in her haste to obey the man, and because she was wearing a pair of low, flat-soled greek sandals, she had to stretch high up onto her perfect toes, her feet barely touching the pavement, in order to grasp the leather strap.

As she leaned over the door and reached across the warm leather, groaning inwardly at how clumsy and dumb she must appear to the man now, she unwittingly treated him to the delicious sight of her long calves and the bare backs of her thighs straining for the final inch, and her delicate, perfectly-proportioned feet arched high out of her sandals, exposing her lightly-colored soles and highlighting the graceful reciprocal arcs of her heels and achilles to the appreciative man.

The flounced hem of her sundress, which was already just barely long enough to conceal her buttocks when she stood straight and still, was suddenly lifted by a helpful gust and ended up on her back as a long-haul semi-trailer roared past on the street with an appreciative horn blast, fully exposing her nethers to the gentleman and anyone else who cared to look.

At the exact same fortuitous moment, a single, desperate lunge being all that separated Jennifer from handbag retrieval victory, her foot lost its tenuous grip on the pavement and flew back, missing landing a mortal blow to the gentleman's crotch only by virtue of some impressively athletic quickness on his part, and sending her sandal skidding several feet across the concrete and her nearly tumbling headlong, with a mortified squeak, into the Camaro.

There was to be no saving of her dignity. She thought she would die of embarrassment.

With a chuckle and a frank swiftness that spoke to his years of practice handling girls, the man saluted the hard work of the Teamsters with one hand and sprang to the utterly mortified girl's side and placed a his other firm hand on the small of her back, keeping her in place and accepting the green-bordered ID card she resignedly reached back to offer him.

On verifying she was eligible for training he returned her card, then took a moment to admire her accidental exposure and the delights that the breeze had revealed as she remained bent over the Camaro's door, only her bare butt and legs visible and available for anyone on the street to enjoy.

The man's practiced hand traced her curves and tested her muscle tone, and reached down and bent her knee, grasping her exquisitely articulated ankle and pulling her naked, sandal-less foot back, like a farrier shoeing a filly, carefully examining her freshly-manicured toes and her arch with a quiet chuckle of delight at their perfection. He gently released her foot so she could resume holding it daintily above the dirty pavement, then she felt his fingers hook the back of her blue thong and pull it away from between her butt cheeks so he could inspect her vagina and anus as she hung, defeated and unresisting, across the Camaro's sun-warmed door.

She blushed a 'thank you' as he murmured his approval and used both his hands to spread her cheeks and view inside her opening, the cool air causing her to shiver deliciously as it made contact with her slick insides for the first time today. He tugged gently on her inner labia and explored her entrance briefly with the tip of his thumb, remarking on how wet she already was; she didn't tell him it was from riding in her car, and she breathed a huge sigh of relief that he seemed satisfied she was worth spending some time training despite the hot mess she apparently was today.

With a couple pats on her naked butt he carefully returned her panties' gusset to its job of covering and protecting her girl bits, taking an extra moment to ensure that it was properly positioned and tight enough across her lips that he could still see the outline of her slit through the light, form-fitting cloth. Then let her back up to her feet and allowed her to retrieve her sandal, and scheduled a lesson with her for the next week, after she returned from New York.

Sometimes a man had specific things he wanted to teach a girl, but practice of the fundamentals was the foundation of any trainee's success, and often lessons might be comprised of review or even exhibition of what a girl had learned so far. The gentleman remarked with a smile and another gentle kiss on her lips that he was very much looking forward to enjoying her body and assessing her slate of skills she'd begun to master in her first three weeks as a trainee, and he was greatly anticipating the pleasure of being inside her.

She smiled ruefully, attempting to hide her flustered state, and kissed him back with just a little extra kitten tongue, ardently and needlessly reassuring the amused man that she wasn't normally this clumsy and that she'd work extra hard in their lesson to be good for him.

After the gentleman had left and the Camaro's tank was full, Jennifer hopped back in and smiled as Bon Jovi wailed back to life and she checked her messages.

Grrrrlll can't wait to see

you in yo' sexy panties

ROWRRR

LOL JK JK JK ;-P

Get me a latte?

pappa and gramma

are gone for the day

got the place

to ourselves :-D

She thought again that she got wetter with a little nudge of pleasure in her cunny as she read the text, but brushed it aside. What with the Camaro's throaty rumble and her encounter with the gentleman she was already quite a mess, and it was anyone's guess what was causing any of it now. At this point she was simply abuzz with a general happiness, possibility, and arousal. She grinned to herself in anticipation as she stopped at her favorite coffee shop and got drinks for herself and Elizabeth. Today was going to be fun.

The two girls had hit it off at the father-daughter party over the weekend, bonding over their strong opinions about the writing decisions in the third season of what turned out to be their mutually favorite zombie thriller TV show, and their shared love of giving head, and they had decided to team up today at the Davis' house to do a little photo shoot together to create more images for their online training profiles.

The couple weeks since her Festival, though fun and very educational, had been hectic and packed as well, and Jennifer was looking forward to a relaxing, chill day by her new friend's grandpa's pool in the sun getting in some much-needed girl time.

Elizabeth's parents had moved around a lot when she was little, and they sent her away to an all-girls boarding high school near Chicago almost four years ago; she'd only been back for a couple short holiday visits in that time. She'd returned to celebrate her Festival two weeks ago, and unfortunately her father, who would normally have been responsible for showing her, had been called out of the country on an urgent business trip. She'd been staying with her grandparents, Martin and Marie Davis, and her grandfather had stepped up to handle her for her Festival.

The Festival season was typically two weeks long; it began with the Festival itself, and then involved easing the newly eligible girls into their new roles, helping them get more comfortable with sharing their bodies, lots of lovely gifts from admirers, and intimate lessons from close family friends or even male relatives in order to accustom the girls to their responsibilities in a safe, caring environment before they were fully released to the community to fulfill their purpose.

That time was nearly over now, and Elizabeth would be heading back to Chicago tomorrow to finish her last semester. Jennifer was grateful to get the chance to hang out with her before she left, and she hoped their friendship would continue.

Elizabeth greeted her at the door with a happy little dance in nothing but a pair of pink boyshort panties whose wide-cut fabric spanned luxuriously across her expansive hips, and a well-worn, silky-soft gray tank top with the NASA logo on it that could only be said to capably contain her large, full breasts if it was meant in deepest irony.

Her bosom's unrealistic demands on the limited and ancient fabric of this excuse for a top meant that most of her soft, curvy belly was visible; several full inches separated the tank top from her tummy, creating an irresistibly inviting gap above her perfect navel that beckoned one's hand to slide up the warm darkness of its canopy and explore the heavy, luscious pair of treasures that it pretended to be sufficient to conceal.

Her giant hazel eyes with their long dark lashes sparkled behind her big round glasses, and the girls squealed in excitement as they hugged, then made their way downstairs and out back to the pool. Jennifer was struck again by the luxurious fullness of Elizabeth's short, curvy body; she was incredibly cuddly looking, with a head of long, thick, curly blond hair she wore pulled to the side with a single pink streak shooting through it.

She always seemed so comfortable in her own body, no matter how much clothing she was wearing, and now, in just a simple tanktop and panties, every move of her slow thighs promised unspeakable pleasures to any man lucky enough to find himself between them. Jennifer shook her head in awe as she followed her friend; she could only pray that she looked half as delicious to a man from behind.

Elizabeth's grandparents lived in a spacious contemporary home, and the girls stepped through the sliding glass door to the large, covered patio. It was a lovely brick extension to the rest of the house, with big overstuffed outdoor furniture, a grill, and a flatscreen TV hanging in the corner. Everything about the house spoke of hospitality and comfort, and Jennifer flopped comfortably down on one of the couches with her iced coffee.

'Okay, so I've got a ton of awesome photo ideas,' she chattered excitedly, 'I did some research and I found a bunch of girls on the app with good pics that we can copy.'



'I love it,' Elizabeth grinned, the pink flash in her curly blond hair bobbing adorably as she nodded. 'I did, too. We can do some stuff here, and in the pool. We have plenty of time; pappa's golfing with his brother.

'He's almost never in town; he's a ship captain, and he's usually out at sea. So they'll be gone all day. And gramma is visiting her cousins out in the country and won't be back til tomorrow. So yeah, the house is all ours and we can get nekkid and take pictures in peace.'

The girls got to work, alternating photographer and model duties as they changed into several different outfits, swimsuits, and underwear. They were attentive students, and they carefully replicated the poses and shots of the most popular girls on the training app, making sure to accentuate the angles to best showcase their assets.

They chatted easily about life; Elizabeth planned to study astrophysics, and they bonded around their love of Neil Degrass Tyson and Carl Sagan, as well as things as silly as Captain Marvel and Wonder Woman, and the old BBC nature documentaries narrated by David Attenborough that they used to watch with their dads. If there was one thing for sure, it was that the world was a splendid, amazing place, and the two beautiful, passionate young girls were on a mission to spend the rest of their lives discovering and sharing it.

Little by little they began undressing and taking closeups of various parts of each other's anatomy which they knew eligible men wanted to see before they selected a girl to train, and soon they were nude and focused on full-body shots in the warm sun as they chatted and giggled together.

Elizabeth was an energetic and confident photographer, and happily guided her friend through her best poses by the pool.

'Let's have you bend over the big chaise lounge with your legs straight and show me your butt and your pussy,' she said, moving in for a detail shot of Jennifer's genitals. 'Oh, that's super nice. And reach back and pull your butt cheek up, so it kind of spreads your lips...girl, you have such a pretty pussy. Oh my god. These pictures are going to be fire. If I was a man, I'd be so horny right now looking at you.'

Jennifer laughed at Elizabeth's frank assessment, struck once again by her new friend's relaxed attitude about all realities of their new station in life which often felt strange and disorienting to Jennifer, despite how hard she tried to adapt and learn to be the best girl she could.

'Oh, and now just slowly crawl onto the lounge on your hands and knees, and keep showing me your pussy, and look back at me and give me a little smile...oh, man, that's so good,' Elizabeth continued darting around Jennifer's body, catching the best light and finding the most flattering shots. 'Arch your back a little more-nice. Do you like it when a man trains you doggy style? I sure do.'

Jennifer giggled again and nodded.

'Yeah, actually I really do. Especially when they make me put my head down on the bed like this, with my butt up, and the angle makes their penis rub on my clitoris and it feels sooooo good.'

Elizabeth quickly snapped some more shots and moved in close.

'That is SUCH a great position. Ugh, and then when they grab your hips super tight and just go to town-SO hot. You look so beautiful. Hold still-that's perfect-and I'm going to just open your pussy lips a little like this...oh man, you're really wet!'

Jennifer startled just a little as Elizabeth's fingers made contact with her vulva and gently spread her open, and she blushed as Elizabeth took some closeups of her moisture sparkling in the sun at the base of her opening and assured her that any man who saw these pictures would instantly want to try his hand at putting her through her paces and inseminating her.

'Now face me on all fours,' Elizabeth instructed, bringing her fingers to her lips to lick away the traces of girl nectar that had accidentally coated them when she arranged Jennifer's labia for the shot. 'Oh, wow, you taste...really...mmmm...good...you're delicious. Okay, now sit up on your knees so I can see your pussy from the front, and your beautiful belly, and then cup your boobies for me like you're offering them to a man because he wants to suck gently on them.' She laughed with a wink. 'Aaaaand your nipples are getting hard just sitting there. You feeling okay, sis?'

Jennifer was in fact blushing in spite of herself as she followed Elizabeth's guidance. She was used to feeling her body prepare itself for training from men when they undressed her and discussed what they planned to teach her, and she'd thought that it was because her body knew that it was about to fulfill its purpose for a male and his penis.

She was confused at how warm and wet she was getting now, with no men present. It must be that her body and mind were becoming well-trained, she thought, and words alone must be sufficient now to start the process. Elizabeth was a girl, so it couldn't have anything to do with who was saying the words, since why would Jennifer start becoming aroused by another naked girl her age?

She did adore Elizabeth. She was so smart, and pretty, and she had an attitude that was at once welcoming and independent-she could handle herself, and she seemed to dare the men who trained her to try to handle her, while at the same time seeming to make them crazy about her in spite of her untamable spirit, and rewarding them mightily for even attempting to drink from her wellspring of pleasure.

Jennifer liked her more every minute. There was a thrilling transgressiveness to her unapologetic, honest enjoyment of being a girl. They'd been taught to use the proper words for sexual things unless instructed otherwise by the man training them, and Elizabeth's casual use of slang terms like 'pussy' and 'boobies'-usually only allowed to be said by men-caused both a prickle of awe and a sneaking envy of such carefree disregard for prescribed behavior to wash over Jennifer each time Elizabeth spoke to her. She wondered if it had to do with going to an all-girls high school.

It also helped create a sense of warm, secret belonging, as if because it was just the two of them, with no men around to keep an eye on them or pull them aside for training, different rules could apply and they could just be...real. It was so naughty and delightful, Jennifer could hardly stand it.

She stretched out on her back on the chaise, the warm sun kissing her tanned skin across her lithe frame, and smiled as Elizabeth climbed aboard the lounge next to her as well, still taking photos.

Being naked with another girl was certainly not new. She'd been raised, as was proper, to wear only the least amount of clothing required to protect her modesty or shield her from the weather, and had been well-trained all her life to allow her body to be appreciated and adored in any state of undress. She'd done gymnastics and cheer in high school, so she'd been perfectly comfortable being naked with lots of other girls her age in the showers.

And just the other day she and her father had been at this very house with Elizabeth and her grandfather, Martin, and several other fathers and their daughters for a party in which the men got to spend time training each of the daughters, and she'd been perfectly comfortable being naked while all the fathers enjoyed her body in front of the other girls, who were doing the same thing.

This was the first time since celebrating her Festival, however, that she'd been able to share a quiet, relaxing moment with another girl alone, and she hadn't realized how much she'd needed it.

It was different than before her Festival. It was comfortable, and fun, but now there was also a sense that things would be different forever; she and Elizabeth, no longer virgins, had experienced things already that their younger selves could not have imagined, and would frankly have scared them to death if they'd been told many details about what their next phase of life would look like.

They were wiser now. They understood what it meant to fulfill their purpose-not just in theory, like when they were in junior etiquette class and first began to learn about their bodies and their duties to eligible men, but in practice, by experience, by actually allowing men to do the things that had been described to them in their classes.

Once she begins training, a girl is never quite the same. As careful and caring as most fathers were when training young females, the raw reality of understanding their biological and social purpose in real time was always a big adjustment for a girl, and learning what it meant to allow men to penetrate her most sensitive parts, to please themselves with her fresh, new body, and to signify their approval by filling her with their semen was an often challenging emotional journey for a girl, despite being necessary and good.

Now that they had celebrated their Festival, they were practically not even girls anymore-they were on the cusp of being young women, and that hard-earned achievement, shared between them, gave Jennifer's and Elizabeth's time together a special, quiet sense of knowing. It made her feel...wise. Like she was a woman.

'How about you open your legs a little bit and stretch out like you're an artist's model,' Elizabeth suggested, 'oh my gosh you're so beautiful.'

Jennifer giggled again and brushed off the compliment.

'Oh, stop it. Elizabeth, girl, YOU are so beautiful. I just love your soft skin and your curves...I wish I had your booty, and honestly I'd kill to have bigger breasts like yours.' She slipped a hand between her legs and gently spread herself so Elizabeth could capture her at her most tantalizing. 'Do you ever wonder, like...what it's like for a guy to have sex with us? Like what it's really like? It's kind of weird if you think about it, right?'

Elizabeth laughed. 'Kind of. I mean, it's natural, obviously. But yeah, I sometimes wonder what they're thinking or feeling when they're training me. I think they like it, mostly.'

She ran her hand up her soft belly and over her impressive breasts, becoming suddenly and momentarily pensive. 'But last week a boy at the mall walked by and said I should lose fifteen pounds. So I guess you never really know?'

Elizabeth had been a competitive gymnast when she was younger as well, but her breasts, which had been small and compact, had undergone a striking growth spurt at thirteen, and she'd sadly been forced to quit the team. The intervening years of less athletic activity meant that, while she had retained her muscle tone, she had filled out beautifully and carried her spectacular curves with grace and power. Jennifer's jaw dropped in indignation.

'That's INSANE. You're GORGEOUS. Did you report him?'

Elizabeth nodded.

'Yes, his dad was there and heard him-he was super embarrassed, and promised to discipline his son when they got home. And I know it's ridiculous; it just makes you think sometimes.'

'Well, I don't think you should change anything. I think you're amazing, and honestly it looked to me like most of the fathers at the party had their biggest orgasms with you. I was kinda jealous. My dad couldn't stop talking on the drive home about how much he enjoyed training you, and how much he likes your grandpa. So I think you're perfect.'

'Awwwww...well, I think you're perfect, too,' Elizabeth grinned, flopping to her belly on the lounge, her back and butt and thighs and calves making a dizzying roller coaster of creamy white feminine pleasure that the eye drank in thirstily and the hands longed to ride, and aiming her camera between Jennifer's legs. 'Let's do a little video, since you're so wet-you can just rub your clit with your juices slowly, and it'll drive 'em crazy.'

Jennifer grinned and complied, her dark skin flashing the pink between her labia as she pulled a little of her wetness from her slit to her button with her slender fingers, and she found she was enjoying pretending she was about to get trained by a man for Elizabeth quite a bit more than she'd expected.

The warm sun in the quiet, golden afternoon only made her light, slick touches to her clitoral hood feel even better, and she closed her eyes and lay back on the chaise as she felt herself becoming intoxicated by the loveliness of the moment and the giddy knowledge of Elizabeth's close attention to her rapidly engorging vagina.

'I don't know, I feel the same way sometimes.' She said. 'My nose is totally crooked and my feet are too big. But I can't really do anything about that, so I guess we just make do.'

Elizabeth sprang to her knees again in exaggerated outrage, her large breasts bouncing with her like a pair of enthusiastic puppies excited for a walk.

'Don't you even talk that way,' she said sternly. 'I think you're perfect. If I was a man, and I saw you like this, with your legs open and your pussy all wet and your beautiful eyes and smile...'

She put her hand between her legs and used her index finger to mimic an erecting penis, uncurling it and pointing it upwards while making a slide whistle sound. '...I'd be all like, wooooooop, and then I'd be all like, "Oh, hello beautiful girl. I'm going to train you now with my big fat dick," and I'd jump on top of you like this, and go bloop...'

Jennifer's giggles at her friend's antics turned to a startled silence, and her eyes flew wide, as Elizabeth, seemingly losing herself in her make believe, pounced between her legs and thrust her index finger into Jennifer's vagina.

It slipped in easily.

The conversation and the nakedness and the sun and the picture-taking and the posing and the sparkling, bewilderingly magnetic energy of Elizabeth and her luscious little body had combined to make Jennifer's girl parts unsettlingly receptive to the invasion, and Jennifer, feeling more and more like a stranger quietly watching from an abstract bank as her suddenly obstreperous body betrayed her and slid, of its own accord, into a sensual, forbidden sea, felt her vaginal muscles squeeze down reflexively for the first time in her life in a gentle spasm of deeply illicit pleasure on the finger of another beautiful girl.

This was wrong, and they both knew it.

Due to the unmatched pleasures their bodies offered, young girls were considered a priceless community good, and were raised under strict guidelines to ensure they achieved their sexual potential during their training careers, which typically lasted for only three or four years after their Festival.

While a trainee, a girl's sex legally belonged solely to eligible men. She had entered a time in her life in which, biologically, her only purpose was copulation, and it was important that during this period, which was critical to a girl's development despite its brief nature, her value as a sexual vessel for the community's mature males be maximized.

Thus, all sexual activities had to take place under the supervision and direction of an eligible man. Masturbation was strictly prohibited, and girls were watched carefully at home for signs that they might be defiling themselves as they neared their Festivals and their young bodies became wracked with sex hormones they were still not mature enough to utilize. Once a girl had celebrated her Festival and become a trainee, of course, a man might teach her more about masturbation in his lessons with her, but she must still never use it on her own.

A girl's orgasms, likewise, belonged to eligible men as long as she was in training, and should never be sought outside her lessons. While only eligible men were technically allowed to have sex with trainees, some lessons might by their nature entail a girl having sex with other people, such as younger males or even other girls, but only, of course, while actually in a lesson with an eligible man.

Sex with other girls wasn't wrong in and of itself; but it had to wait until later in life, after a girl's training was complete. Jennifer had never even given any thought to it, however; she'd always been just a good-natured, obedient girl, and all she'd wanted was to be a good trainee and learn lots from the men who chose to handle her until she married.

She hadn't struggled with feelings for girls before, or fantasized about any of this. She was still in a bit of shock, less at Elizabeth's actions than at her own body's responses. Why did this feel so...good? How could she pump the brakes and stop where this was heading?

Did she really want to?

Both girls froze, their gaze locked, a million silent, breathless messages flying on wings of light between their luminous, questioning eyes. Elizabeth slowly brought her thumb down onto Jennifer's clitoris and simply pressed it gently against the dark, silky skin of her mound; a thrum of pleasure rippled from Jennifer's tailbone and up her spine as she gasped and searched desperately for the will to close her legs, to pull Elizabeth's hand from her private parts, to be a good girl.

Be a good girl.

The afternoon was growing hot; a light, scampering breeze brushed past the two naked nymphs trapped in each other's enchanted orbits with a soft and knowing chuckle of the first fallen leaves. The only sound was a cicada in a distant tree pouring forth from under his wings his stridulent love song.

'And...then...' Elizabeth whispered slowly, drinking in the internal tangle of emotions she read on Jennifer's face and the urgent hunger she felt in Jennifer's drenched cunny with unabashed glee, 'I'd lean down...like this...and kiss you...'

Jennifer, feeling ever more like a passenger in her own body, could only watch in awe as her friend drew close. Elizabeth's adoring hazel eyes looked even bigger behind her glasses, and they were wide as she instinctively tried to take in every detail of Jennifer's exquisite beauty.

Her curly blond hair suddenly tumbled forward, her heavy golden tresses making a magical veil that rendered the girls invisible to the world and dappled the sun across Jennifer's features as it drew their faces together until their lips touched.

Jennifer's only other kiss with a girl had been just a few days ago at the father-daughter party. One of the fathers had been fucking her into near incoherence from behind, and when another father had pulled another girl over to her and made them kiss, Jennifer had experienced the biggest orgasm of her young life up to that point, collapsing, completely spent, and forcing the father training her to secure her exhausted body to the couch so he could continue rutting her to completion. She had not begun to recover her wits until that father had finished with her, and another father was well underway in his own efforts on her unresisting body.

She'd thought it must have been the unique combination of the stiff treatment she'd been receiving at her back end with the tender affection of the girl's kiss that sparked such an inordinate response; now she was confused to feel a sensation growing inside her warning of a climax to rival the one she'd had at the party, but there was no man present.

It was just Elizabeth.

As she felt her own hands begin to reach instinctively to cradle Elizabeth's face and pull her mouth closer, her fingertips thrilling at the soft rococo splendour of her friend's flaxen mane, and Elizabeth pressed her finger deeper into Jennifer's vagina, causing her to let out a low moan, Jennifer reached a crisis point, and abruptly squirmed out from underneath her friend with a giggle that was more than a little flustered.

'Um, hey! I don't think we're...supposed to do this,' she said.

Elizabeth nodded slowly, a sly twinkle playing in her eye as she agreed.

'You're probably right,' she replied. 'But come on-isn't it more like we're not supposed to get caught doing this? It's okay-pappa won't be home for hours. You kiss really good, by the way. Like, wow.'



Jennifer pursed her lips and tasted, with a deep shudder of unexpected and forbidden pleasure, Elizabeth's lip gloss. Her taut nipples rose and fell with her short breaths; she knew that other families had different rules, and that it was important to avoid bad influences wherever they popped up, even at a friend's house.

She didn't want to embarrass Elizabeth by making it seem like she thought she was a bad person, or herself by seeming like a prude, but she also didn't want to get in trouble or let her dad down-he'd trusted her to come all the way across town and hang out with her new friend all alone, and he expected her to be a good girl.

Actually, she realized, her dad had thought that Martin or Marie would be home and the girls would be supervised; he probably wouldn't have approved of her even being in this situation without a grownup.

She shivered momentarily, her skin alert with goosebumps despite the heat, and she realized with a start that her body was missing the warm softness of Elizabeth's pressing against it. She wanted desperately to finish their kiss, to taste the sweet scent of her throat and to feel Elizabeth's heavy nipples graze across hers, setting off fireworks in her brain and a flood between her legs. What on earth was wrong with her?

'I just, um...I'm not allowed to do...that stuff...with a girl,' she murmured, her eyes pleading with Elizabeth to understand. 'I'll get in trouble.'

Elizabeth recognized it was a good time for empathy, and she smiled and laughed to loosen the mood.

'I'm not allowed to do it, either! But you're just super hot, and I just wanted to...to kiss you. And I only thought it would be okay because pappa won't be back til late this evening-if we wanted to kiss a little we could, 'cause no one will know. But I totally understand if you don't want to.'

Jennifer nodded with relief at Elizabeth's efforts to understand her, a weight falling from her shoulders, and impulsively leaned over and wrapped her friend up in a naked hug.

'Oh, thank you so much! Yeah, I think I need to think about...doing girl stuff...a little more before I try it. I mean, I actually did like it. Like, I kinda really liked it.'

She caught herself slipping into a reverie that would not be productive, and snapped out of it to reroute the conversation with an easy-going shrug. 'So, I know different families have different rules-I mean, I saw you with your pappa at the party. Maybe you guys just believe a little different about how to raise girls than my dad and mom.'

Elizabeth laughed and struck a conspiratorial tone.

'Well, I'm still not supposed to play with girls like this, either, actually. Pappa is pretty special, and I'm lucky that he and daddy love me so much, but they say my pussy is still only for men while I'm in training.'

Jennifer was intrigued. At the party she'd watched as carefully as she could while being vigorously trained by four fathers, and had observed all the interactions between Elizabeth and Martin, and she had questions.

'So, do your dad and your pappa...train you...like other fathers? I mean, I saw him put his penis in your butt when you were...um, tied up over there. Has he always done that stuff to you?'

'Pappa says that making other people feel good is a special gift that we should share. So he wasn't super hung-up on rules when he was raising my mom and her sisters, and when my mom married my dad she explained how she'd grown up and why she thought it was a good way to raise kids. He had long discussions with my pappa, and in the end they decided it was best to raise me and the other granddaughters the same way, and pappa would help.

'That was the first time he's ever trained me like that; I was a virgin for my Festival. But pappa and my dad want to help all us girls to grow up feeling more natural and excited about our future training, so they helped me start to understand my body and sex and how all of that works quite a while ago.

'I think it's super special-I know some girls who are still embarrassed to talk to their dads about sex stuff, let alone their grandpas, and I just feel so lucky that my body and what feels good to me has always been an open subject with them, and I've always been able to ask questions and they've always been happy to explain and demonstrate the answers and let me explore and experiment so I could be more comfortable, and could understand my training better once I was ready to begin it.

'It only makes sense anyways; they love me and want the best for me, and they have way more experience with girls' bodies than I do with mine, so I have always been really grateful that they are willing to go out of their way and get their hands dirty, so to speak, to help me understand how my body works and what it's for.'

She laughed.

'Honestly, just coming into our Festival having already had a lot more experience holding and playing with penises than the other girls has made a huge difference for me. I mean, some of my friends are still kind of scared of them.'

Jennifer was enthralled. The affection between Elizabeth and her grandfather was palpable; it was clear he cared deeply for her, and she for him, and it seemed that much of that trust had been built on years of open, honest conversation and a mutual desire to help Elizabeth understand her own body better, as well as allowing her to gain some experience with male anatomy and desires.

A very affectionate girl her entire life, Jennifer could not deny that she greatly missed the intimacy with her father that had been a hallmark of her last several years of preparation for her Festival. He had seen to her bathing, her dressing, her clothes shopping, her doctor's appointments, her grooming.

She thrived on physical touch, her entire mood brightening instantly in response to something as simple as a hug, or the gentle, strong hands of her father as he carefully soaped up every inch of her young body and rinsed her clean with the warm, strong spray of the shower head.

Now that she was a fully-fledged trainee, he no longer did any of these things; he had raised her well, and it was time for her to take responsibility for caring for her own body. Sure, he was still there to check on her work, or to help if she needed it, but she now had to depend for the physical touch she so desperately desired on the various men who would train her, and of course that was typically calibrated to leave her wanting more, if any affectionate touching even happened at all.

Her father was a bit conservative in his outlook and training beliefs. She knew he loved her, but she couldn't deny that a big hole seemed to appear in her heart after her Festival, as he withdrew most of what had been his usual care for her, and proffered her body entirely to her trainers for their purposes.

No matter how much she was fucked by other fathers, she was left with a lingering, soulful sadness as they took what they wanted from her body with an unadulterated pleasure that she wished she could give to her father.

She didn't need him to do all the things he used to, but surely there was a way she could share the cool skills she was learning with him, and perhaps he could, even if only once in a while, train her the way she'd seen him train other young females-with the care and affection and confidence that had seemed to make them melt into little girl puddles every time she'd watched her father satisfy himself with one of their bodies.

He'd let her practice her blowjobs on him for a little bit the night of her Festival, which had surprised her. She'd been so excited, and it had been really fun and relaxing to just chill with her father on the couch and get to play to her heart's content with his penis. She'd never really felt closer to him then in that moment, as he ran his fingers through her hair and caressed her cheek and showed her some things that he said felt really good to him.

She'd wanted it to last forever, but once his fingers made contact with her soaking cunny, he'd abruptly put an end to the proceedings and wouldn't let her finish making him cum with her mouth. He'd let her use her hands to bring him to climax into his empty whiskey glass, and she'd gotten to taste his semen, but he'd sent her right to bed afterwards, and he hadn't brought up any further lessons since then.

'So, now that you've celebrated your Festival, are your dad and pappa going to train you the same as other dads-like your pappa did at the party?' She asked, her eyes widening at the incredible prospect.

Elizabeth nodded.

'Yes, they always said that once I was eligible, they would take a more direct role in my actual lessons. That's why pappa helped with my anal training the other day. I'm sure when I get home dad's going to have me show him what I've learned during my stay with pappa and gramma, and he'll probably want to check my vaginal tightness himself, now that I'm not a virgin anymore.

'I honestly can't wait-I love my dad so much, and he and pappa have worked so hard for years caring for me and teaching me. It seems only fair and right that they get to enjoy some of the fruits of their dedication.'

Jennifer could only nod in envious agreement. It all just seemed right-a bit extreme, perhaps, but reasonable nonetheless. It made sense after eighteen years of worry and stress and care and hard work that her father, who had managed to raise a first-place girl, should get to enjoy her for himself, if with nothing more than at least the occasional taste of her treasures.

She tried so hard to give the men who trained her all the pleasure she could with her body. She felt like she was starting to get kind of good at it, and it seemed so unfair that she couldn't offer that to her father.

Deep down, she wanted desperately to feel his loving arms around her, his gentle kisses, his penis slowly reaming her out as she did everything she could to show him how much she loved him and how grateful she was for all he'd done for her; and she wanted to hear his low voice, as he held her down and began filling her with his cum, telling her she was a good girl and he loved her deeply.

Her head was buzzing, and she realized with a start that while they'd been talking, her hand had crept between her thighs and she was absently rubbing her clitoris with her middle finger.

The heat and the conversation and her nakedness had combined to make her entire body tingle, and she was terrifically wet, with no way to relieve the growing urgency she was feeling in her belly. She dearly hoped that someone would train her this afternoon when she got home, as it was getting hard to concentrate.

As uncomfortably turned-on as she was, she knew she had to ask the question she really wanted to know.

'So...have you been...tied up...like you were at the party before? What's it...feel like?'

When she was younger, Jennifer had surreptitiously read a magazine article about 'spicing things up' in the bedroom, and the author had recommended exploring things like light spanking or gentle choking during sex. She'd gotten shockingly aroused, without understanding why, and since then she'd often had moments in which her fantasies had turned inexplicably to being bound and used.

She'd never experienced it in real life, however, and watching Elizabeth being strung up naked by her wrists in the back yard the other day and anally trained by three men until she had orgasmed so hard she collapsed, suspended in her bonds, and had to be helped down and carried in a blanket to the couch, had left a lasting impression.

Elizabeth grinned and gave an exaggeratedly dramatic swoon.

'Oh. My. Gosh. It's so hot. Like, literally one of my favorite things. Have you not done it yet?'

'No. But I always kind of wanted to. Why is it so good? I don't get it-even though I'm always turned on by it.'

'Oh, girl, you've GOT to try it,' Elizabeth said, pushing her glasses up her nose and preparing to spill all the tea, woman to woman.

'First of all, when a man is training you, do you ever feel like you're scared you're going to do the wrong thing, or not do something that they want properly?'

Jennifer nodded. There seemed to be so much to learn, so many techniques and skills and anatomy. It was overwhelming at times, and most of it had to be learned under tough, real-world conditions as she was in the intense act of being trained. She worried more than she wanted to admit that she was messing stuff up in her lessons-but it was really hard to concentrate on the perfect moves when she was constantly being roughly fucked and on the verge of orgasm.

It seemed a bit unfair-she was so new to all of this, and every man who had trained her so far had handled probably hundreds, if not thousands, of young girls just like her. How on earth could she be expected to properly satisfy men of such prodigious experience?

During lessons, despite her eager acquiescence, she felt as if she were barely keeping her head above water as often as she felt she were sailing; her trainers always seemed to have a far greater understanding of how her body worked and how to make it respond in ways that pleased them than she could ever hope to have regarding the male anatomy.

She looked back on too many of her training sessions with a sense that she should have done better, and she hoped the eligible men who selected her had enjoyed her body at least somewhat, and would continue to be patient with her in spite of her inexperience.

'Me too,' Elizabeth agreed. 'One of the coolest things about being tied up is that I don't have to worry about that anymore. Since I can't move, except for how the men training me will allow me, it makes it so much easier to relax and let them train me.

'Once I'm tied up, because I can only do the things the men actually allow me to do, everything I do is okay. Any responses I have to training, any movements or sounds-all of it is just a natural result of whatever the men are doing to me. I can't escape, so they can take their time and do whatever makes them feel good with my body, and I never have to doubt if they're satisfied, because they are in total control. It's an amazing feeling knowing that you can't mess up, and whatever happens is going to be really fun for the men, because they're in control.

'Pappa says it takes a lot of stress away for men, too; they don't have to worry as much about me and what I'm feeling or doing, and can simply give themselves over to enjoying my body in whatever way they think will be most fun for them, since I can't get away or protest.'

Jennifer's mind was being blown; she had no idea there were such deep levels to sexual training. She'd had these exact misgivings, and her pussy began to ache as the revelation of being bound and fully enjoyed formed clearly in her active imagination.

'And men really like it as a training tool,' Elizabeth continued. 'You know how a lot of times it feels like a man is super mad or something when he trains us? Like, his face gets all twisted and he gets all growly and fierce? Pappa says that they are pretty much always holding themselves back. They don't want to hurt or scare us too much, but in the old times in the wild, men would fuck girls much, much harder, and without even thinking about whether the girl liked it or if it hurt her.

'Nowadays they work hard to control that instinct part of themselves, and they really try to train us nicely and not hurt us. And when a man looks like he's in some kind of mania while he fucks you, it usually means he's trying desperately to achieve release in you without giving in to the darker, animal side of himself.'

Jennifer shook her head in awe. It all made sense. She was overcome with gratitude as she realized how conscientious the men who had trained her so far had been, and the sacrifices they made to their own pleasure in order to guide and develop her. Elizabeth continued.

'When you let a man tie you up, you're saying that it's ok for him to let himself go a little more, be who he really is...sexually. That whatever it takes for him to truly feel good, to feel like a man, however he wants to have your body, he may. You're offering yourself to him as his total sexual vessel, and you're willing to let him fuck you in the rawest, most natural way he wants. And...even if it does hurt more sometimes, it's CRAZY hot.

'There are important rules. Once you let a man put the cuffs or any other bonds on you, you're not allowed to ask him to stop, or change what he's doing-you already gave him permission to have all of you. You can beg, you can cry, you can plead, but nothing you say will matter. You have a responsibility to take everything he has. Once you're tied up, he gets to use you until he is done.

'The only escape other than that is to use the safeword, which is 'stop', and you may only use it in the case of horrible pain-like, you-think-you're-going-to-die-pain. The man must stop immediately when you say it. Other than that, you are totally your trainer's, and it's weird, but it's hard to explain how incredibly freeing it is.'

As Elizabeth had been speaking, Jennifer's gaze had lingered on the leather straps swinging gently in the breeze from the big tree branch in the corner of the yard. Everything her friend was saying was so hot, and made so much sense, and was so much more fascinating than Jennifer had expected.

Just the thought of being cuffed, or of not being able to move while a man took his time torturing her and savoring her immobilized body, and of being totally confident and at peace knowing he was loving every second of his time inside her because she was physically prevented from doing anything wrong, was enough to send her into an erotic trance.

Elizabeth reached out and touched her bare shoulder, bringing her back to earth with a giggle.

'Hey, do you want to just try it? I mean, just get tied up for a minute? I'm serious, it's so hot for me now, I get super wet just having the cuffs put on me. I think you'll like it...'

Jennifer nodded, her eyes wide. She couldn't believe how turned on she had become, and she followed Elizabeth to the shade of the tree, her tummy in knots as she drew near.

'So the party wasn't your first time?' She asked.

'Oh, no,' Elizabeth replied, adjusting the length of the leather straps with confident movements that hinted at the familiarity of regular use. 'We used to come out and visit pappa and gramma a couple times a year, and I remember asking once what these were for, and he said they were to keep growing young girls from moving around too much when he did his job of inspecting them to make sure they were becoming healthy and strong and beautiful. Obviously I wanted to be all those things, and I begged him to inspect me. He tied me up here and made a big show of walking all around me and nodding and saying he approved and was very pleased with me so far.'

She indicated a pair of thickly padded leather cuffs which were attached via carabiners and D-rings to a pair of short straps anchored to the ground a bit more than shoulder-width apart, and Jennifer, her heart fluttering and her juices already beginning to escape from her opening and venture down the inside of her thighs as her inner lips rubbed secretly together with each step, took her position between them and allowed Elizabeth to buckle them tightly around her ankles.

'I loved it, and every time we'd come over I'd run up to him with a big hug and beg, "Pappa, can we do inspection? Pleeeeeease inspect me! Pleeeeease?" And it became a little tradition when I'd come visit,' Elizabeth continued, raising each of Jennifer's arms above her head one at a time and buckling her wrists into the matching pair of padded cuffs hanging from the branch.

'One visit, he said that since I was becoming a grown-up girl he needed to inspect me without my shirt or skirt on, just in my underwear, and the next time he tied me up here and said that from now on I needed to be inspected without any clothes on at all like a big girl, and he undressed me before tying me up and then did a close, detailed examination of my whole body for the first time.



'I just felt so calm and cared for and loved as his hands touched me everywhere and he said how happy he was with every part of my body, and he discovered that I had gotten very wet when he used his fingers to open my pussy and check inside me, and he said that was a good sign I was growing into a healthy girl who would be very good at my duties once I celebrated my Festival. I told him that I had actually always gotten wet like that when he inspected me, even when I used to wear clothes, and he said that was an even better sign I was going to be a very good girl in my training.'

The straps ran through a small block on the branch and were secured to a cleat on the brick patio wall, and Elizabeth cinched them tighter, causing Jennifer to reach higher, and taking out the slack from the leather.

'So...how does this feel for you?'

Jennifer was having a hard time focusing now. It was clear she couldn't escape, and Elizabeth's soft voice and soft hands were filling her with a longing for deeper touches and sweeter kisses. She was dumbfounded at how aroused she was becoming by simply being in this position, by feeling and smelling the leather that held her fast, and by thinking of the horrible, wonderful things a man might do to her if he got her in this compromised situation and had licence to indulge in his darker appetites.

'Holy cow,' she whispered, 'I think I love this already...'

Elizabeth laughed brightly, delighted to be able to share a special experience with her friend, and casually squeezed Jennifer's breasts and tugged on her nipples. Jennifer uttered a shocked exclamation that was mingled with a gasp of unexpected pleasure as she tasted for the first time the heady cocktail of erotic stimulus being inflicted by someone who was in total control of her body, and could treat it however they wished. She could do nothing to avoid any impulse Elizabeth might have-her body was now just a plaything.

'Oh my gosh, so funny-you were saying you wished your boobies were bigger,' Elizabeth laughed. 'I used to have little ones too, and one time when pappa was inspecting me he was examining them, and I said the same thing. He told me that male cum has lots of important nutrients in it, and that was when he showed me how he could make his penis shoot semen out of it, and he did it onto my boobs, and he rubbed it all in to them really good while I was tied up like this.

'I realized he'd been pulling my leg as I got older, of course, but the funny thing is, my breasts started growing really fast right away, and look at them now.'

She giggled and took a moment to appreciate the stunning beauty of Jennifer's naked body stretched out, open and golden and warm and wet, in the afternoon sun. God, she loved girls' bodies. They were wondrous and exquisite-the long, curving lines; their brilliant coloring, their inspired proportions, the delectable tidiness with which their bellies swooped breathtakingly between their legs in a timeless, ancient delta of holy pleasure and fertility; and the infinite variations on the theme that every girl represented. She thought there was nothing more beautiful than a girl in the throes of her own pleasure, and there was little she thought more fun than being the source of it.

Opening a small cabinet next to the patio fireplace, she retrieved a light, black, silk scarf, which she folded over several times to make a blindfold.

'Tell you what's really cool: when they cover your eyes and all you have is your senses of touch and smell and hearing. Like, everything becomes more sensitive and mysterious and feels UH-mazing...'

Jennifer felt herself becoming putty in Elizabeth's hands once again in spite of herself. She knew she shouldn't be playing like this with another girl, but she couldn't seem to say no to anything Elizabeth suggested. And after all, at the end of the day they were simply practicing skills that would be useful in their lessons. They weren't actually having sex; this was like...homework. And besides, she should know how her body responded to different stimuli, and she was glad to have an adventurous, experienced friend like Elizabeth to explore with.

She held still as Elizabeth tied the blindfold around her head, and as her sight went dark, she shivered as she imagined some eligible man walking around her and inspecting her and preparing to take her. The darkness into which she was plunged contrasted deliciously with her awareness that it was actually a bright, sunny day, and escalated her sense of danger and anticipation immensely.

She could feel Elizabeth standing close to her. She could hear her soft breathing. She felt Elizabeth's hands touch her sides and run slowly down her hips, and she let out a quiet gasp as they made contact with her tummy and then slowly made their way up to her breasts, which were instantly alight with prickles of arousal that followed Elizabeth's fingers to her nipples. She had never felt like this.

She felt Elizabeth shift, and suddenly her voice came from much closer to the ground than she expected.

'Has a girl ever licked your cunny?' Elizabeth asked.

Jennifer's inhibitions were crumbling. Nothing she could muster was capable of withstanding this gorgeous, magical girl's efforts, and Jennifer's only response to Elizabeth's question was a breathless 'Oh, god...'

She knew she needed to put her foot down, needed to say this was enough and they should finish their pictures. She knew that Elizabeth had plans to enjoy her in ways that would never be considered acceptable by their fathers, and she knew she couldn't escape.

She also knew that she didn't want to. She was just a messy little ball of sexual hunger now, and there were no men to help relieve her of her appetites. All she could think about was being touched and caressed and fucked, and nothing else seemed to matter.

She summoned her last resistance to make a feeble appeal to the rules, and to beg Elizabeth not to do the very thing she wanted her most to do. She could not move, could not escape, and her beautiful vagina, seemingly with a mind of its own, nestled shamelessly between her spread legs begging Elizabeth to kiss it in spite of Jennifer's earnest efforts to the contrary.

'I'm sorry, hon,' Elizabeth's voice rose to Jennifer's ears in exaggerated concern and regret, 'but I told you the rules. Once you're bound, the only way to stop anything that happens next is to use the safeword, and you may only use it for horrible pain. And I'm not going to do anything painful to you, beautiful...'

Jennifer cried out as Elizabeth's lips met her clitoris in a long, soft kiss that ended in a little nuzzle, and her knees went weak as Elizabeth kissed her repeatedly across her mound, up her belly, and down the insides of her thighs. She tried desperately, instinctively, to pull her hips away, to close her legs, to cover her wayward girl bits with her hands, but it was hopeless-Elizabeth had done a good job with her bonds, and there was no possible escape from the beautiful blond girl's gentle, insistent assault on her helpless body.

Another cry was torn from her as Elizabeth's tongue darted out and teased the sides of Jennifer's clitoral hood with its wet tip. She had never imagined sensations like this were possible; her entire body seemed to be opening up to welcome anything her friend did to it.

Elizabeth's ministrations were a heady combination of three potent ingredients: she genuinely loved girls' intimate anatomies; she possessed her own set of equipment and the unmatched first-hand knowledge that offered; and she'd likely had practice at boarding school. Jennifer's sheltered experience was no match for such an impossibly irresistible medley.

Elizabeth giggled wickedly as Jennifer finally ceased her struggles and was wholly taken over by her body's needs; her hips, though still flexed through with muscular tension, were now pushed as far forward as was possible in her bonds, her arousal forcing her, against her own higher judgement, to strain towards her little captor and offer her genitals urgently for her pleasure, begging Elizabeth's tongue to lap and lick every soft, wet surface of her cunny.

She wasn't disappointed. The delicate tongue that seemed to be preparing her for training, despite there being no man present to train her, reached back along her slit and gave her a long, slow lick all the way back up to her clitoris. It was an exceedingly wet trip, and Elizabeth's voice drifted up to Jennifer's ears from a million miles away in a series of happy, contented sounds.

'Oh, geez, you taste so, so, so good, honey...' she murmured into Jennifer's vagina, her hand between her own legs, her fingers teasing her clitoris through her blond and pink bush as she coaxed Jennifer's clit into a more achingly erect state and immersed herself in Jennifer's trembling, breathless, gloriously aroused condition. Whenever she got to play with a girl she liked to imagine herself as an artist creating an evocation of transcendent ecstasy; every little detail was important, and she had a feeling this was going to be a masterpiece.

From deep beneath the layers of arousal and shame and desire that blanketed her Jennifer could see, as through a dense fog, that she might be able to escape the afternoon with at least some of her integrity intact; as turned-on as she was, and as close to orgasm, she felt like she was beginning to be able to reestablish some control. She could hold herself here, she thought-yes, Elizabeth's efforts were wrong, and very sexy, but even with as mind-blowing as what she was doing felt, Jennifer was pretty sure now she could resist her own climax.

It was true, she was tied up and helpless; she'd made a mistake letting Elizabeth do so, but it was an honest mistake, and she couldn't possibly be responsible for what Elizabeth was doing to her now.

She had just been supposed to try out being tied up for a minute and then move on with the afternoon-this was getting wildly out of hand. If she could just not cum, she could still have a reasonable argument for her innocence, or at least for leniency.

Unfortunately, she was fated once again to fall victim of her own lack of experience. Elizabeth, having carefully cleaned as much of Jennifer's nectar from her opening and inner thighs as she could with her tongue, moved her lips to her stiff little button and began sucking gently on it.

Jennifer froze, her entire body feeling like it was being bathed by Elizabeth's pink tongue with every soft, nursing suckle, every care and worry and desire being washed away in an ocean of ancient song.

Elizabeth slowly, gently pressed her fingertip into the entrance of Jennifer's vagina.

Still nursing her friend's clitoris, she began rubbing just inside her opening, penetrating no deeper than her first joint, pressing lightly and rhythmically against her secret doorway with tiny, inviting 'come hither' motions of her finger.

Jennifer felt like the astronauts blasting into space in the movies she liked to watch with her dad. In spite of already being blindfolded, the world seemed to fall to darkness as she threw her head back to the sky and a rumbling power threatened to shake her to pieces. All sound ceased, and the universe felt as if it were compressing to a singularity of all existence until all things, all sound, all sight, all thought, all sensation, all music suddenly came together and ended in one long, torturous moment of nothingness and everythingness and silence.

It roared again to life with the power of a supernova in an explosion of light and electricity and song. She was soaring, her body an outstretched lightning rod as she became a conduit of every good thing in the universe, a messenger of eternal beauty, an incarnation of female desire.

She liked sex. She was committed to being a good girl. She paid close attention in her lessons.

But she'd had no idea this was a place that even existed.

Slowly she began to wind down. Elizabeth continued gently licking and kissing her vulva until she stopped trembling and hung, her body slack, from the shackles on her wrists. Elizabeth rose, her eyes shining, and stepped in close to her friend, their naked bodies touching and their ragged breaths mingling, and kissed her on the lips. She brought her hand down between Jennifer's legs and softly rubbed her throbbing pussy, helping to calm her as she continued to kiss her and whisper sweet things in her ear.

'Jennifer, you are so beautiful when you cum,' she said with a little kiss on her throat. 'How are you feeling right now?'

From beneath the blindfold the breathless voice of Jennifer mumbled a few incoherent words whose tone at least seemed to indicate that she didn't have any complaints.

'Well, I liked it too, honey,' Elizabeth murmured in a voice that smiled, 'and I think I'm going to try all of that again in just a minute, because you're just too yummy...'

Jennifer moaned helplessly, and pressed forward for another deep kiss from Elizabeth's full lips.

'Please,' she whispered, 'take off the blindfold. I want to see your beautiful face...'

Elizabeth giggled quietly into Jennifer's neck and reached to untie the silken scarf.

Without warning, and with a suddenness that made her heart drop into her stomach, the quiet of the afternoon was shattered as the sliding door to the house opened loudly and the jovial voice of Martin Davis spilled out onto the patio.

'She's probably out here. She likes to lay out by the pool and rea-good heavens, Elizabeth Marie, what on earth is going on out here?!'

With growing horror and a gutted hunger in her heart Jennifer cried out 'No!' as she felt Elizabeth rip herself away from their kiss and her cunny in a panic, and heard her bare feet pad a few steps across the grass before slapping lightly and rapidly across the patio.

'Pappa! Uncle Jack! I thought you weren't going to be home until seven!'

Jennifer's alarm notched itself higher as a bellowing roar of a laugh from someone else filled the backyard.

'Well, well, well, brother-you know I've always liked your style.'
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'Dear, darling Elizabeth, it's so good to see you,' the new, booming voice said. 'My, how you've grown. It's been what, almost four years?'

'I'm so happy to see you too, Uncle Jack!' Elizabeth's frantic, overly-excited voice was momentarily muffled, and Jennifer guessed she was hugging the man. 'It was just before I left for school in Chicago, so, yeah! But pappa, I thought...'

Jennifer, her naked, freshly-orgasmed young body glistening under a sheen of sweat, stood stock-still, not daring to breathe, as if she were hiding from a T-Rex. She knew this was ridiculous, since of course surely the men had already seen her, but it seemed the natural thing to do when she was blindfolded and bound. Then again, it was kind of the only thing she could do. Holy cow, were they in trouble.

'Well, goodness, you're beautiful, sweet girl,' the strange voice said. 'I'll need to take a closer look at you in a minute, but what in blazes are you up to back here? Of course, you haven't changed a bit-I shouldn't be surprised that the first time I see you in years you're naked and in suspicious circumstances, my little pirate princess.'

The laugh boomed again, this time joined by Elizabeth's musical-if somewhat forced-giggle, and Jennifer heard a little flurry of activity as her friend dashed back and forth between her grandfather and his brother in a desperate attempt to buy time and head them off and somehow get out of this situation without getting in too much trouble.

'We had just gotten to the golf course when I told uncle Jack you'd been staying here while you celebrated your Festival,' Martin explained. 'He's only in town for a couple days, and he's leaving tomorrow and so are you, and he got so excited about having a chance to enjoy you before then that we decided against golf and came back here. But first, Elizabeth, would you like to explain yourself?'

Jennifer could clearly envision Martin's full, white beard and spectacles; while he normally was jolly and kind, with a twinkle in his eye, now she heard an edge of concern and disappointment in his bluff voice.

Elizabeth's reply made it sound as if she had been so focused on greeting the two men that she had not even noticed Jennifer's presence until this very minute, now that her grandfather had pointed out the naked girl tied up in the corner of his yard.

'Oh, pappa, it's Jennifer Stevenson, from the party the other day! She came over so we could do a little photo shoot for our training profiles!'

'Of course,' Martin replied, 'I'd recognize those lovely little breasts and that delightful pussy anywhere. Jennifer's father and I met last year and became good friends, Jack, and she and her little twin sisters were delightful weekend cruise guests on the boat this summer. Charming, beautiful girls, and very mature and generous with their bodies.

'I had a little old-fashioned father-daughter party here this weekend, and Jennifer and her father joined us. A delightful girl. An absolute pleasure to work with, and usually very well-behaved. This is something to behold, and quite unexpected. I can't imagine what her father would say if he were here to see this. Hello, child.'

Jennifer, mortified to have been caught without any possible excuse in a serious departure from her blameless reputation, mustered a feeble wave of her fingers through the thick leather cuff that held her wrist high above her head and succeeded marginally in her attempt at a nonchalant tone.

Taking Elizabeth's cue, perhaps they could just play this off as a misunderstanding and pretend they didn't know what they were doing. Uggghhh, they were in so much trouble.

'Hi, Mr. Davis! Good to see you again—I mean, I can't see you, because of the...I mean, it would be good to see you...uh, I guess you can see all of me, though--'

She stopped short, her breath catching. Some way, she couldn't say for sure how, she sensed a powerful presence move near to her. Perhaps it was just the movement of the air, or radiating body heat. There was no sound, no steps. But it was there.

A sudden pleasurable tingle in the back of her skull greeted the fresh, invigorating scents of Kiehl's soap and Old Spice as they made their way to her; beneath them, intertwined with a robust base of male musk that the Old Spice could only complement, not eliminate, faint notes of tobacco and diesel caused Jennifer's nostrils to flare and an involuntary shudder to rock her body, deep twinges of instinctive desire and fear rending her belly. He was so close.

She was about to venture a tentative greeting, suppressing her overwhelming urge to cry out to have the blindfold removed, to be released, to be touched, to not be hurt, when just as suddenly as she felt him arrive, he was gone again.

His booming voice came again, this time from closer to the patio.

'Pirate princess, did you tie your friend up here?'

Elizabeth hastened to explain.

'Yes, uncle Jack, but I swear it was just for some pictures! Jennifer wanted a couple of shots of herself like that for her portfolio. She looks super sexy, right? If you saw pictures of her like that, you'd totally want to give her some lessons, wouldn't you?'

Jennifer was shocked at Elizabeth's elision of the truth. She had planned on confessing and taking whatever reprimand she had coming and getting on home.

Jack laughed.

'Well, you did a pretty good job. I see you remembered some of the skills I taught you aboard ship back in the day. But listen, in real-life training you want to ensure the girl you tie up is properly secured-not too much slack in the bonds.'

Jennifer heard movement over at the cleat in the wall to which her straps were secured, and she let out a startled squeak as she was suddenly hoisted roughly higher as Jack corrected Elizabeth's work and forced the helpless girl onto her tiptoes.

She was fully extended now and had to split her weight between her wrists and her calves, and she could tell that this would quickly become challenging, especially if Jack decided to add any further elements to whatever lesson he seemed to be planning on teaching her.

Martin wasn't buying it, however.

'Dear girl, we distinctly saw you kissing Jennifer and rubbing your body on hers with your hand between her legs. There was no photography happening. Did you make Jennifer have an orgasm? Do not lie to me, young lady.'

Elizabeth again attempted to deflect her grandfather's inquiry with a half-truth about how she was just arranging Jennifer's labia for the best photo, and that she didn't believe Jennifer had climaxed. Jennifer rolled her eyes in exasperation beneath the blindfold; why on earth was Elizabeth lying? This was going to get so much worse before it got better.

With a quail in her bosom Jennifer felt Jack return and slowly walk around her, then take his place in front of her again. The apprehension in her tummy had taken over her whole body, and her vagina felt like it was in knots as she waited for him to do what he chose with her.

She nearly collapsed, and would have, had her bonds not held her fast, and her body was shot through with bolts of unexpected electricity as her sensitive nipples were suddenly raked without warning by the rough, dense bristles of a giant beard as Jack bent down and inhaled deeply along her throat from the corner of her jaw to her collar bone. His body heat enfolded her even without his touch, and she felt as if she were about to be consumed wholesale in a furnace of male hunger.

He exhaled with a halting, equine growl that was so low the vibrations of the sound waves reverberated against Jennifer's rib cage and set her nervous system alight.

Jesus, she thought. He hadn't even actually touched her yet.

'My god, this one is beautiful,' she heard him remark to Martin.

She startled as rough, hairy knuckles brushed over her nipples a few times, coaxing the blood to their tips and causing them to ache with the need for more substantial stimulation; her first lesson evidently concerned being careful what she wished for, and she tried unsuccessfully to smother a yelp as he grasped her tender little buds of flesh and squeezed down with his fingers and thumbs until the rings and carabiners that held her in her bonds jingled with her desperate but impotent struggles to escape the pain.

'Easy, easy, easy. Easy, little thing,' he spoke to her in a low, soft voice. She could feel his gaze, his pitiless, business-like observations of her body as he made it respond to his touch, and she began to crumble. She had no escape, no refuge. She was going to be used for whatever purposes this man had for her, for any diversions his mind might conjure, for any pleasure he might invent for himself with the aid of her body.

'Stop struggling, little thing. If you hold still, stop struggling, and say "yes, Captain Davis," then I'll let go of your nipples. That a girl...breathe...relax...I know it hurts...I know it hurts...there you go...you can do it...breathe...good job...'

Jennifer forced herself to focus beyond the pain and felt some of her accustomed self possession returning as she reminded herself that her body was created for any demands an eligible male might make on it, and that her duty was to trust her trainer and offer herself completely to him as his sexual vessel. She was certain there was much valuable experience she would gain by becoming comfortable with pain. She could do this.

She had expected to be filled with relief as she forced herself to cease her struggles and whisper the most confident, obedient 'Yes, Captain Davis,' she could, and Jack kept his end of the bargain and released her poor little nipples from his masterfully calibrated grasp.

What she had not anticipated, as she felt the blood rush painfully back into her nubs and simultaneously received a sudden deep, unexpectedly sweet kiss on her lips and heard his quiet, approving, 'good girl,' was a fresh flood of moisture to her vagina and an overwhelming feeling of...what exactly? Affection? Need? Supplication?

She was out of words-all she knew was that she didn't want him to leave her now. He had set out a clear path for her, she had trusted him enough to take it, and he had been a man of his word.

She felt exhilarated, triumphant, unstoppable. If he had such a hold on her that he could guide her that effectively while she was blindfolded and scared and in pain and hadn't even been introduced properly to him, what else was possible?

Thick fingers grasped her firmly by the scruff of her pussy and tugged upward, exposing the details of her genitals to Jack's intimate inspection.

'My goodness, this is a special little cunny, isn't it? Beautiful little clitoris,' he said.

'Jennifer actually won first place overall in her Festival a couple weeks ago,' Martin agreed, 'and among many other accolades, she took a well-deserved top prize for best vulva. You're in for a treat; she's positively delectable once she's on your cock. I actually bent the rules a bit at the father-daughter party simply so I could finish inside her. In any case, it looks like your last day in town just got at least twice as enjoyable as originally planned for both of us.'

'I have no doubt of it,' Jack replied, releasing Jennifer's pussy and circling around to her rear to continue his appraisal. 'I have to say I'm very impressed with her. Stunning proportions, great lines. Seems to be generally obedient. And blow me down, look at her perfect little rump! What a charming thoroughbred...'

Jennifer shrieked in surprise as Jack's hand landed on her butt with a thunderous crack. The loud report had less to do with the force of the blow than with the surface area it covered, and she was shocked by the mighty size of the hand that landed on her backside.

Before she could fully register her disbelief, she felt a giant mitt take hold of her butt cheek and lift, presumably to allow Captain Davis to familiarize himself with the pair of exquisite entrances into the rear of her body and their environs. His hand was so large, however, that much of his grasp inadvertently included a considerable chunk of her inner thigh, and rather than prying her buttock upward as she expected, the hand gripping her leg simply lifted her bodily into the air as if she weighed nothing.

Jack Davis had already ensured that the straps binding her wrists were tight and she was on her tiptoes, but her ankle cuffs were anchored to the ground by shorter leather straps which still had six or eight inches of slack in them, and as the steel rings and carabiners of her bonds jingled, her hip was wrenched up and backward by Captain Davis' grip so he could inspect her between her legs as she hung by her wrists like a bedraggled, blindfolded marionette, her feet scrabbling in vain for purchase on the ground, which was an infinite half a foot below her reach.

She was shocked not by the violence of the move, but rather the distinct lack of it. There was nothing aggressive in how she was picked up; she was stunned by the matter-of-fact ease with which she was lifted, as if she weighed nothing, and handled and inspected like a small doll.

Captain Jack's large fingers followed her copious juices from the end of their trail more than midway down her inner thigh, all the way up to her vaginal entrance, where they continued to accumulate and then periodically spill out. The glistening path had been growing steadily longer all afternoon, and he scooped them up and began rubbing them into the soft, ripe flesh of her vulva with firm strokes of his giant hand.

She moaned as he worked her excess moisture into all the little folds and hidden places of her labia and clitoris with the sort of inescapable, paternal, matter-of-fact movements with which his big paw might have scrubbed a naughty, dirty kitten in the kitchen sink, telling her it was important not to waste any of her precious nectar because it was ideal for keeping the delicate skin of her cunny soft and silky and healthy.

Jennifer was mortified; her body had decided it had a mind of its own today, and her apparently famished vagina didn't care how much of a sopping mess it became in front of this stranger, as long as it could keep offering itself for his attentions.

As Captain Davis made a point of taking a moment to gently teach her some of the finer points of caring for her girl bits, and to firmly demonstrate the proper technique, she melted further into his grasp.

Try as she might, she was exasperated to find that she could not seem to stop the rivulets of her sweet honey from running; each slow, careful rub of Captain Davis' big hand on her vulva simply renewed the flood, and she could feel her hungry young genitals relaxing happily into his hand despite her misgivings, and preparing to allow this stranger to enter and inseminate her.

She apologized abashedly for continuing to make such a shameless mess even as he was attempting to clean her up a little and make her presentable; his only response was a bemused grunt as he felt a fresh release of her warm, slick girl-cum coat his fingers, his hand so large he couldn't even really fit it between her legs without pulling them apart practically into the splits, and fully exposing her private parts so he could access them to his satisfaction.

Elizabeth was still weaving an extravagant tale for Martin in her attempt to assuage any worries that the girls had been up to anything orgasmic. She was clearly attempting to save Jennifer, and it sounded from the tone of the conversation like this wasn't the first time this sort of concern had arisen about her impulse control and her obedience. Jennifer appreciated her friend's loyalty, but was still alarmed at her ease with untruth. Surely lying wasn't going to make this better?

She heard Captain Davis mutter something to himself, and she was gently lowered back to her place on the ground.

'Hey, Martin,' his extraordinarily rich, deep voice said, thrilling Jennifer with a new and rumbling tickle of dumbfounding pleasure in her belly as he discussed her body with a cool detachment, 'aside from whatever Elizabeth is selling you, I can tell you right now it's obvious that this one has definitely had at least one fairly intense orgasm, possibly several. There's no doubt they were getting into stuff they have no business being in.'

Jennifer could take it no more. No possible escape from punishment was worth living with the weight of falsehood, and now that her own unruly vagina had so thoroughly betrayed her, she burst into confession, the words tumbling out from under her blindfold as she admitted to cumming on Elizabeth's finger and tongue, flagellated herself for her lack of self possession and her vulnerability to temptation, and pleaded for mercy for Elizabeth, who she said was just trying to be a good friend and help her understand some things.

The three others spoke not a word. Jennifer's outburst had been well out of turn; neither Martin nor Jack had asked for her input, and her confession simply served to confirm that Elizabeth had been dissembling. Jennifer fell silent, her breasts heaving both with relief at having unburdened herself of falsehood and transgression, and trepidation at whatever the price would be to make things right.

After a moment, she felt Captain Davis step in front of her again, and she went a little light-headed as she breathed in his dark, rich scent. She straightened and stood tall, pure in her contrition and unwavering in her acceptance of the consequences, and waited for him to speak to her, to touch her, to take her.

'And now let's take a look at your face, little thing,' Jack said quietly, as if he hadn't heard a word she'd spoken, and gently pressed his hand against her vulva. He didn't penetrate her; he simply held his fingers at her slick entrance, and pressed the heel of his palm lightly against her mound.

Jennifer's heart felt like it would leap from her bare bosom as his other hand untied the scarf that kept her in darkness, and she was suddenly thrust back into the bright of the late summer afternoon.

She blinked, her deep brown eyes flashing like gems as she attempted to adjust to the sun. Her gaze traveled up, far higher than she'd expected, to meet his. A deep thrill of terror swept through her with the realization of what was about to happen to her.

Her vagina tightened reflexively as she saw his face for the first time, another rush of wetness drenching the young girl's genitals as her body prepared to offer itself to this male without reservation. The fresh moisture caused his fingers, which were patiently pressed against her entrance, to slip suddenly and easily into her inexperienced body as it instinctively welcomed whatever plans the captain had for it.

She was shocked to feel an increase of saliva in her mouth as well, and realized the unprecedented fullness with which her body wanted his; an inarticulate, animal cry was torn from her as he filled her sight, and her eyes widened in overwhelming emotion.

Her rational defenses all but destroyed, only two tiny, whispered words escaped her lips.



'Oh, fuck.'

Easily a few inches taller than his elder brother Martin's six foot four, Captain Jack Davis was a mountain of a man, and instead of Martin's jolly belly and demeanor, he was mostly muscle built with years before the mast. His shoulders barely fit through a door, and the black polo shirt he'd stretched over his torso for his golf game with his brother strained to span his great, wide back.

A magnificent black beard shot through with iron-grey cast itself like an onyx surf against the bluff crags of his cheekbones, and a single long, faint scar emerged from those fathomless depths and charted a tortured course across his weathered features below his temple.

His sparkling indigo eyes had spent decades casting leagues ahead of his ship, in all inclement conditions, and the deep creases and heavy brow that protected them could speak of an iron will and single-minded purpose as quickly and easily as they could break into kind-hearted concern for his crew or a good-natured joke. An untamable shock of black hair lent him a fierce aspect, and a single gold earring hinted at unending tales of adventure at sea.

'Oh, indeed, little one?' He took her by the chin and smiled kindly. 'You, or me?'

Jennifer fought to maintain her composure. Every single minute seemed to bring ever more overwhelming experiences, and she was transfixed by the captain, struggling with warring impulses that threatened to tear her apart-she was terrified of him, but he was also...terrifyingly beautiful.

She would have given anything to escape, to run away from his searing gaze and his monstrous strength, but she also implored him with her eyes to never let her out of his sight, and she felt that despite her bonds, she would have to be dragged away from his irresistible presence before she would separate herself from it of her own accord.

'You...' she whispered in a trance before realizing what she was saying and attempting ineffectually to clarify herself, '...I mean...me. Fuck. Me...'

Jack chuckled softly and kissed her gently, savoring the taste of her lips and tongue and kitten breath.

'Oh, don't worry, little thing. I will.'

A little over a decade separated the brothers, and they'd grown closer over the past few years; while the elder Martin had played it straight and went into the tech business after college, Jack had run away from home at sixteen and signed aboard one of the fishing trawlers down at the wharf.

An energetic man, he'd fallen in love with the sea and made a lot of money fishing, and after a few years he went back to school and earned a doctorate in marine engineering and biology.

He then purchased and restored an old hundred-twenty-foot, three-masted sailing schooner, the Enterprise, which he had outfitted as a cutting-edge research vessel, and assembled his first crew. He'd spent nearly the last twenty years crisscrossing the globe and volunteering his ship and crew for various oceanic research expeditions.

He had reason to be glad for the extra seconds it took Jennifer to adjust to the sunlight. The moment he'd slipped the blindfold from her, he'd nearly lost the iron composure that made him a great sea captain; his own eyes had widened in awe, then softened in tenderness, so struck to his core was he by her beauty, and he'd just managed to get hold of himself and resume the stern, dispassionate demeanor that was customary for him when training young girls before she caught him.

He'd felt, for an instant and in spite of himself, a long-absent wave of feeling and delight in beholding this exquisite girl who possessed such a noble air of grace and penitence, and who looked at him now with her chin held high and a visage that dared him to do his worst, despite the palpable trepidation in her eyes, and being naked and bound and helpless. She was ready to pay the price.

For an instant—for just a tiny, brief moment before he brushed it aside—he suddenly wasn't sure he was.

He composed himself. She was just a trainee, like any other eighteen-year-old girl. She was for him to assess, guide, instruct, encourage, and most of all, enjoy. Her feelings were secondary considerations at best, and a wise man knew to severely limit any of his own while he trained young girls.

In the interests of strictly keeping them to the virtuous path, and the regular need to test and develop their abilities in ways that were often painful or embarrassing, it was best to keep a clear head and an empty heart while handling newly eligible females, and to focus on activities that stoked his primeval arousal and maximized the pleasure he could take from their soft, naked bodies before he released them back to the wild.

The tips of his middle and ring fingers lingered comfortably, unhurried, just inside the entrance to Jennifer's vagina, her reflexes causing her little muscles to squeeze them delightfully each time she shifted her weight or position, accidentally pressing her delicate, new insides against them.

Jack brought his face close to hers, feasting his gaze on her classic, life-affirming american girl features and her full lips, which still shone with incriminating, ill-gotten traces of Elizabeth's lip gloss.

When his fingers had slipped precipitously between her folds as her body welcomed him inside it, she had instantly been filled with a raging, inarticulate need to take more of him in, and had twisted and plunged like an unbroken filly in her attempts to penetrate herself deeper with his fingers, to rub her clitoris harder against his masterful palm, anything to ease the dull, throbbing ache in her cunny as the blood rushed to her genitals.

Alas, her struggles were fruitless; Captain Davis' foresight in tightening her bonds meant that she had no way of lowering her hungry pussy below where she stood, and Jack easily kept her at an unbearable pitch of need with his careful, experienced hands.

'Well, I don't know that I need to hear any more,' Martin shook his head and threw up his hands. 'It is clear you girls were being extremely naughty, and obviously there must be consequences. Jennifer, your father would be very disappointed in you. And Elizabeth, this is not the first time we've had to deal with your willfulness and sneakiness; it's been a struggle with you for years.

'You're not children anymore, you're young ladies, and there is simply no way for you to make the most of your training and become the girls you're capable of being if you can't be trusted. I'm inclined to let you each decide whether you would prefer to take your punishment here, now, from Jack and me, or if you'd rather we inform your fathers of what you've been doing, and let them handle your discipline.'

Both girls started to beg Martin to consider their shame and not involve their fathers, but they fell silent together in the same instant as they realized the alternative had significant downsides as well.

Jack shook his head.

'I don't think their fathers need to know about this. The girls have celebrated their Festival; however their fathers raised them, their job is done now. Whatever these two do is their own responsibility, and it's our responsibility to correct them as needed.'

Martin was forced to agree with his brother. Trainee girls were considered community property once they'd been deflowered, and it was the community's job to continue their education and guidance in all sexual matters.

If Martin and Jack did not properly address the girls' imprudence, they were doing a disservice not only to both Elizabeth and Jennifer, whom they had promised as eligible men to train and teach, but also to the other men who would engage them in lessons, and who could be confronted with disruptive and problematic behavior from the girls when they tried to couple with them if Martin and Jack didn't see to their fit and proper correction.

The girls caught each other's eye and shared a resigned and foreboding grimace. Their fate was sealed.

'Very well,' Martin said. 'Got any thoughts on the best punishment for them?'

Jack stroked his beard as he glanced from Jennifer's naked little body to Elizabeth's, where she stood patiently next to her grandfather, her hands folded behind her back and her splendid breasts and pussy on full display in a theatrical portrayal of a well-behaved girl that was so disingenuous and exaggerated that it verged on parody.

He was amused that Martin seemed incapable of perceiving his granddaughter's deep-seated impishness, and was only fully persuaded that punishment was necessary for the girls once Jennifer had confessed and he could attempt to name her the instigator.

But below the intentionally blank and pious expression that Elizabeth met her uncle Jack's gaze with, he could clearly read the roguish little scamp he'd known for years, who could never seem to keep her clothes on in front of God and everyone, and was a constant source of mischief and delight. My goodness, she had gotten yummy.

'Well, first of all I think we're dealing with two transgressions for each of them,' he said, having considered carefully the best plan for disciplining his grand-niece and her friend. 'Elizabeth plainly tied Jennifer up without permission or supervision, and took advantage of that to do some very naughty things; secondly, she lied and obfuscated when you inquired about what she'd been doing.

'Jennifer perhaps didn't mean for this to happen, at least at first, but she didn't put a stop to it when she had the opportunity, and additionally she allowed herself at least one unsupervised, unauthorized orgasm from another girl, of all people. She really must hold herself to a higher standard if she is to truly be a first-rate girl, soI'd recommend two separate punishments.'

Martin nodded in agreement, his eyes twinkling behind his spectacles and a growing grin beneath his big white beard as Jack continued. 'There's a traditional old nautical punishment that we have reason to use occasionally aboard the Enterprise. It seems that at some point on every voyage a communications officer, or a yeoman, or a ship's counselor will exhibit an unfortunate and unacceptable lack of attention to detail in her duties, or will be tardy when she's summoned to my quarters or the bridge, or will fail her uniform inspection.

'Obviously the stakes are high aboard ship, and we cannot afford to have a crewmember not meet the rigorous standards that keep everyone safe, so any breakdown in duty or discipline must be handled swiftly and decisively, and in a way that is edifying for the entire crew and helps every sailor learn from their guilty comrade's shortcomings.

'The punishment is called the Five-by-Five, and it's long been popular because it's an effective means of adjusting a crew member's behavior, as well as being enjoyable for the officers to administer.

'Once it's been determined that she is guilty, I'll march the miscreant to midships while my first mate whistles to assemble all hands to witness the proceedings for their own benefit, while the ship's chaplain observes.

'There I'll strip her naked, and string her from the yardarm in much the same manner as Jennifer is here.

'She then receives five stout strokes of the crop, paddle, or flogger-depending on the seriousness of her misdemeanor and my disposition on the day-to each of her buttocks, each of her breasts, and her vulva, while the crew watches her shame and agony in silence, and takes the lessons they choose from beholding and pondering her suffering. Five hard strokes of the lash to five soft body parts—the Five-by-Five.'

Jennifer's and Elizabeth's eyes had widened in horror as Jack explained how order was kept aboard ship and they realized they were about to receive the same treatment, but Martin had chortled delightedly and said he thought it a brilliant plan.

'I do believe that is a capital idea,' he laughed, loudly smacking Elizabeth's bare butt and making her jump. 'Let's begin with that, then take a little time to do some anal training. I think that given the severity of their infractions, today may be a good day for them to learn to welcome a cock in their butt and one in their pussy, at the same time. Come along, dear girl.'

He fussed merrily about, busying himself with freeing a second, identical pair of straps that hung beside Jennifer's set on the same large branch, looped out of the way around another cleat, and began securing his deliciously curvy, naked granddaughter by her wrists and ankles next to her friend in preparation for their punishment.

Martin's suggestion had elicited a chuckle and raised eyebrows from Jack, who watched with a fond smile as his brother knelt to affix Elizabeth's ankle cuffs and took the opportunity to bury his nose in her wooly, golden bush and kiss her full, floral inner lips playfully while she squirmed and wriggled and squealed helplessly in fruitless efforts to avoid his bushy white beard tickling her inner thighs and her clitoris.

She had always loved it when he kissed her cunny. She still remembered the scientific experiments he used to design for her to help her learn her body; one year after Christmas dinner, the family was sitting around the fire in the living room, and the conversation naturally turned, as it often did, to training girls.

Elizabeth had wanted to know more about what the older girls needed to learn in their training. Martin had her scooch her butt down on the couch where she'd been sitting, between her dad and her older brother, while he knelt on the floor in front of her, and had spread her legs and flipped up her skirt.

Having her close her eyes, he'd instructed her to concentrate and carefully observe the different feelings she got when he rubbed her pink little clitoris with his fingers, licked it with his tongue, kissed it with his lips, and tickled it with his snowy mustache, and they had all discussed the differences like scientists as Martin repeated the four variations of genital stimulation on his granddaughter until he felt she had grasped many of the nuances.

She had liked his kisses best, and her legs spread wide in front of the glow of the crackling fireplace, her grandfather's warm breath on her girl bits, and the love of family as her father and brother held her hands and everyone helped her understand how good it felt to be touched in certain ways, were some of Elizabeth's favorite memories.

Now a favorite kind of touching was being mixed with great trepidation about the stern nature of her upcoming punishment, and she was giddy with the cognitive dissonance as her pappa snuck a taste of his favorite granddaughter and disregarded her struggles to avoid his enthusiastic tongue.

Jack wasn't exactly surprised that his brother would choose to subject his granddaughter to such a stiff punishment as double penetration—Martin had always taken his responsibilities as an eligible man seriously—but he was impressed, and respected his brother's firm commitment to holding all young girls to their potential, including one as special to him as Elizabeth.

The brothers had grown closer over the last few years after decades of relative estrangement, and much of their newfound fraternal camaraderie and had sprung from discovering their mutual passion for training girls.

Jack was abroad most of the year, and was only in the states for a couple days at a time. While he loved his life immensely, other countries lagged far behind the US in social advancements, and had not adopted the formal initiation and training processes we had implemented in order to prepare girls for their sexual duties.

His sexual access to young females was therefore naturally far more limited when overseas, and he always made a point when he was stateside, no matter how briefly, to exercise his right as an American citizen and eligible male to indulge in the timeless and unmatched pleasures of training a lovely little thing or two. It helped him feel...home.

The brothers had begun to make a pleasant tradition of engaging a couple of fresh new trainees when Jack was in town and working on them together, and had found it had brought them closer and fostered a mutual respect for each other's abilities as men and as trainers, as well as simply being a splendid diversion.

This visit had happened to correspond with Elizabeth's Festival, and Martin had kept her presence a secret from Jack, telling him only that he had taken care of securing the girl they would be training today.

Despite years of private family lessons with Elizabeth, the father-daughter party had been the first time he had penetrated her; he and her father both valued her virginity and her social placing after her Festival, and had thoroughly agreed that she should remain intact until her celebration, while they taught her everything else they could think of that didn't require anything to be inserted into her body.

The first several days after her Festival, she had been kept busy with a long line of his colleagues, golf buddies, and neighbors who, knowing she was leaving shortly and they had a limited opportunity, queued up to take their turn teaching his granddaughter a few things by the pool or on the bed in her room.

It had, in fact, actually been her mother's bedroom in elementary and high school, and Martin and Marie hadn't changed a thing in it since.

The captivating fact that quite a few of the gentlemen who engaged Elizabeth for a lesson had also enjoyed training her mother in the same bed, not long before Elizabeth was born, lent a special 'je ne sais quoi' to the proceedings that charmed everyone involved and aided in stimulating the men to train her with even more gleeful enthusiasm and to climax with even bigger orgasms in her then they might otherwise have.

Thus, the fevered stint Martin spent inside her anus at the party represented the first and only penetrative moments that he'd been able to enjoy with his granddaughter during her short stay with him and Marie, and he'd been too overtaken with joy and pleasure at the end of a long afternoon training four other delicious girls to last very long.

The outrageous orgasm he'd had in her was certainly consolation, but he very much wanted to have some time to train her more substantively and at greater leisure.

It might be a few years before he got to see her again after she flew back to school; after this final semester, she was proceeding directly to university to begin her studies.

Knowing this, he had already planned on taking this last afternoon with her to spend several hours giving Elizabeth some special, grandfatherly lessons before she departed tomorrow, and had sent Marie to her cousin's for the night so he would have the house to himself and his granddaughter.

When Jack had called to say he was in town, Martin was tickled to be able to surprise him with the serendipitous chance to enjoy the girl who'd been his little pirate princess long ago; the recent and unexpected Jennifer-related developments just made everything even better.

The girls traded unnerved looks as Elizabeth was being bound, the enormity of their transgressions and their punishments beginning to come into focus. She mouthed a pleading 'I'm sorry' to Jennifer as Martin returned to the cleat and roughly hoisted his granddaughter higher, taking the slack from her bonds and forcing her to her tiptoes like Jennifer, and rending a gasp from her throat as her delicious, creamy body was stretched to its limits and immobilized so that he and Jack could do as they wished with her.

Jack had opened the small cabinet by the fireplace where Elizabeth had found the scarf. He had walked directly to it with a familiarity that suggested this was not his first time training girls in his brother's back yard, and Jennifer saw that it was a veritable treasure chest filled with a bewildering array of implements, tools, and devices that all appeared to be perfectly designed for any number of diverting and inescapable applications to a naked young girl's body and its most sensitive bits.



He returned with a pair of long, slender black paddles, one of which he handed to Martin with a deep laugh as the two brothers took a pleasant moment to survey the delicious, guilty, and bound pair of young females.

'Goodness, what a pair of breasts she ended up with,' he remarked appreciatively to Martin with a grin, stepping close to Elizabeth and gently tracing the exquisite curve of her heavy tit with his fingertips and testing its heft in his palm.

He wasn't wrong; she was a bit over-blessed for her diminutive frame, and was deliciously full, with a distinct swing when she walked and a palpable weight to her breasts' delectably smooth underbellies.

Her glory was her nipples, however. They were long, and thick, and were in a chronic state of semi-engorgement, and were highly sensitive; though she was by no means darkly complected, her nipples and areolas were several shades lighter than the rest of her body, which lent them a luminescent, beckoning quality.

Martin laughed heartily.

'Right? Every single man that has enjoyed her this week has said the exact same thing. They are really quite magnificent.' He shrugged. 'I think she gets them from our side of the family; Marie's are much smaller, but you might remember that Elizabeth's mother's pair were similar at her age. Even her nipples weren't quite as large and tasty as those, though.'

A scattering of freckles graced her bosom, and Jack bent and gently kissed one at the edge of her areola; Elizabeth's demeanor went from delight to fury as she discovered he was not, in fact, going to suck her aching nipple, and she broke and fought her bonds as she desperately tried to get her uncle Jack to take her nub in his lips and either relieve or stoke the rapidly growing ungovernable hunger forming in her belly.

He smiled at her as she growled at him and begged him under her breath to touch her somewhere, anywhere; and he gently brushed the hair from her face, tucking the pink streak carefully behind the beautiful girl's ear.

'Good god, what a lovely girl you've grown into,' he said. 'I remember now; I happened to be in town for your going-away party, and your dad had you undress for me and Rob Draper and the other guys and let us all enjoy looking at your little body so we could remember you fondly, since it might be the last time anyone saw you.'

He laughed again as he recalled the delight that never failed to accompany his niece's free spirit.

'And then you just stayed naked for the rest of the party of your own accord, and your poor pops and dad were busy all night trying to keep you out of everyone's hands, you little minx.

'These were much smaller then—goodness, they were like little A-cups, weren't they? And now you're so deliciously curvy. Good lord, your backside is incredible. Your father must be so proud of you. Just a lovely girl.'

Elizabeth laughed and reached, unsuccessfully, for a kiss. When Jack kept his lips just out of her reach, she rolled her big hazel eyes behind her glasses and uttered a frustrated groan.

'Uncle Jack, you know I always told you I couldn't wait for you to train me! Remember I would write you little letters and hide them in your pockets? I think I had a little crush on you when I was younger, and I hoped so hard that someday this would happen. I'm so happy right now...please, please PLEASE train me today, uncle Jack!!'

With a twinkle in his eye, Jack relented to her desperate wish for his kiss, and told her he was looking forward to doing just that as soon as she and Jennifer were properly punished, then began exploring her silky blond bush with his fingers as he turned back to to his brother.

'Ah, it's been just too long, Martin,' he said, delighting in the precious, secret warmth of her swollen, pink vagina, slick with a syrupy combination of her own juices and his brother's saliva that rapidly coated his fingers, while Elizabeth trembled and uttered an endearing series of puppy whines in response to his leisurely explorations, which he naturally ignored.

'Remember a few years back we threw you a surprise birthday party, and you came out here to the backyard without a clue, and there were fifteen or twenty of us waiting for you with your little brunette neighbor—what was her name—from up the block stripped down and strung up here? That was a great evening.'

Martin roared with laughter as he recalled the memorable day.

'Oh my, yes! Anika Johnson. She had clipped my car in the driveway while she was learning to parallel park, and you guys were so thoughtful to get her and bring her over to make it right. Such a delightful birthday party-so much bukkakke on that poor girl.'

Jennifer shivered with the realization of the endless stream of countless young girls who had been in the very bonds that held her now, hung up naked in this yard and enjoyed by Mr. Davis and his friends, over the nearly twenty years that Martin and Marie had lived in the house.

It had to be hundreds, at least; young girl after young girl, undressed by the jolly old man, hung from this tree, touched and prodded and spanked and penetrated kissed and fucked to his satisfaction-and now it was her turn.

Her trail of thought was interrupted by Captain Davis, who was slowly running his fingers along the dark leather of his paddle while he looked her up and down, visualizing in detail how he was planning on applying it to her naked little body.

"So, Jennifer, did Elizabeth explain the rules of bondage training to you when she tied you up?'

Jennifer gasped as a nameless surge of adrenaline swept her, and she could feel the soft curves of her buttocks trembling as she fought to maintain her composure.

'Yes, sir, Captain Davis. She said you get to do whatever you want with me as long as I'm bound, and the only way I can make it stop is by saying the safe word, 'stop', if I'm in horrible pain.'

'Good girl,' Captain Davis said encouragingly. 'Now, have you ever been punished?'

'No sir, Captain Davis. I've only been spanked by my dad.'

Girls were accustomed to a wide variety of occasions in which they may be tied up or bound. The nature of the Festival and its values were both cooperative and competitive in the sacred quest to perfect the young female in every respect, and already, after only a few decades of more selective breeding in this new society, girls were stronger, healthier, more intelligent, more beautiful, and with higher sex drives than at any other time in history.

They were also more spirited, with often high temperaments and an almost feral energy, and many situations such as medical procedures and any of a great variety of important intimate inspections were best done with the girl secured for her own safety before she was stripped of her clothing for whatever purposes were necessary.

Jennifer had been introduced to a new reason for girls to be tied up today by Elizabeth; now Captain Davis was going to expose her to another one.

'The main difference is that while bondage training is done for the sexual pleasure it brings the man, punishment is for the correction of the girl.

'When training a girl in bondage, a man is not trying to hurt her, he's trying to enjoy her; working within her pain threshold is an important part of raising it effectively and safely, so her body can learn to absorb and respond positively to the more intense training lessons that feel very good for eligible men.

'Punishment, however, cannot be negotiated—you must take your punishment no matter what, and trust the men correcting you to gauge how much pain you should feel. In punishment, there is no safeword. Your punishment will be over when it is over, and the pain is the point, to teach you to behave.'

He looked her in her eyes from under his thick, dark brows, and caressed her cheek and breast gently with his huge hand.

'Jennifer, little thing, you've been a bad girl. There are consequences for being bad. Do you understand this?'

Jennifer's eyes pleaded with the captain as he explained the difference; she was so scared, and so turned on. She nodded timidly.

'I do, Captain Davis. I know you need to do this to train me properly. I'm so sorry I was bad—I'm so, so, sorry! I only want to be a good girl, ever. Just...please...please...don't hurt me too bad?'

Jack again was rocked by a rush of feeling as he made the fatal mistake of falling headlong into the limpid agate pools of her eyes, and felt his arm grow suddenly too heavy to raise the paddle against this divine creature. He cursed his unexpected weakness, remonstrating himself for losing the detachment that made him such an effective girl trainer.

He must not fall prey to this little siren. He wasn't sure he would survive it.

Long ago, on the island of Paros, an enchanting Greek girl's dancing dark eyes had made an idiot of one of the most promising young scientific research captains in modern history, and her musical voice and graceful hips had condemned him to a lifetime of worship at her feet. He loved her like nothing else.

They'd married. Not quite two years afterward, while he was at sea surveying the coral reefs of Madagascar, she'd passed away unexpectedly at home in Greece.

Crushed almost into oblivion by the magnitude of his loss and his powerlessness to have been with her, he swore he would never love again unless the object of his affections could accompany him in his voyages as a partner and fellow researcher.

He couldn't bear the thought of losing someone that way again. And he'd spent the last fifteen years running hard ahead of the winds across every ocean and sea, alone.

He didn't know why he was affected so by Jennifer, but he attempted to stuff away the feelings she provoked, surely without having any idea she was doing so.

He was just going to spend the afternoon training this splendid example of the young female form in quite a few delectable and deeply unladylike ways, he reminded himself; leave as much of his semen inside her and Elizabeth as he could, clearing his mind for the upcoming expedition, and then he'd fly out tomorrow at noon for Lisbon, where the Enterprise had been refitted and his crew was waiting for him to set course to tag and name the new crop of baby sperm whales in the pods returning to the Azores. And he would probably not remember her much past noon tomorrow.

Thinking he had regained his stern, implacable demeanor, he was shocked instead to hear himself express a tender concern for the girl.

'Sweet little thing, I just said that you must trust your trainer to know the correct level of pain for your punishment. Your training will never be designed to injure you. I'll use exactly the right amount of force on you when we begin, and it will be designed to help you learn and remember important lessons, not to hurt you mindlessly, okay?'

Jesus, he thought, what was wrong with him? Was he getting old and soft?

Trainee girls' bodies were considered priceless community property, and they were never to be seriously injured or damaged. A man who gained a reputation for leaving marks or bruises of any kind on the girls he trained was subject to severe censure, and faced the revocation of his training privileges.

As community property, of course, this meant that the community had a responsibility to guide and form the healthy, natural development of young girls, and so after a girl had celebrated her Festival, her discipline and punishment responsibilities passed from her father to the cohort of eligible men who would be spending most of their time training her naked body anyway.

Most minor disciplinary issues could be handled informally at the time of the infraction by the man or men training a girl, as Martin and Jack were about to do with Elizabeth and Jennifer.

Were a girl to exhibit extreme recalcitrance however, or outright refused to be trained or to attempt a sexual act that a trainer wanted to teach her, she could be subject to penalties by the special court set up for the purpose.

She could face sentences including jail time, public flogging, or even, in cases such as those of girls who tried to avoid being enjoyed by multiple men at once, public training.

In practice, this was less frequent than one might think; a girl would reasonably generally prefer to submit to normal lessons concerning sharing her body with multiple men, rather than be stripped and pilloried in front of the courthouse for a specified amount of time so that any men who wished could use her body until she had learned her lesson.

Such barbaric punishments had been more commonplace years ago, early in the transition from the old society to the new one. There had been rarely a day in the old times, immediately following the change, that several girls were not slated to appear for public discipline in the square every single day of the week, as an entire generation of young females took a crash course in learning what it meant to exist as sources of sexual pleasure for eligible men.

The intervening decades of training and breeding and acculturation meant that things were now generally much more civilized, so it was a special and memorable event when a public punishment was announced, and the square was usually filled with crowds and a festive atmosphere as the community gathered to acknowledge the blessings of the Festival and to enjoy the spectacle of severe public correction of a naked young female that represented all our values.

Jack steeled himself against Jennifer's ethereal beauty and resolved to carry out his stern duty.

She was far too priceless a girl to risk her becoming distracted from the pleasure she could give and receive from penises by the forbidden sensuality of another girl's body; he had to muster his sense of duty and punish her properly, despite how much it would pierce his heart to see the pain in her eyes as he laid the paddle across her tender skin.

Martin's voice broke his reverie; his brother had become enthusiastic about their plan for disciplining the girls, and was ready to begin with the first part, the Five-by-Five.

Jack and Martin shared a short glance and a knowing nod, and the girls watched helplessly with wide eyes as the brothers ate them up with their eyes and gleefully prepared to harvest all the pleasure they wished from the tender, naked bodies before them.

They agreed to start with the girls' butts, and took their positions behind the girls as Jack explained the finer points of administering the Five-by-Five.

'The idea is to use just the amount of force in your blows that they cause the girl's knees to buckle and she goes momentarily limp in her bonds,' he said. 'There's no need to go harder; twenty-five strokes at that intensity will be a very memorable lesson for her. Starting with their butt cheeks offers a good chance to calibrate your intensity on a relatively durable body part, and test strokes do not count for the girl's total, so feel free to experiment a little and see how much Elizabeth can take before you start counting strokes on her bottom.

'And feel free, of course, if you sense that the girl is being overly dramatic in her responses in order to convince you to let up a little, to let her have a a bit of extra pepper on a couple strokes to remind her not to get cute.

'Once you find your stroke, it's usually best to go fairly slowly; I like to deliver a solid spank every couple of seconds, so the girl has the chance to fully appreciate the impact and think about how her choices have made this her reality, and how much more pleasant it would be for her to simply behave.'

Jennifer yelped as he brought the paddle down across her butt cheek, but she managed to keep her feet; unfortunately that meant the next blow was sharper as Captain Jack adjusted his velocity and aim, and she shrieked as the paddle landed with a crack and her body spasmed and her knees gave out momentarily. Jack smiled and rubbed her butt gently where the paddle had made contact, and announced he was ready to start with stroke number one.

The paddles were specially designed and were thin, hardened leather blades similar in size and proportion to a paint mixing stick. They were light and smooth, and made a threatening whistle as they whipped through the air, but they were too light to seriously damage the delicate skin and flesh of a young girl, no matter how strenuously they were applied by a committed trainer.

The blinding, stinging pain and frightening crack they could deliver were products of the speed with which they were wielded, rather than the force of the blow or weight of the paddle, and they offered a great degree of fine-tuned control for the experienced trainer.

And since they also ensured that an inexperienced or careless user would still not significantly injure a girl no matter how enthusiastically he applied it, the paddles had become a standard tool for guiding and correcting young girls.

After several exploratory strokes of varying intensity, Martin had quickly gotten the hang of the correct heat to bring to his duties, and he and his brother began in earnest the pleasant and affirming work of disciplining young ladies.

Martin Davis' quiet community nestled next to a golf course, and was full of luxurious lawns, giant old trees, and wide boulevards. As the golden, late summer light grew long and a peaceful hush fell over the neighborhood, the only sounds beside the gentle, soothing 'kshk, kshk, kshk' of lawn sprinklers to break the silence for several blocks around were the shimmering, delightfully melodic cries and shrieks of two naked girls receiving well-deserved discipline.

The men loved watching the girls dance and writhe as they belabored their perfect buttocks with their paddles, and they took extra time to rub and squeeze their sore cheeks after each stroke or two, encouraging good blood flow and savoring the soft skin and full, juicy handfuls of their booties.

Jack enjoyed disciplining young girls as much as the next man, and despite his earlier misgivings, he quickly found his stride and his cock was becoming quite hard as he steadied Jennifer with a firm grip on one glute so he could properly deliver stinging correction to the other one.

He reveled in the intimate feeling of the girl's young muscles tensing and flexing under his hand as she desperately tried to escape, and he could vividly foresee how energetic and responsive this delectable little body would be on his cock when the time came to begin fucking her.

The men moved in front of the girls again in preparation for the second portion of the punishment—five strokes to each breast—and the girls, rapidly losing their self possession in the face of the long road that lay ahead of them, pleaded with their eyes and voices for the men to have mercy and let them off with just the solid butt spanking they'd just received. Their supplications fell on deaf ears, however.

'Any specific pointers for their breasts?' Martin asked Jack, kissing Elizabeth's forehead tenderly and caressing her tit as she tried to catch her breath from his efforts on her backside.

Jack pointed out that the heavy, full undersides of Elizabeth's breasts were ideal targets for the paddle; he personally tended to prefer focusing his efforts on a girl's nipples if her breasts were smaller.

Martin saw the value of this reasoning, and took Elizabeth's thick, long nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pulled firmly upward, fully exposing the soft, tender underbelly of her breast, and began delivering sharp, accurate strokes to it with glee.

The poor girl seemed on the verge of fainting as she cried out and thrashed in her bonds, but her grandfather maintained a stern aspect, and admirably carried out his duties on her magnificent breasts despite both her struggles and his affections for her.



Martin knew that since he chose to enjoy the unorthodox fruits of the many lessons he and his granddaughter already shared together over her short life, he must also accept full responsibility for guiding her to perform her best for other men as well. This was his duty, and he shouldered it capably.

Watching another girl being punished the same way as her was far more intense for Jennifer than she'd expected, and she couldn't tear her eyes away, transfixed, as she watched her beautiful, sparkling friend rear and buck and plunge as her grandfather taught her the severest lesson of her life so far.

She was brought crashing back to reality as Jack's deep voice gently reminded her that her attention should be on him, since he was training her, and that he would provide a reminder next time he saw her focus wander.

Her heavy, dark ponytail whipped as she snapped her head around to face him. Her bottom still stung badly, and her eyes brimmed with contrition and agonized anticipation as Captain Davis enfolded her small breast with his huge paw.

Carefully, he pinched and rolled her nipples to make them as erect and hard as possible in preparation for her punishment, then slipped his hand between her legs and murmured his approval as he confirmed the pleasant flush of a fresh wetness as the result of her spanking so far.

He informed Martin, and suggested he check Elizabeth's vagina; building a strong reflexive and mental connection in girls between pain and sexual arousal was critical to their success with advanced lessons such as double penetration, and what he observed in Jennifer meant she was on the right track.

Martin paused midway through his work on Elizabeth's other breast to press his fingers between the frilly pink petals of his granddaughter's pussy, exclaiming in delight as they encountered a large amount of her young vagina's crystal-clear girl cum.

It had long been one of his favorite indulgences—her mother possessed a very similar flavor profile, but of course he hadn't tasted her since she'd married Elizabeth's father nineteen years ago, and so his granddaughter's cunny had needed to capably fill that special spot in his palate for quite some time—and he hungrily brought his glazed fingers to his mouth, cleaning the glistening traces of her from his snowy mustache with his tongue when he'd finished.

Jack returned to Jennifer's breast, gripping it firmly and squeezing so her nipple stood tall, exposed and defenseless, on the crest of her diminutive little hill.

His cock lunged to life with a fresh purpose as he watched her set her chin resolutely and hold his gaze, imploring silently for a mercy that his libido, enthralled and bestial now at the touch of her soft, warm girl flesh, could never grant.

He brought the paddle down on her nipple, and she nearly blacked out.

Unable to even cry out, she collapsed completely, hanging momentarily in her restraints before slowly, determinedly retaking her feet, her eyes shining, and offering her breast to the captain again.

Jack was greatly appalled; in his growing arousal and troublesome emotional turmoil, he had clearly accidentally struck her too hard, and his stomach dropped as he watched her crumble from his blow, then struggle bravely to her feet and prepare herself for the next one. He fought back a sudden rush of moisture to his eyes as he realized the courage and resolve this extraordinary girl possessed.

He did his best in his mortification to hide his loss of fortitude from her, and set his brow once again; he was certain her perceptive gaze had seen his moment of sheer concern, however, and he tried to pretend that nothing of the kind had happened, even as he lightened up his subsequent paddles to her nipples somewhat.

Having finished spanking her delicious breasts, Martin was ready to complete Elizabeth's first punishment and move on to his granddaughter's vagina, and he knelt in front of her and contemplated his plan of attack.

'You know, Jack, I think I really like this Five-by-Five,' he said. 'Starting with a girl's butt allows for some very enjoyable experimentation to ascertain her pain threshold and responses, and then her nipples and clitoris are so sensitive that we have a lot of precision in how we spank them; it's great because you can inflict some significant pain without a lot of force, so you're much less likely to injure them, but you still have a lot of room for more intense...reminders...if needed. Brilliant little punishment.'

Jack laughed and agreed.

'I know, it's a pretty good tool for certain circumstances,' he said, glancing over at where Martin was inspecting Elizabeth's pussy to decide how he wanted to spank it while sneaking tongue-fulls of her juices to satisfy his craving as she wiggled delightfully and made little whimpers to herself. 'So, some girls are best spanked firmly across their entire vulva; with other girls I like to focus more on directly spanking their clits.'

Martin nodded, demonstrating his thought process concerning Elizabeth's pussy with his hands.

'Yes, you can see she has developed some lovely, full inner lips since you saw her last, and they're fairly prominent, and run the full length of her vulva. They hang pretty nicely, and they're quite engorged and swollen from all the excitement today, so I think I'll just lay the paddle flush across her slit and let her inner labia take the brunt of the spanks.'

Jack said he thought that was a capital idea, and knelt in front of Jennifer to make the same decision, his fingers investigating her dark, short-cropped landing strip.

'Very cute little patch of fur,' he said quietly, 'did your father trim you this morning, sweetheart, or did you shave yourself?'

Jennifer felt a rush of relief that she'd had the forethought to prepare for her photo shoot with Elizabeth by grooming herself carefully this morning, and she'd been very mindful to shave very straight, clean borders for her landing strip, and to ensure the rest of her vulva was completely bare and smooth, with no stray hairs disrupting the exhilarating, velvety surface of her outer labia and perineum.

A fresh burst of confidence filled her as she realized she seemed to be meeting and exceeding Captain Davis' expectations.

'I did it this morning, Captain Davis,' she said as calmly as she could, trying hard to keep her mind focused on learning from him while he thoroughly inspected her genitalia with his fingers in preparation for disciplining her, 'but I'm still pretty new at it, so my dad checked it before I left the house.'

Jack grunted appreciatively, and said she had done a great job, and he was impressed with how delectable and inviting her body was.

She had a lovely, delicate pair of inner lips that just peeked out from her vagina, and a sleek, sculpted, prominent clitoral hood which nestled between her perfectly proportioned outer lips when she was standing.

Captain Jack's rooting-about in her girl parts had revealed to him that her clitoris was indeed quite prominent and delicately formed, and easily accessed when he butterflied her pussy, and so he decided how he would complete Jennifer's Five-by-Five. He looked up at her.

'Okay, listen to me, little thing—I need to finish this part of your punishment by spanking your vagina. I'm going to hold your lips open with my fingers, like this, so your sweet, naughty little clitoris, who is the whole reason you're tied up and getting punished in the first place, is exposed and poking out so everyone can see her; then I'm going to spank directly on her, five times. Do you understand?'

A deep, shuddering moan swept Jennifer as the captain spoke. The punishment to her butt had basically been a hard spanking, which she had experienced before from her father; the treatment of her nipples had been highly challenging and quite painful, especially the first spank.

Her clitoris, however, had certainly never received this sort of punishment, and while she understood how it was obviously an effective means of correcting a young girl, she was scared to feel the paddle on her girl bits.

Jack watched her consternation and reveled in the girl's battle to be obedient and dutiful even though she was already sore. She was so very beautiful as she tried to catch her breath, her breasts heaving gently as she hung from the straps on her wrists.

A single, shining bead of perspiration had tumbled down her torso from her throat, and the droplet now encroached close the top edge of her landing strip.

Jack leaned close to her naked form and slowly licked it up, his tongue giving her body big, soft kitty licks as he lapped gently up along her tummy, over her belly button, between her perfect breasts, over the delicate ridge of her clavical, and finished with a deep kiss on her lips as he basked in her beauty and scent and taste.

Jennifer was rocked by his touch, and cried out in desperation for him to please fuck her poor body.

'Soon, little thing,' Jack murmured, indulgently disregarding her slight faux pas of requesting training from him as he spread her labia carefully and watched, delighted, as her clitoris pressed itself, erect and proud, from under its hood and offered itself to him.

Jennifer could feel her little button growing heavy and full and hungry as it shamelessly sought attention from a male, and she blushed and trembled as Jack kissed it, ensuring it was slick and shiny before he began spanking it.

They were interrupted by a cry from Elizabeth as Martin brought the paddle between her legs with a surprisingly wet smack; when he withdrew it he was gratified to show Jack how coated the smooth black leather had become with her glistening juices from just a single spank.

'Eyes on me, little one,' Jack said quietly to Jennifer, and asked if she was ready for her final spanks.

She mustered a tormented 'yes, sir, Captain Davis,' and Jack brought the paddle to her clitoris.

He didn't strike hard; using a fast tapping motion, he aimed just the very tip of the paddle at her clitoris, and she cried out as the stiff leather nipped at her poor, tender button.

She went to another place on the second and third strokes; she couldn't hear, couldn't see, couldn't feel anything but Captain Jack and his masterful handling of her. Suddenly, somehow, in the midst of the pain and fear and fascination and arousal, everything made sense and felt right.

Only two more strokes, she thought to herself. I can do this. I can do this because of you, Captain Jack. I want you to have me...all of me...forever...

She suddenly realized the word that had escaped her earlier—it was 'surrender'. She was completely his, and he hadn't even fucked her yet, but she knew all she wanted was for him to take her completely, to enfold her, penetrate her, fill her with himself.

Trails of her juices ran down her leg as he delivered the last of his five strokes to her clitoris, and she burst into orgasm as the unbearable sexual tension in her young body peaked at the same moment she was rocked with relief at counting the final spank.

Tears welled in her eyes and she released a long, plaintive wail as her body gave itself to Captain Jack in every way it knew how to while being securely tied down, and he worshipped in holy silence, his strong hands gently rubbing her aching pussy and stroking her rich brunette tresses as he gratefully beheld one of the eternal wonders of the universe.

Martin had finished with Elizabeth as well, and the two brothers exchanged knowing nods confirming that they were done with this part of the discipline as they kissed and caressed the trembling, exhausted, naked girls and told them they had done a really good job.

'Alright then,' Martin said with a smile, 'shall we start getting them ready for the next part?'

To be continued...
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(Continued from Ch. 11b)

The men had completed the first punishment they needed to give the girls, and after twenty-five strokes with the paddle across five sensitive parts of their naked bodies, Jennifer and Elizabeth were a heady mixture of exhausted, tender, contrite, and highly aroused.

Their primary infraction was doing sexy things together without proper supervision from an eligible man to supervise them and supply his penis for them to practice handling it and bringing it to ejaculation, which was one of the most important skills they were expected to master as young trainees.

Captain Jack Davis' suggestion of a traditional seagoing punishment, the Five-by-Five, had been the perfect fit for the crime.

He and his older brother Martin were workmanlike in their earnest efforts to impress upon the girls' naked and bound bodies the painful consequences of such dereliction of their duty, and of subverting the correct and natural purpose of their sexuality at this critical juncture of their short lives.

Young girls had been perfectly designed by nature precisely to be vessels for eligible males to achieve release from the mind-melting pressure that built up each day in their testicles as their bodies instinctively sought young, fertile females in which they could deposit their sperm; Elizabeth and Jennifer had not only wasted an opportunity for themselves to gain further confidence and skill in handling a cock and bringing it to orgasm, they had also denied some eligible male or males the pleasure of the relief they were responsible as trainees for providing.

In addition to this violation, Elizabeth had lied about the whole affair, and Jennifer had chosen not to stand up for what was right and put a stop to her friend's misbehavior when she had the opportunity, to the point that she even allowed Elizabeth to give her an orgasm.

This meant that a second punishment was also needed to bring the girls fully back to the correct path and allow them to be good girls again, and Martin had decided that double penetration by him and his brother would be appropriate.

Jack nodded in agreement; he had grown increasingly aroused as he disciplined Jennifer, and he could tell, as she orgasmed on his hand after his final careful spanks on her poor little clitoris, that her vagina was entering an advanced state of preparing for copulation.

Her body was alight with goosebumps, her breath ragged, and she kissed him with the desperate, bestial hunger and shining eyes that were characteristic of young girls when they were handled by a master trainer and brought skillfully to their sweet spot, sometimes even without their full understanding or consent.

Now he would focus on keeping her at this torturous, high simmer for much of the rest of the afternoon, taking advantage of how her inexperienced body could be made to fall into a self-perpetuating cycle of extreme arousal which caused practically everything to turn her on; in this state, even withholding stimulation from her would only increase her hunger.

Her mind would slowly fray as her body asserted its demands, and he knew from his voluminous experience of the several decades of girls that he'd trained how a whispering touch, a vanishing peck of a kiss, a feathering caress of her inner thigh, or the very tip of his tongue inside the drooling entrance of her young vagina could prevent a young girl's agonized body and brain from ever coming down, but would never be enough on their own for her to achieve escape velocity and the desperately needed release she would soon be begging for in vain.

Imprisoned in this state, her body would begin doing everything in its power to induce him to breed it, which meant that literally every aspect of this exquisite little creature would become even more alluring; her breathing, utterances, and bodily responses would become ever more pitched and irresistible as her primal instincts overwhelmed her, and thrust her body headlong into its ultimate mission of procuring his semen.

Her nervous system would refine her movements in an effort to hack the secret combination of hip shakes and flashing eyes and serpentine little dances that would turn the tables and render him powerless in the face of the roaring, ancient need to take her, to penetrate her, to fill her. Jack Davis lived for those moments.

He loved observing orgasms as they manifested themselves in newly-initiated females, and he had dedicated significant time and effort to mastering the process of eliciting, sustaining, and intensifying them.

There was simply nothing as lovely or life-affirming as a naked young thing experiencing new sensations and touches at his hands until she reached a tipping point she may not even have known she had, and became a trembling, soaking, incoherently moaning little mess of soft skin and sweet nectar and warm, welcoming pussy that begged to be filled.

In those moments, as he beheld eternity in a girl's starry eyes and in the delicate, swollen pink opening between her legs, he felt more at peace than at almost any other time or place on earth.

Despite already being a connoisseur, however, his experience watching Jennifer's climax had been almost transcendent. He was transfixed as she maintained his gaze with her trusting, determined, pain-wracked eyes through each firm swat to her clitoris, and he watched those deep brown pools well with tears of pain and relief and surrender as he delivered the final stroke, then roll back and close in a torrent of ecstasy and ancient song as she erupted in front of him.

Jack didn't believe in God, but he whispered a prayer of thanks to whomever was responsible for creating this divine perfection of a creature, and for allowing him to experience her.

He was looking forward now to the next portion of the afternoon—preparing the two girls for anal, then teaching them double penetration. While not inherently a punishment—technically it was just another sex act with which girls needed to develop at least some competence—it was an advanced use of the female body that represented significant physical, mental, and emotional challenges for many young girls when they were first introduced to it.

For these reasons it could function as a useful disciplinary tool as well; when administered by experienced eligible men, it offered the delightful opportunity to completely and utterly use a girl's body, which could be greatly gratifying, and it additionally allowed for the judicious application of discomfort, pain, and possibly embarrassment, making it a potent and and enjoyable-to-administer punishment for any number of more serious misbehaviors.

Putting a girl through double penetration training for the first time necessitated great care to avoid injury or inadvertent psychological trauma; it was an intense experience in any case, which few young girls naturally fantasized about on their own on a good day, let alone as discipline for misbehavior, and so Martin and Jack made sure to lay proper groundwork for the second punishment of Elizabeth and Jennifer.

The first step had been completed; they'd brought the girls to a highly-pitched state of general arousal as a result of the spankings and the other things that the brothers had done to their bodies so far; this meant that they were more predisposed now to experience a broad range of physical and mental stimulation as erotic.

Now it was time for the men to bring their penises into the process and begin guiding the girls' arousal to a finer focus; by fucking them well, and carefully building on the intense experiences of the last half hour, the men planned to start reinforcing the connection between anal stimulation and arousal for Jennifer and Elizabeth, and ultimately cause them to authentically embrace the deep pleasures their little butts offered to men.

The fact that the journey to that Xanadu was paved with discomfort and pain meant the men could make it serve double duty as both a punishment as well as a lesson; the fact that they were using it as a punishment gave them a bit more leeway in how vigorously and roughly they chose to enjoy the teaching process.

Captain Davis had a plan for how he wanted to train Jennifer, and he shot a questioning glance and a raised eyebrow to Martin, motioning at Jennifer's throat.

Martin was lovingly attending to his granddaughter's full, heavy breasts with a blissful look on his jolly face; he massaged their poor, sensitive undersides, which he had spanked so thoroughly, observing soothingly to her that they were especially warm and heavy now from the work he'd just done on them with the paddle.

Elizabeth's short, curvy frame was blindingly beautiful as she hung from her wrists on her tiptoes; the powerful, juicy curves of her calves and hamstrings, and the athletic vault of her buttocks, were optimally presented in her suspended position.

From the front, however, she was possibly even more desirable. With her arms stretched to their limit above her head by the strong leather straps that Martin had tightened so heartlessly, the lines of her lats swept downward behind her classically sculpted underarms and accentuated her narrow waist by mirroring the luxurious spring of her hips.

Her adorable, soft belly was forcibly lengthened to reveal her long, sleek abdominals that lay just below her delectable puppy fat, and between her powerful, spread thighs nestled her furry golden delta and the delicate, sweet coral blossom that resided there.

Most spectacularly, her impressive breasts hung gorgeously from her torso, their weight concentrated in their pendulous undersides like luscious fruits as they offered her defenseless nipples for the pleasure of whoever was near.

'Whoever was near' fortuitously happened to be her grandfather, and he assiduously worked on one of her perfect breasts at a time, gently massaging its warm, heavy underbelly while rhythmically working each of her deliciously thick nipples between his wrinkled, hairy fingers to help calm and center her in preparation for the challenging next part of her discipline.

As Elizabeth purred under his touch, straining adorably against her bonds in kittenish efforts to press her sore breasts into her grandfather's soft, worn hands for comfort after her painful first punishment, Martin caught Jack's glance and nodded, indicating the cabinet by the fireplace.

Jennifer, still recovering from her bone-shaking orgasm, watched unsteadily and spellbound from where she hung by her wrists, a trembling mess, as the the most enthralling man she had ever met returned to tower over her with a smile and slim, black leather choker in his fist.

She glanced from his huge hand to his face with willing question in her eyes as he softly brushed a dark, stray tress from her brow. It had escaped her ponytail during her labors under the paddle, and as he tucked it behind her ear, he cradled her cheek for a moment, the quiet rumble of his voice thrumming again through her whole body.

'Pretty little thing, tell me again what you know of bondage training?'

She swallowed and fought to focus her thoughts, and reiterated as best she could what Elizabeth had told her—that it gave men the opportunity to indulge in their darker, more primitive desires which tormented them almost constantly, despite being otherwise modern and civilized humans; that it gave girls an opportunity to fully yield themselves to their lessons, since they could only behave in ways which their bonds allowed and their bodies required; and that when a girl did bondage, she had a responsibility to endure any test and attempt any challenge, and welcome any sexual use of her body, reserving her sole means of escape—the safeword 'stop'—for pain she truly didn't believe she could handle.

Her main reward would be the certainty that the men who trained her this way would indeed be fully satisfied, and she would truly experience the fullness of her young female purpose as an object of an eligible male's powerful mating drive.

She understood and embraced this, she told the captain; she had always, since childhood, wanted nothing more than to be a good girl—the best girl she could be—whatever that meant. How could there be a more worthy goal than to become the best at whatever purpose one was created for?

Captain Davis was slowly trailing his big hand up and down her torso as she answered, his fingertips barely touching her electric skin as they whispered up her belly from her mons, between her breasts, and back again.

One of his most favorite parts of all on girls' bodies was the enchanting savannah of open expanse between their navel and their vulva, and he thrilled at the soft warmth of Jennifer's body, his brain delivering a fuzzy buzz of serotonin as his fingers tugged with gentle fondness along the top edge of her dark, furry landing strip.

He nodded, commending her for her answer and telling her she was doing a really good job for her first time. Jennifer blushed.

'Oh my gosh, thank you, Captain Davis,' she said sincerely, 'I've wanted to do it for a long time—it's amazing. It's really hard. My brain already feels like mush. I'm really trying my best, sir. I hope it's good enough, and I hope you're enjoying me.'

Jack chuckled kindly and caught himself getting pulled into her gaze again. What was wrong with him? Why did his eyes well up every time he looked at her for too long? Why was he feeling such an...affection...for her? He had to get ahold of himself. Why, why was she so perfect?

'Dear girl, you are extraordinary,' he heard himself saying, like some kind of idiot. He didn't seem to be able to do anything about it, though, and plowed ahead, hearing himself using words that hadn't passed his lips in...how many years? How many ocean crossings?

'You are so strong, and so beautiful. You can do nothing wrong. I want you more than I have wanted anything in as long as I can remember, sweet little thing...'

Jennifer was stunned, and stood, speechless, her eyes drinking Jack in.

No man training her had ever spoken to her like this. No man's voice had ever made her insides melt so completely, and no man's eyes had ever lit such fires as now burned in her.

Jack at last managed to flying-tackle and hogtie himself before he did any more damage to either this lesson or his training reputation, and cleared his throat sternly and asked if she was ready for the next step. Jennifer nodded, and he held up the choker.

'The straps and cuffs that hold you to this tree are what rather obviously signify you're in bondage training right now, little thing.

'I'll tell you a little secret to ponder as you continue your training, which many girls don't understand—these cuffs and straps and buckles are actually symbols. There is something else that is actually keeping you right here, right now, naked and ready for me to do whatever I need to do to you.

'Now, there are times when a man will want to train you in bondage, but he will want to be able to take you places, or enjoy you in various positions.'

He let her examine the simple narrow strip of soft leather, its silver buckle shining in the sun, and gently fastened it around her delicate throat, his big hands surprisingly nimble as they guided the tiny leather strap through the silver clasp, and he tested the safety of the fit by confirming he could just slip a finger between the collar and her soft skin as he continued.

'This signifies that you are in bondage training wherever and whenever you wear it,' he explained carefully, 'whether you are tied up or free, or naked or clothed; at home, a trainer's house, or anywhere else; when a choker like this is around your neck, all the same rules apply just as if you were physically restrained like you are now.'

Jennifer's mind was blown by this development, and she was thrilled. She wanted to feel like this all the time, but she knew she couldn't be tied up for the rest of her life. The possibilities this presented were endless and highly arousing, and she felt another wave of delicious anticipation ripple through her belly and cunny as Captain Davis spoke.

'I am going to release the cuffs on your ankles and wrists now, sweet girl, and we are going to go over to that big patio couch so I can continue to train you.

'But until I remove this collar you are still considered to be bound, and are expected to act as if you were; you will not fight or struggle, you will stay patiently and obediently in any position I put you, as if secured there, and you will only attempt to stop what I choose to do with you by using your safeword—which you must only do in the most extreme eventualities.

'Of course, you are still being punished, so until your discipline is complete, even your safeword will have less effect; Mr. Davis and I will be gauging your level of pain and allowing for the best amount to teach you your lesson. When we finish, and Mr. Davis and I can declare you a good girl again, I will be able to remove this collar. Do you understand, little thing?'

Jennifer nodded, and Captain Davis knelt in front of her to undo her ankle cuffs. She was surprised that rather than unbuckle them to free her, he simply released the steel carabiners that attached them to their anchor straps, leaving the cuffs on her ankles.

He rose, his giant body so close to hers, and did the same with the cuffs securing her wrists; then, taking her small hand in his, he walked the naked girl to the couch, the rings of the leather cuffs she wore jingling charmingly as she stepped.

He had her sit down, her legs together like a lady and her hands folded in her lap, to wait for him as he went to the cabinet and returned with two more leather straps much like her choker, instructing her to lay down on her back.

Her tawny skin and rich, dark hair seemed to glow in the late sun against the creamy expanse of the couch as she complied, and he took another moment to admire the long, lean lines of her naked body, and the articulate perfection with which her ankles joined her elegant calves to her feet in a holy trinity of finely-tuned muscle, bone, and sinew that an Athenian sculptor might have devoted his life to celebrating.

A sudden vision of his upcoming expedition to the Azores flashed, unbidden, before him.

Shore leave with the crew after a long week in the zodiac boat wrangling baby sperm whales to tag and name them.

The secret beach he knew on Sao Miguel.

This girl, stretched out like this, naked on the Portuguese sand in the mid-Atlantic sun.

He stroked his obsidian beard fiercely for a moment and growled as he tried to blot the wooden-headed idea from his mind. Such thoughts—or feelings—concerning trainee girls were ridiculous.

Passengers were not allowed aboard during expeditions anyway—as if she would even want to spend months at sea with him in a leaky old scow like the Enterprise. His brain was clearly foundering, and he realized he'd best finish fucking this beautiful creature and get on his way before he really embarrassed himself.



Kneeling down beside the couch, he smiled reassuringly to Jennifer as he took hold of her left leg and arm and brought them together, instructing her to hold still, and used a steel clip to connect the rings of the cuff around her ankle to the rings of the cuff on her wrist. Her skin was so soft and smooth under his hands, and he loved the feeling of her delicate ankle in his grip as he secured the perfect naked girl in preparation for her next punishment, and his ultimate enjoyment of her little body.

With smooth, sure movements that spoke of years of practice, he looped one of the short black straps he'd brought from the cabinet around the upper part of her sculpted calf, just below the knee, and around her forearm at the elbow, and buckled it enough that she couldn't escape and it wouldn't slip, but loosely enough she still had plenty of circulation and could move relatively freely if she needed to adjust her position.

Her lower leg and arm were now bound together along their entire length, and while she could still bend her knee and elbow relatively freely, they had to work together.

While she experimented with her available movement on her left side, Captain Davis duplicated his efforts on her right side. Finished, he kissed her gently, brushing her hair out her eyes, and surveyed his work.

He liked this way of tying a trainee down; she had enough freedom of movement to be fairly comfortable for some time, and could easily be moved into a variety of enticing and stimulating positions in which for him to enjoy her body. One of the best parts was that no matter how she might try, she had no way to effectively block access to her genitals and anus when bound in this manner, so regardless of any efforts on the girl's part, he would be able to easily train her at whatever pace or style he felt suited the purposes of the lesson.

'Alright, girls,' Martin said from where he was crouched behind Elizabeth, who still hung from the tree branch by her wrists, as he spread her butt cheeks and examined her between her legs and inspected the shameless mess she had made while he'd spanked her, 'Jack and I are going to spend a little time doing some anal training with you both, and getting your bodies nice and relaxed and ready for him and I to penetrate you at the same time, and enjoy each your bodies together.'

He pulled his granddaughter's engorged labia open with his fingers, savoring exposing the rich, slick pinkness of her interior which the frilly little skirts of her girl bits were meant—completely ineffectually, it turned out—to demurely hide from the hungry gaze of dominant, full-testicled males like himself, and ran his finger up and down the glistening secret crevice that led into her voluptuous young body.

She didn't have a very prominent clitoris, but her labia hung with a tangible weight, especially after the five spanks with the paddle the Martin had given them, and her little body had already had so much stimulus this afternoon in any case that they hung raggedly, flushed and engorged and tender, from the sides of her bedraggled opening, which her young internal muscles were desperately trying to gape for him without her knowledge or control.

He hadn't struck her that hard, especially on her breasts and cunny; a big part of being a master trainer was using precisely the amount of force or pain or embarrassment that would help a girl learn her lesson and remember how important it was to be a good girl, and not an ounce more, and he and his brother were both known for their expertise in the sphere of disciplining young ladies.

Much of proper training concerned helping girls build stronger connections between their bodies and their minds, and so punishment—especially informal and in private, as the men had just administered to Elizabeth and Jennifer—had to consist of more than simple, brute physical pain.

It really was about how pain signals of the right intensity, when combined with the emotional and mental context that supported a girl and her relationship of trust with her trainers, could reinforce and motivate the behaviors of a good girl, and it should never result in any actual injury or damage—in fact, when done well, even punishments for relatively serious misbehavior should result ultimately in the girl becoming highly aroused as her body and mind submitted themselves fully to the guidance and correction of the men who cared so deeply for her wellbeing and success as a trainee.

A girl's mental and emotional characteristics had to be taken into account as well; some girls were naturally built to thrive on a sterner training style and even quite significant pain in their discipline; other girls might be more sensitive or delicate, and would only require a fraction of the severity in their correction to achieve the same beneficial results as another girl, and it was essential for an eligible man to be skilled at reading and understanding a girl's temperament, and shaping her discipline accordingly.

Just last week, for example, Martin had discovered a delightful, dark-haired little creature named Emily Fawks at the gym he went to, and had reserved her for a lesson at her house. She was quite tiny, with adorable eyes behind giant glasses, a gentle laugh, and a fit, strong body in a diminutive and delicious package that included an adorable little butt and a pair of delicious, prominent nipples on her well-proportioned breasts that seemed to be constantly hard and inviting.

She had happily undressed for him, and was excited for him to train her, but she seemed generally a little shy of temperament, and to struggle with some comfort in fully sharing her body; she didn't seem to trust that he loved kissing and nuzzling and tasting her pussy, and had been reluctant to offer the treat between her legs to his enthusiastic palate, and she'd had difficulty giving him a full, arch-backed presentation of her backside and her naughty bits, despite several clear instructions to do so, and so he'd unfortunately been forced to discipline her.

She'd nearly broken down as he'd explained that she was being uncooperative and he'd need to spank her, and after carefully ensuring she understood that after her discipline she would get to be a good girl once more, he'd only had to administer two healthy but really quite lenient cuffs of his hand to her backside.

After hugging and kissing her and wiping the stray tears from her penitent eyes and reassuring her that she was indeed becoming such a good girl, the delightful creature's mind was instantly cleared and refocused, and she turned right around with a sniffly giggle and showed him every good thing she had going on back there, and was far more responsive and orgasmic for the remainder of the lesson, and Martin had cum extremely hard, deep inside her.

It required great skill and care on the part of a trainer, and many eligible men didn't even engage in the discipline of trainee girls for the first few years of their careers.

Martin and Jack had paid close attention to the Jennifer's and Elizabeth's physiological signs and emotional responses, watching their respiration, vocal tones, checking their heart rates after every few spanks, and regularly confirming their signs of sexual arousal as they disciplined them, making sure to use their strokes of the paddle on the girls' soft bodies in a way that deftly guided the pair of inexperienced females to a higher and ever more amenable state of sexual arousal, despite their desire to not be spanked, and their fear of the pain.

Martin was gratified to see his granddaughter was clearly highly aroused and in heat, and he was looking forward to continuing torturing and teasing her for some time before he gave her the satisfaction she would soon be begging for.

Rising to his feet behind Elizabeth, he felt a throb of pleasure in his cock as he left his hand between her soft warm butt cheeks and lightly tapped a couple fingers against her aching, dilated entrance, hearing the delectable 'schnick, schnick, schnick' of her wet hunger as it coated his hand.

'I will be starting by simply fucking Elizabeth vaginally for a while and getting her into a receptive, relaxed state before I begin working on her anus. Once she's comfortably able to take me inside her butt—which I don't expect to take too long, since she already had some practice this weekend—she'll be ready for Captain Davis and I to enjoy her together, and complete her punishment. I'd guess your plan with Jennifer is similar, Jack?'

Jack nodded, laying Jennifer on her back and spreading her legs—and, because they were bound together, her ams as well—so she was laid fully open and spread for him, her beautiful naked body on display, any remaining embarrassment or fear that might otherwise make her struggle or resist rendered powerless by the slim cord of soft black leather buckled around her throat.

She knew he was going to take all she had. He was going to take all of her. He was going to take her for his pleasure, and she didn't know how she would survive or what would be left of her when he was finished with her. But she had never felt so turned-on, so curious, or so...ready.

'Sounds good to me,' Captain Davis said in a low chuckle, running his hands hungrily up and down the spread backs of her thighs with a smile that split his giant beard with a flash of white, 'only thing I would add is that I want a turn training Elizabeth for a bit before we do her double penetration—I need some special time with my little pirate princess!'

Martin chortled and agreed heartily, removing his shirt and unbuckling his trousers as he assured Jack that he wanted to fuck Jennifer for a while himself, since he already knew how delicious she was and how much he liked sucking on the pert nipples she sported on her perfect little breasts, and that he would happily switch whenever Jack wanted to use his grand-niece for a while.

Jennifer was a little scared, to be honest, of the second punishment. She hadn't been trained anally at all yet, and the thought of somehow having both Mr. Davis and the Captain inside her at the same time seemed physically daunting; she couldn't deny another little part of her was thrilled, however. She'd imagined this for a while, and it seemed so complete a way to give herself to the pleasure of two eligible men to let them have her in this way.

She just hoped it wouldn't hurt too badly, but she was such a sopping mess between her legs by now that she wasn't sure she would say no to any attention the men wanted to pay to her body. She wanted Captain Davis to never take his eyes off of her, to consume her and fuck her to bits.

She was distracted momentarily, however, by watching Martin disrobe as he stood behind Elizabeth's naked, glistening form hanging in the afternoon sunlight, her blonde curls tumbled about her face.

He reached under his big, jolly belly covered in white, bristly hair and gave his penis a few friendly tugs to bring it to full sail, then stepped close behind her and slapped the top of his hard cock a few times up against her slit, coating his shaft in the thick drip of her juices as she moaned and arched, her body acting on its own now in the heat of her need.

Martin positioned himself carefully, aiming his cock directly into the center of the dark, dilated opening ensconced in her golden curls, took firm hold of his granddaughter's thick hips in his big hands, and pulled her fully onto him in a single, powerful movement.

She gasped and bucked for a moment at the suddenness of the invasion, but Martin was prepared, and pulled her curvy little body firmly against his bulky form, seating himself quickly and irresistibly to the hilt within her precious vagina.

He spoke softly to her, but didn't loosen his grip or yield a centimeter inside the tight confines of her cunny; she needed to learn to relax and welcome hard penises inside her at a moment's notice, and she just needed to do her breathing exercises and mentally give herself to him once she realized her instinctive struggles were futile.

Sure enough, she got hold of herself and began to relax onto Martin's cock, and she trembled gently now as he held both of them perfectly still, and softly ran his hands over her body and whispered sweet things in her ear.

He told her how proud he was of her, and how blessed he felt to be able to enjoy her today after all their adventures together over the years, and Elizabeth cooed as her grandfather played gently with her big breasts and nibbled her earlobe, his big white beard tickling her shoulders and back as she held his length, still and hard, deep inside her and let him love on her.

There was literally nothing he'd ever experienced that was better than being inside of his granddaughters; training his daughters had been an extraordinary experience and the peak, at the time, of his sexual pleasure, but even filling his own girls with semen was no match for doing so to his granddaughters.

Elizabeth was in fact his second of three. Her older sister had celebrated her Festival two years ago, and training her had been just as exhilarating; her younger cousin was still a few years away from celebrating hers, but she and her parents lived close by, and he was grateful to have the opportunity to spend lots of time with her and teach her many smaller lessons as she grew up, and he couldn't wait to enjoy her as well.

He was pleased with how successful his parenting strategy had been, first with his own daughters and now with theirs; Elizabeth was proving its worth once again with her free, generous spirit and responsive, playful body, as well as her pure-hearted love of having her grandfather and great-uncle enjoy her.

There was something profoundly heartening and reassuring about coupling with her; there were elements of legacy and heritage intermingled with a sense of having done one's job as a man by having successfully raised the next generations and getting to see them thrive; surely that was the greatest reward an aging fellow could ask.

Elizabeth was responding in kind, mewling and purring as she tried to press herself closer to his hairy body and offer herself to him as fully as she could, so deeply in love with her grandfather was she after how she'd been raised.

It reminded him of the old church verse about how God promised to bless the righteous man by granting him to taste the fruit of his fruit, and to enjoy the young females of his herd, down to the fourth and fifth generations.

Elizabeth was only his second generation, and if he was lucky he would get to enjoy her daughters when in his late seventies. He had little doubt he'd be up to the task, though it seemed less likely that he'd be around to train their girls nearly twenty years after that, and he chuckled to himself as he mentally saluted the men of the ancient times for recognizing how fertile and pleasurable their daughters were considerably earlier in their young lives than we had chosen for our girls to celebrate their Festivals, which made the fourth and fifth generations of the verse possible for those lucky patriarchs.

Now, as he began to get older, he truly realized what a blessing it was to be able to reap the sacred pleasure of his hard work over the last several decades, and he quietly thanked the man upstairs as he luxuriated in his granddaughter's tight, wet vagina, and felt her little body respond and react to his touches and his penetration by begging him to take her and fill her with his sperm.

The somewhat fringe doctrine which Martin espoused and promoted taught that ever higher levels of personal awareness and inner knowledge were possible with each successive generation of his own offspring a man coupled with, and Elizabeth and her sisters and female cousins had been raised to believe that, while allowing themselves to be trained and used sexually by eligible men in general was indeed a significant fulfillment of their purpose, the ultimate function of their bodies lay in the pleasure and release they would provide their father, grandfather, and so on, as far up the family tree as were still alive and virile.

It only made sense; evolutionarily speaking, a young female was irresistibly driven to mate with males who possessed strong sperm. While many secondary indicators could provide instinctual clues as to a man's virility, such as his strength or fitness or penis size, there could be no more indisputable proof of man's ability to throw strong, healthy offspring than to actually BE one of those offspring, and to take the cock of the man who created her and to receive into her body the same powerful seminal fluid in which she had once been shot into her mother, and which had been deposited in her grandmother or great-grandmother before her in order to create her.

While there was still an energetic public debate about the degree to which girls should be raised to service the eligible men in their own families. Martin could only say he was completely delighted with the results over the first forty years or so of his experiment; Elizabeth had been taught her whole life that her crowning achievement after her Festival would be the lessons she received from him and her father, and the vigor and need with which she ground her incredible butt against his groin as she attempted to get as much of her grandfather inside her little body as possible was all the proof Martin needed that his training methodology had worked splendidly, and he was only too happy to oblige her.

For her part, Elizabeth was in heaven. She loved her grandfather immensely, and her whole life he had only ever told her she was beautiful and desirable, and had patiently taught her important skills like blowjobs, and kissing, and how he could help ease the strange, overwhelming ache she often got in her cunny by rubbing it gently with his hand, and how to shop for the cutest and most insubstantial swimsuits and underwear for when she stayed at his house.

She loved her life, she loved her training, and now, in this special moment, as her throbbing pussy hugged his gnarled old penis tightly and leaked happily all over it, her juices beginning to run into the dense thicket of his coarse, white pubic hair, all she wanted was to make him feel good, to make him proud, and to thank him, in the most intimate, authentic way she knew how, for creating her.

Jennifer watched, spellbound, as Martin wrapped his giant hairy arms around his granddaughter's stretched-out, helpless naked little body and began slowly, powerfully driving his cock in and out of her vagina.

Since she was already on her tiptoes and had no way to raise herself further to evade his delicious designs, he used her body weight as she hung from her wrists as leverage to press further into her, and her distant, meditative murmurs of 'oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuck...' were silenced as he took her by the jaw and pulled her head around so he could kiss her as he fucked her.

Elizabeth had no resistance in her at all anymore; all she wanted was for her grandfather to take her completely and satisfy himself with her body, and Jennifer's cunny ached with a fresh jealousy as she watched Martin explore his granddaughter's mouth with his own and attempt to see how deeply he could penetrate both ends of her body at once, his tongue foraying as far down her throat as it could as he imagined with a horny amusement that if he tried hard enough, the powerful hip thrust he supplied to accompany it would allow the tips of his tongue and penis to meet somewhere deep in the sweet girl's creamy midsection.

Jennifer's envy for the familial warmth and affection she was watching had almost made her forget that she was spread out on the couch naked and bound in front of Captain Davis, but she was quickly brought back to reality as she realized he had crouched down between her legs while she'd be distracted by Martin's enjoyment of Elizabeth, and an unexpected ripple of extraordinary pleasure gripped her suddenly as he brought his fiercely bearded lips to her unguarded little clitoris with a firm, gentle, worshipful kiss.



She cried out in surprised pleasure as he nuzzled her wet vulva, spreading her juices around her cunny with his tongue and mustache. He purred like a giant cat, the low, pleasured rumblings emanating from his throat and traveling through his muscular neck and jaw to vibrate maddeningly against her sensitive girl bits as he licked slowly up her slit, thirstily swallowing her nectar down like a castaway who'd just discovered an enchanted rivulet of life-giving water.

His hands firmly held the backs of her thighs, keeping her still and spreading her open for his feast. He drove her mad as he alternated between spells of gentle, almost dainty kisses and licks that politely explored every little fold and crevice of her secret parts and sent her into uncharted paroxysms of need, and other moments when he would seem to nearly lose control of himself, and would furiously attack her cunny like a wild animal, growling and licking and even carefully taking her juicy outer lips between his gleaming teeth and shaking them, growling like a playful puppy as he reveled in the young girl's perfect, award-winning cunny.

Jennifer had never had anyone so enthusiastic or thorough in their appreciation for having her vagina under their tongue, and she was blown away by how good she felt.

As Captain Davis took each of her delicate inner labia between his lips and gently sucked on them, pulling slowly away after a moment and reluctantly allowing the tender skirts of girl-flesh to slip delectably through his lips as he cleaned them of her considerable secretions, his crafty tongue dipping occasionally and without warning into her entrance and causing it to contract pleasantly, she shuddered and bucked and nearly came; each time she got close, however, the captain would stop what he was doing and simply kiss the backs of her thighs or her tummy until she slowed down a little, infuriating her to no end as the frustration and anticipation for her third orgasm of the day grew unbearable.

She began to try to figure out ways to cum without tipping him off; she was losing her capacity for constructive thought as Jack continued to please himself with her, and she did everything she could think of to push herself to orgasm despite his masterful control—but it was no use.

Somehow he always knew exactly how far he could push her, and precisely the moment to break away from his favorite new toy, and where and how to touch her next to just sufficiently disrupt her mounting arousal so that while she was prevented decisively from climaxing, she also couldn't escape the crying need forming in her young body.

Looking over from where he was now enthusiastically rutting his granddaughter, his pale wrinkled hands gleefully squeezing her full breasts while her bright pink nipples poked out delightfully from between his ecstatic old fingers, Martin laughed in hearty approval at the desperate, pleading sounds Jennifer's tortured body was making while his brother feasted himself on her.

Jack finally rose from his task, his black beard glistening and dripping now with the proof of Jennifer's urgent need to be fucked and a giant grin on his face, and rolled the tormented girl to her side on the couch.

She lay now like a hogtied calf, her wrists and ankles bound charmingly together and hanging off the edge of the sofa, her rich brunette hair spread gloriously behind her on the creamy upholstery, her naked body alight with possibility and pleasure, and her gaze widening into awe once again as she watched Captain Davis undress.

He pulled his black polo over his immense shoulders with both arms, and as he raised it over his head his nearly inhuman frame filled Jennifer's eyes. He was a massive man, and while he had a bit of a belly simply by virtue of being so large a human, he had surprising definition in his stomach, and the deep muscles of his mighty torso flexed and sprung as he ripped his shirt from his body.

Intricate tattoos of ships and sea life and sexy naked girls covered his shoulders and arms and flashed across the vast musculature of his chest, and a fine gold chain around his tree trunk of a neck held a St. Christopher medallion.

Like his brother, he was a hairy man, but his coat was finer, of a dark black instead of Martin's snowy white, and was more concentrated in certain areas than his brother's nearly uniform fur. A large region covered his chest as well as his shoulders, and an untamed cohort marched triumphantly along the rolling topography of his abdominals toward the prize between his muscular thighs, and as Jennifer's gaze followed it down, she caught her breath.

The skin of his genitals was significantly darker even then the rest of his deeply sun-weathered body, and two massive testicles hung with a palpable weight, the skin of his scrotum seeming to strain to support them, from the most extraordinary penis Jennifer had seen in her short life thus far.

He was huge and thick. Sweeping upward in a powerful, scimitar-like arc, his erection was so full of his hot blood that the skin seemed stretched to its maximal capacity, and crinkled and strained translucently to manage the demands of his great arousal.

His urethra ran, clearly visible like a length of industrial pipe, along the bottom of his penis; Jennifer had a visceral image spring to her mind of the enormous volume of semen a piece of such robustly engineered equipment was meant to handle.

At the tip it merged with his glans, which was unusually large and well-defined; his crown flared dramatically behind and promised unspeakably intimate pleasures to the vaginas it chose to penetrate.

Jennifer was overwhelmed again by dozens of thoughts and feelings and desires. She was terrified once more—she was not at all certain she could even actually take a penis of that size safely, and despite the great care and consideration the Captain seemed to have shown her thus far, she was also far from certain that would make a difference to this beast of a man.

Even if he didn't hurt her on purpose, an accidental movement could easily injure her if he wasn't careful, and she could sense all to clearly how powerfully he was becoming overtaken by his animalistic desire for her.

Yet she was also becoming similarly overcome, and even her most prudent inner voices were getting drowned out by her young body's ancient and natural hunger to be bred by a truly dominant male. She had to keep him here, keep him focused on her, keep him feeling good, until she could get him to release all of his cum in her. It was all she really cared about now.

Captain Davis stepped close to her again, his full, heavy balls swinging like a bulldog's under his erection as he walked, and she melted as she imagined how much thick, creamy semen waited inside this man for her if she did her job well as a trainee for him.

'Little thing, here's what we're going to do now,' he said gently, one hand on her cheek and the other slowly stroking his cock, his precum streaming from its head and rolling over his fingers.

In a lesson the other day, a man had taught Jennifer how to slowly gyrate her hips while she held him deep inside her in cowgirl position and he'd caressed her tummy with his fingers, and she'd been transported by the delicious, deep sensations she found.

Despite how pleasurable that had been, however, Captain Davis' cock was in a different league than her other trainer's altogether, and the vision of trying her new trick on this stunning piece, and feeling its large, inquisitive head swirling slowly about in her furthest reaches, was enough to draw an involuntary cry from her parched throat. With an understanding smile, the captain continued.

''I'm going to penetrate your cunny as deeply as I can in one stroke, and you will clean your juices from my cock with your mouth. Then I will give you two deep thrusts before having you clean me, then three, and four, and so on. You will count the strokes for me, and we will continue this until we cannot complete the appropriate number of thrusts without you cumming. Do you understand?'

Jennifer's face fell and she whimpered in frustration. 'You mean I'm not allowed to have an orgasm, Captain Davis?'

'Dear girl, you may cum whenever you wish. But I will be doing my best to prevent it until I decide it's the right time. Remember, while you're bound, anything you do is acceptable, because you can only do the things I allow you to do in your bonds. If you are able to achieve orgasm before I want you to, go ahead. But you'll probably find it harder than you think, as I'll be saving your orgasm for something special later; and as I probably understand how your little body works considerably better than you do at your young age.'

Another agonizing flush of moisture flooded Jennifer's vagina as Jack spoke; how on earth could it be possible to get even MORE turned-on without cumming? And yet here she was, feeling like she would die of arousal if she didn't get fucked to death first by this man.

Jack stepped to her nethers, positioned his cock with the head nestled just inside her inner lips, took a solid grip of her hip where she lay on her side, and pressed himself firmly into her.

Jennifer screamed out and bucked, but there was nowhere for her to go in her bonds, and Jack paused at his depth, holding her firmly and maintaining pressure against her tender insides as he asked her again, a little more severely, to count.

She was terrifically wet and aroused, but her vaginal muscles hadn't been stretched at all today so far, so taking him inside her this quickly, while harmless, was far from comfortable. She fought to focus, and managed to squeak out, 'One, Captain Davis...'

Jack had only gone to about half his length on this first stroke, and with raised eyebrows he caught Martin's gaze, where he was working his middle finger deep into Elizabeth's butt as he continued to fuck her vagina from behind in preparation for her double penetration.

Martin nodded. 'Yes, she's terrifically tight at first,' he told his brother, 'but she actually has fantastic capacity, as well. You're probably about the biggest she's had so far, so I'd go a little slow and take your time stretching her out if I were you. It'll be worth it, I can promise you that. I'm pretty sure she'll be able to take all of you in there if you're careful.'

Jack agreed, pulled his penis out of Jennifer's body, and stepped to her front end, offering the beautiful girl his cock and instructing her to clean it for him. She eagerly complied, using her pink tongue to lap up all the shining juices from his shaft she could, before taking the yummy head in her mouth to suck the remaining bits of her cream from around the crown.

She'd never been so wound up by a penis before, and she couldn't believe how much she loved having Captain Davis' cock in her mouth. His thrust into her body had been a little rough and painful, but licking and kissing his penis made her feel so warm and cozy, even for a girl who already liked sucking men's penises.

Before she could really settle into a rhythm, however, he pulled his cock away from her disbelieving lips, stepped back to her pussy, and gave her two stiff, ramming strokes, which she counted in matching gasps, before returning again and telling her to clean him well.

By the fourth round of this Jennifer was losing all control; Jack's technique was calibrated to ruin a girl's self possession.

The few thrusts at each time were simply not enough for a girl to cum, and were in fact mostly painful until after the first four or five, when they became intensely stimulating to a properly primed female. A girl would typically clean his cock slowly at first, in an effort to buy more time before he roughly penetrated her for another round, and he would greatly enjoy the sensual, thorough job she would do with her tongue.

Tasting her own juices repeatedly, however, simply created a feedback loop of arousal; even if her pussy was sore, she was obviously turned on because she could taste how her body was responding to what she might have otherwise considered too rough a fucking, and this simply turned her on even more.

As additional thrusts were added to each round, it also became clearer to a girl how hard she would eventually cum if she could keep him inside her long enough, and her lingual ministrations grew more frantic and impassioned as she rushed to clean her nectar from his cock as quickly as possible so he would put it back inside her vagina; being forced to count out loud for Jack made it even harder to elude the merciless mathematics of her orgasmic race.

Her haste was continually stymied, however, by the fact that she kept making ever more of a shameless mess on him, as well as the fact that each round saw him penetrate her more deeply, which meant more soiled real estate that she was responsible for cleaning.

Obviously this was delightful for him as well, and the game turned into a lovely little diversion of altering his tempo and force to continually drive deeper into the young thing without allowing her sufficient control to climax, and enjoying her charmingly attentive efforts with her tongue and lips as she frantically tried to achieve orgasm.

Beyond this, however, it was a valuable exercise for familiarizing a girl with the two essential aspects of her new relationship with the penis: the stern, remorseless imperative invader of her young body for nonnegotiable purposes of procreative or disciplinary necessity; and the friendly, delicious, and deeply pleasurable friend that made her feel lovelier than she'd ever thought possible until just these last few weeks of her young life.

It was generally agreed that a girl couldn't be considered properly trained until she had begun to master both of these aspects, and learned to be adept at switching from one mode of service and appreciation for cock to the other as the needs of her lessons and trainers changed.

At eight strokes he felt her begin to seriously edge toward her climax, and he began pausing randomly between thrusts, slowing down or speeding up, and prying her butt cheek up to fully appreciate the timeless beauty in how the glistening, irregularly cabled surface of his shaft ran smoothly in and out of her body, her labia sticking sweetly to it as they slid lovingly along its great length. Her vagina was absolutely exquisite, and he told her so after kissing her sweetly for a moment and telling her she was doing a really good job.

Jennifer wanted to politely kiss him back and thank him for training her so well, but she had been pushed to the brink, and Captain Davis' lips touching hers sent her body into a deep shudder of pre-orgasmic torment.

He felt another unexpected surge of emotion as he held her head and pressed her beautiful mouth against his, tasting her sweet tongue and hearing her whimper of need, before rising and instructing her to clean his dripping cock one more time, and to do a good job because he was going to go train Elizabeth for a little bit now.

Jennifer was crestfallen; she'd thought he was about to fuck her in earnest and grant her some relief, and her heart dropped as she realized he was leaving her, and taking away this beautiful, savage implement she was coming to be obsessed with—but not before he made her take extra good care of him one more time.

'No, no, no, no, no...' she thought, as she confusedly alternated between slowly, sadly licking him to communicate how badly she wanted him to stay, and frantically kissing his balls and bobbing her head on his erection in an effort to do so good a job he wouldn't want to leave.

Jack just smiled and brushed the hair from her brow as she lapped up the last of her juices, and turned and walked away toward Elizabeth and Martin, leaving Jennifer forlorn and hogtied and in a haze of arousal and frustration and a feeling so unfamiliar to her she couldn't even readily name it: jealousy.

She had grown up with few illusions around her eventual training, and she had always known that she would be trained by many men, and that men trained many, many girls. As far as she was concerned, the men who trained her, and their penises, were a fairly equal, if diverse, array of simple experiences to learn from, and enjoy when possible. The father-daughter party had been a delightful time, and she relished feeling like she was getting better at pleasing men.

She had never felt like she wanted a particular cock with such vehemence as this. And she'd never felt this surge of petulant fury that another girl should get to have it used on her, instead. There was nothing she could do but wait, and hope he chose only to enjoy Elizabeth for a short time, and to finish in her own vagina when he was done sampling his neice's.

Martin was slowly fucking Elizabeth's butt with a contented smile on his face; his wizened penis bent to the left quite dramatically, and Elizabeth grimaced and moaned as she tried to relax her anus further to ease the passage of her grandfather's gnarled, bumpy cock.

Robert caught his brother's eye and signaled that he wasn't ready to switch just quite yet, and that Martin should continue to enjoy himself in his granddaughter's butt, and then he kissed Elizabeth deeply, fondling her full breasts and tasting every corner of her delicious mouth while Martin continued to work her butt with short, slow, powerful strokes.

Her pheromones and her responsive nipples confirmed that she would be a pleasant mate for him, and his erect cock rubbed against her belly nearly at the level of her breasts as he bent down and kissed her, leaving glistening fairy trails of his precum lacing across her ribcage as she hung between the two giant brothers.

He slowly knelt in front of her, kissing her body and taking a moment to suckle happily on each of her large, sensitive nipples, rolling the deliciously rubbery nubs of her flesh around his tongue and chewing ever-so-gently on them while his brother cupped her big breasts in his hands, helpfully presenting her nipples to Jack so he could more easily enjoy them.

Jack thanked him when he'd finished; the teamwork and the unspoken cooperation between them in order to help each other maximize the pleasure they could derive from trainees' bodies was one of his favorite things about training young girls with his brother.

As he took a knee in front of his niece, he whispered another little prayer of thanks for the blessing he was about to enjoy, and he drew his giant hands slowly down her soft, warm belly and thighs as he worshipped the holy sight between them.

Her splendid golden bush, curly and thick and struck through with a flash of the same pink thrill that danced in her hair, beckoned him with extravagant promises of the pleasure that lay deep within it, and his fingertips and kisses lingered about her lower tummy in the holy no-man's land between her navel and her mons.

The poor girl was in an advanced state of arousal and fucking. Her breaths were shallow and halting, her muscles barely held her to her feet, her wrists taking more and more of her body weight as Martin's powerful strokes steadily fucked the control out of her and her body become more and more what it truly was—a beautiful, irresistible repository for men's semen, and a possible bearer of their offspring.

Later she would once again be the bubbly, intelligent, motivated science major who would spend her life contributing to our understanding of the universe; but for now, and for much of the rest of the afternoon, she would simply be a spectacular example of the female of the species, just now old enough to fulfill her evolutionary purpose, and a wonderful, pleasing diversion for two older, larger males who needed to release their semen into her, and who also happened to be her grandfather and uncle.



Jack tugged up on her mound, and felt his cock throb with a fresh hunger. Martin had been doing a thorough job on her, and her labia hung raggedly, flushed a dark pink and quivering, foregoing any pretense at protecting her entrance, which seemed to offer itself to any male in the vicinity, open and needy and ignored, as her grandfather focused his efforts on plumbing the depths of her delectable anus instead.

She had cum many times already, and her genitals were a terrific mess; many long threads of clear, syrupy girl-cum had extended themselves on the weight of their shining drops from her opening, and then attached themselves to her inner thighs amid Martin's good-natured rogering, and the cathedric arch between her legs was festooned with shimmering, spiderweb-like strands of her sacred fluids that hung between her coralline inner lips and her thick, alabaster legs.

Jack beheld her glory for a few moments, gently rubbing her clitoris with his thumb until another succulent drop was cajoled into tentatively emerging from her vagina, made its way cautiously down to the frilled bottom edge of one of her bedraggled inner lips, and then cast itself into the void like a tiny, glistening bungee jumper, stretching ever further toward the floor as it swung on its sticky, sweet, transparent strand.

Elizabeth shuddered and shook and moaned and came again, and Jack caught the droplet before it hit the ground, gathering it all the way up to her opening, which he swirled with his finger before bringing to his lips and tasting.

He grinned in pleasure as her essence spread across his tongue, and as he carefully unclipped her ankle cuffs, he spent a bit of time happily lapping up her cum and licking her pussy with big, warm kitty licks while Martin continued to pleasure himself with her backside.

Martin was now running his erection in and out of her with greater zeal as his brother slowly pressed his finger into his granddaughter's vagina, and he felt her rectum contract and squeeze on his penis in pleasure as Jack explored her fresh, young cunny, his intense gaze locked on Elizabeth's slick, defenseless girl parts with a primal delight as he played with her.

Jack kept licking Elizabeth's pussy and nuzzling her cozily hidden clitoris at the meeting of her lips as his brother fucked her, and he reveled in having unrestricted access to her young vagina while Martin got to fully enjoy her back door, his heart full and happy as his niece danced and whimpered and giggled with her cunny on his tongue, his breath filled with her heady scent of surf and seashells.

He tugged on her heavy inner labia, spreading them wide so he could give her slit a big, flat lick of his tongue, and banged her with his index finger for a few moments, experimenting with moving in concert with Martin's strokes, as well as counter to them, to see which combination made the poor girl wail and thrash more as she tried to cum again.

She was so tight, even without her grandfather's penis inside her other entrance, and he was filled with desire for her body as he rose again, motioning to Martin that he was ready to take a turn with his little pirate princess.

Martin nodded and smiled, happy to let his brother have a turn with Elizabeth's delightful body, and slowly withdrew his penis from his granddaughter's anus, a deep shudder shaking her as he pulled his gnarled length from the little blond girl's butt.

He wiped his erection down cursorily with a towel, his twinkling eye consuming Jennifer where she lay, helpless and dripping on the couch, before his body consumed hers, and she could only watch hungrily as he walked over to the couch with a smile and instructed her to take care of his penis.

She obediently latched on, her excellent natural instincts and her quality training combining to deliver a wonderful experience for his cock in her mouth, and Martin encouraged her sweetly and told her again how much of a pleasure it always was every time she visited his home, and how she was always welcome to visit, as he fondled her breasts and felt a new hardness filling his cock.

Jennifer did her best, noting and then consciously disregarding the slight, unfamiliar tang she tasted on his penis that reminded her of the exquisite little secret place it had just been, though she was also surprised to feel a fresh charge of wetness at the thought of her friend's butt wrapped tightly around her grandfather's experienced old cock, just as Jennifer's lips were now.

Elizabeth uttered a gleeful shriek as her uncle Jack lifted her bodily with his great arms under her backside, and caused her to wrap her legs around his torso as he held her close and kissed her.

'Remember at my going-away party, uncle Jack?' She asked with a giggle.

Her arms were still bound, and she hung from her wrists by the straps, but Jack supported her weight effortlessly so there was no strain on her shoulders, and his erection poked up between her legs and his belly, precum streaming from its dark head and making its way to join the copious slicks of girl-cum and his saliva that all but covered her inner thighs.

Jack laughed because he did remember, and he was delighted at today's conclusion to that story.

She had indeed stayed naked for the rest of that party afternoon, and several of her young friends had joined her in undress as they cavorted merrily about the house and yard and brought joy to everyone who got to see their naked bodies.

Later on, however, after most everyone had left, only Jack, Martin, Elizabeth's father, and a couple of Martin's neighbors had remained, and Martin had made a game for Elizabeth to play.

He had poured drinks for the men as they sat comfortably on the couches and chairs in the den, and Martin challenged Elizabeth to help them all get — and stay — erect. He promised that if she could do a good job and keep them all nice and hard for a while, he'd let her pick her favorite vibrator out of his collection and he'd teach her a special lesson with it later before bed.

The adorable naked girl had flitted delightfully from man to man, using only her hands and her kisses to coax them to hardness (Martin had decided she wasn't quite ready to actually suck penises or have them in her mouth yet), and keep them all stiff and happy for a while.

The men could of course help her by offering their advice and guidance, but the purpose of the exercise was to improve Elizabeth's attention to detail, and her understanding of how to interpret what different penises needed in order to feel really good and eventually ejaculate their semen for her, so mostly the men had simply chatted amongst themselves about the merits of various girl-training methodologies, swapped stories about some of their favorite girls they'd handled recently, and had patted her head and caressed her cheek every so often when she came to their chair to play with their cocks.

Elizabeth had been in heaven, darting from one cock to the next with the maternal instincts of a golden little hen, rubbing and stroking and kissing all over each unique shaft and scrotum as she proudly kept five happy penises stiff and strong.

She hadn't yet celebrated her Festival, of course, so they would all save their orgasms for the girls they had reserved for lessons later that night, but it was always a lovely thing to have a young girl practice on you, and the men were more than willing to provide their penises to help Martin's bubbly granddaughter to learn to improve in her future duties.

She had been particularly fascinated by her uncle Jack's cock, however, and Martin had seen how overcome by it she was getting. Finally, making an exception because she was so clearly in heat for her uncle, Martin asked if she would like to rub some of Jack's precum on her clitoris, and she fairly jumped up with excitement at the prospect of some slightly more advanced fun than she would typically be allowed to have.

Straddling Jack's lap, she put her hands on his giant shoulders and kissed him on the lips. He loved her so much, the sweet little thing. She was smart, and fun, and quite precocious, and at the time he'd been sad because he realized it was unlikely he'd have a chance to train her after her Festival, as she'd be gone to school and he'd be somewhere on the ocean.

He'd gently played with her tidy little breasts, which had yet to grow to their present spectacularity, kissing her disproportionately juicy nipples playfully and dipping his finger lightly between her legs, rubbing her kitty until she moaned into his beard as she hugged him tightly.

He'd been deeply touched to feel how wet her young vagina had gotten for him; he'd always felt like they shared a special bond, but it was terribly flattering to actually see and feel how strongly her little body longed for his attention, and exulted in it, when he when he sweetly touched her in her special place.

Then she'd gently taken his cock in her fist, squeezing the shaft and licking her lips as a giant rivulet of clear liquid spilled over, and carefully rubbed the flared head against her clitoris, smearing his precum all over her pussy with the exactness as if she were painting a masterpiece, and mingling it with her young-girl juices as she gasped and shook and came in a tiny, adorable orgasm.

Her pubic hair was still just a scarce, silky-soft down across her mound, and she had hardly any fuzz yet on the rest of her vagina and anus, and Jack had absolutely loved watching the aching, dark crown of his penis slide up and down her innocent little slit as she surprised herself with how good she could make herself feel with it.

She'd seemed startled at her own climax, and had grown suddenly abashed after she orgasmed in front of all the men and had scampered, blushing adorably across her entire naked body, away to her room, but not before whispering in her uncle's ear that she wanted him to train her for real someday when she was eligible.

Jack had treasured that special moment for years; he'd been so touched by the feel and sight of his large, powerful cock being used so tentatively and delicately by his niece to make herself feel good.

He'd lost himself in her sweet hazel eyes behind her glasses while she diddled her naughty cookie with his big strong penis, and he'd struggled to control his orgasm from overtaking him while she played with him; he'd fairly erupted in a massive climax in the other cute young girl Martin had brought over later for them to train, but it was only because he was imagining cumming in Elizabeth.

'I do remember it well, sweet girl,' Jack chuckled as he cradled her in his big arms and rubbed her little body against the head of his cock in much the same way she had several years ago, reveling in the sensation of her pussy as it slipped wetly up and down his shaft. 'This is a little dream come true for me...are you ready to let me have you for real, my little pirate princess?'

'I am, uncle Jack! Please, pleeeease train me...'

Jack slipped his penis into her entrance, and lowered her down onto him, shocked that she was able to take nearly his whole length in the first stroke as she gasped and laughed and kissed him deeply.

She was incredible, and he lost himself in her beauty as he began fucking her, driving into her and dropping her onto his cock while he plunged his face between her fantastic breasts.

With an adoring ferocity he nuzzled and licked and sucked her irresistible nipples, and kissed and lapped his way up their round sides and across the fragrant golden valleys of her underarms as he sated himself with her body and told her how much he loved her and gloried in her captive vagina where she hung, overcome by his attentions and incapable of escape from them, from the tree.

Elizabeth's resplendent curls were thrown back, her full lips open in song as she gave Jack every bit of her glorious body she knew how, and she let forth a long, wailing cry of release as a secret and long-held dream came true for her.

She had never been touched this deeply in her young belly, but she was so primed for his entry after years of fantasizing about it that her body simply did whatever it needed to absorb his invasion; the pain and the pleasure became one and the same as she realized triumphantly and half-disbelieving that she was indeed taking his entire, extravagant length, and she exulted in the perfection of the afternoon, and of the penis inside her.

Jennifer, still working hard on Martin's cock with her mouth, watched Captain Davis as he drove ever harder and deeper into his niece, and was filled again with a mouthwatering jealousy as Elizabeth came in a long, wailing scream on Jack's penis, the fulfillment of a years-long dream causing both of them to nearly go wonderfully mad in its serendipitous and extraordinarily magical fulfillment.

Martin took his hands from the back of Jennifer's head, where they were assisting him in deep-throating the compliant, hard-working girl for a few dozen stiff, gurgling strokes, to applaud in approval as Elizabeth shuddered to a halt and Jack, suddenly pushed to the brink by the matchlessly intimate experience of vaginally training his favorite grand-niece, ripped his cock from her body and froze for a moment, holding her away from him and setting her gently back down to her feet as he fought to regain control of his climax; there was still much training that needed to be done today, and he wanted to finish in Jennifer.

Elizabeth was spent, and incapable now of supporting herself on her toes, so Jack retrieved a second choker and fitted it to her throat before loosing her from her cuffs and leading her stumbling, breathless form to the couch next to Jennifer's, telling her to stay, and to remember she was still under punishment.

Jennifer was already happily nuzzling her face in the thick white bristles at the base of Martin's cock, taking the loose skin of his scrotum in her mouth and playfully tugging on it in her teeth in between taking a few sweet sucks on his bulbous glans to clean up his precum, but she uttered an excited squeal nonetheless as she realized Captain Davis was walking to her rear; Martin guided her firmly by her ponytail to keep her focused on her responsibilities and take his whole cock in her mouth without being distracted by however someone might choose to use her nethers.

She still strained to make eye contact with Jack, who indulged her with a little smile and an almost imperceptible wink as he pressed himself with a low groan back into her impatient vagina as if he were easing into a hot tub after an intense workout. He luxuriated in her wet, tight warmth around his cock after the few chillier minutes it had spent, drenched in quickly evaporating girl-cum, in the cooling afternoon air between her sweet cunny and Elizabeth's.

'Oh my god,' he chuckled, 'she's just so delicious.'

Martin laughed and agreed.

'Fresh new Festival pussy, right?' he said with a wink, 'Only a couple weeks old—nothing like it.'

'Every year they seem to get younger,' Jack mused, 'but yeah, it's the one of the things I look forward to most whenever I'm back stateside. Jesus, she just feels so good, tight little thing.'

He began to fuck her with long, smooth strokes which caused her eyes to roll back in a strange pleasure as he probed deep inside her, and it was abundantly evident that she was still not taking his full length and he was clearly using only a tiny fraction of his strength.

She was an exquisite living work of art in her naked constraint, and her burnished colors and the delicate rise and fall of her tawny flanks as she breathed in the dappled sunlight, her mahogany ponytail fallen mostly asunder, her mascara running in streaks, long bubbled strands of her shimmering saliva hanging from her chin as she served Martin's penis, and her dark eyes shining with welcome and supplication for Jack as he worked her young vagina—all of it combined to form a transcendent experience of beauty that was as intensely human as it was eternal and spiritual.

He shifted so he could inspect her little star as she lay on her side, her mouth full of Martin and her vagina full of Jack.

'Have you ever had anyone train your anus, little thing?' He asked.

'No, Captain Davis,' she shook her head when Martin allowed her to remove his penis from her mouth, 'a couple men have put their finger in me a little bit, but nothing else.'

Martin returned to Elizabeth on the next couch, and resumed fucking her as she lay on her back, nursing contentedly on her nipples and spending every minute he could with his cock buried in her anus, playing occasionally with her happy pussy as he waited for Jack to finish preparing Jennifer for her double penetration.

Jack had begun investigating her butthole, and had found she was unexpectedly sensitive and seemed to experience significant discomfort even with just his finger; but she was also game, and really wanted to fulfill the demands of her punishment, which only further melted Jack's heart, and he had an idea.

Dozens of giant yellow daisies grew along the edge of the fence, and Jack picked the biggest and most glorious one, snapping the thick, smooth stem about three inches from the blossom and coating it with some of Jennifer's juices.

He lifted her to her knees, and pushed her face down to the couch; her butt was high in the air, and her wrists were still attached to her ankles, so her body formed a lovely delta as she presented her perfect haunches to the captain, her receptive genitals a welcoming beacon promising comfort and respite at the pinnacle of her body's divine triquetra.

She giggled when he showed her the flower and told her what he was going to do with it, and the sheer whimsey of the moment helped her loosen up and relax as he brushed the delicate petals against her lips, swirled the blossom around her opening and clitoris, and inserted the stem into her leaking vagina several times to coat the smooth green surface with her fresh lubrication before pressing it slowly and gently into her bottom.

It felt super weird, and she wasn't at all sure it felt good, but it was interesting, and didn't really hurt, and she breathed and relaxed as Captain Davis pushed the full length of the green stem inside her, only the brilliant yellow flower visible as it nestled against her anus in the exquisite cleft between her glutes, just above her perfect, pouting vagina.

The golden petals perfectly complimented her smooth, tanned skin, and Jack considered briefly how if he were king, he would decree that all girls must be naked in public at all times, but would be required to always wear flowers in their butts like this.

He chuckled at the pleasant vision of watching young girls stroll down the street in their nude perfection, beautiful blossoms like this wagging fetchingly between their butt cheeks as they walked, as he ran his fingers over Jennifer's perfect buttocks and tickled her cunnie and touched the sensitive border of the little opening into her body which held the daisy, smiling in pleased satisfaction as her anus contracted gently in response to his explorations and caused the daisy to bob sweetly about in her bottom.

He told her she was so beautiful with the pretty flower nestled in her butt, and he kept kissing her all over her body and touching her gently in all kinds of places that made her shiver and giggle with pleasure.

He patiently played with her a while like this, helping her get used to feeling the stem move around in her and slide in and out, and letting her raise her head so she could see a little of the flower as it stuck out of her; after a bit he resumed fucking her vagina while she held the flower in her butt, beaming with pleasure as he took her perfect butt cheeks in his giant hands and drove himself repeatedly into her small hips, his shaft delicately brushed by the daisy petals that overhung her entrance.



Soon he resumed working her anus with his finger, and then worked her up to taking the head of his cock into her; she was still challenged by his size and the strange new sensations of anal training, however, and she couldn't seem to go much past the first few inches of his erection without crying out.

He was growing uncomfortably aroused now; it had been far too long without an orgasm, and he could feel his primal impatience beginning to surface. Martin caught his eye and indicated he felt the same, saying Elizabeth was ready for them to do her, and suggested Jack lay down on his back on the couch next to Jennifer.

Martin had his granddaughter in doggy position and was still buried in her anus; now he instructed Elizabeth to carefully get up from the couch and walk with him to Jack, while keeping his hard penis in her butt.

Elizabeth giggled and complied, gingerly taking the few steps to the other couch as Martin steadied her, still buried in her backside, and together they climbed onto the couch and straddled Jack.

'Alright girls,' Martin announced, 'it's time for your second punishment. Jack and I are going to fuck you for a bit together, and you must do your best to take as much of our cocks in you as you can—we'll be carefully watching you and making sure you're safe, but it may still be uncomfortable or a little painful. You'll be fine, though. Then we'll finish in you, and your punishments will be concluded for the day, and you'll get to be good girls once again.'

Jack had unclipped Jennifer's wrist cuffs from the cuffs on her ankles, and she could move freely once again, though she still wore the choker and was thus still under bondage training and under punishment.

Now she curled up in the corner of the couch so she could watch Elizabeth take her punishment, and she absently rubbed her clit as she continued to experiment with the pretty daisy Captain Davis had given her, pushing the stem in and out of her little butt hole and imagining adorably it was his penis.

She watched as her friend carefully mounted her uncle with a beguilingly shaky little smile and he kissed her on the lips, his hand sliding smoothly between her pendulous breasts and down her belly and through her bush, his fingertips brushing delectably along her slit, across her velvety perineum, and tracing the tightly stretched membrane of her anus as it strained to accommodate Martin's increasingly bullish erection.

'Come here, sweet girl,' Jack said kindly but firmly, guiding his niece into place and spreading her pussy with his hand, exposing her opening so he could aim his cock into it as Martin lowered his and Elizabeth's hips in unison, 'let's put your lovely little vagina on my penis so I can fuck it while your gramps enjoys your butt.'

Elizabeth gasped and moaned as Jack pressed into her, and he and his brother began to work her little body between them.

Martin kept a firm hand on her hips and another filled with a fistful of her blond hair, and he held her steady for both of the men as they established a rhythm and began fucking the sweet, sparkling little volupt in both her holes, reveling in the feeling of her new body attempting desperately to fight its instincts and yield itself to the evolutionary imperative of their demands.

Elizabeth was fine; in fact she was great—after the initial weird discomfort, she found an angle that allowed her to actually enjoy what Martin was doing, and of course she would happily allow her uncle Jack to do whatever he wanted with her cunny, and she began to grin wickedly and grind against the men's bodies as they enjoyed her.

After a few minutes Martin suggested they switch things a little, and they all disengaged as Jack scooted rearward and reclined up against the back of the couch, and Martin moved Elizabeth into position over him in a reverse cowgirl, carefully lowering her onto Jack's cock in her butt.

Elizabeth gasped, but retained her presence of mind as she hungrily explored how much of Jack's considerable implement she could take; the dear thing was fully in mating mode, and she was becoming a force to be reckoned with on her own as she sought every opportunity to give herself to a man—especially the two adoring men who were enjoying her now.

Jack pulled her against him so she was laying back against his chest, and he took hold of her arms and pinned her close to him, burying his face in her neck and nibbling on her ear as he beheld her gorgeous breasts heaving, her magnificent nipples riding the crests of her perfect swells as he offered them, defenseless and irresistible, to his brother.

'Spread your legs, princess,' he growled, as Martin stroked his own cock for a moment and savored the view while he waited for his brother to finish instructing Elizabeth, 'and let your gramps have your kitty.'

Martin was beside himself with pleasure and joy. His granddaughter lay, naked and spread and pinioned on his brother's cock, and her big eyes begged him to fill her dripping cunt to match her butt; with an approving grunt at how delightful of an obedient, dutiful young girl she had begun to grow into, he climbed on top of her and thrust his gnarled cock into her.

He went slowly at first, and was driven almost crazy by the intimate sensation of his granddaughter's creamy vagina as it struggled to accommodate him while her butthole was filled past capacity by Jack's brawny cock.

Jack held Elizabeth tightly, giving Martin all the control he wanted to probe the girl's well-used pussy and experiment with various angles and speeds to fully harvest all the delectable pleasure it could give him, and Jack breathed deeply of her scent and felt his cock throb again in her anus as he slowly, powerfully fucked her butt.

Elizabeth was beside herself in an orgasmic haze, and she fuzzily smiled at her grandfather, confident now of her capabilities and certain of what she wanted.

'Pappa, you can just train me as hard as you want,' she whispered raggedly between the men's thrusts, 'I know I can take it...make yourself feel good with my body, pappa...'

Martin paused for a brief moment, looking his granddaughter deep in her hazel eyes with a tender, paternal smile.

'Sweet girl, you are so special. Thank you. I am indeed going to fuck you hard now. Hold still, sweetheart, here we go.''

Jack tightened his grip on the girl, pressing himself deeper into her, and Martin began pounding Elizabeth's cunny, driving her harder against Jack and grinding the naked girl's vagina with deep, hammering strokes.

Jennifer was agog; she was incredibly turned on, but also deeply horrified as she watched her friend fulfill her purpose more fully than she'd ever seen a girl do.

There was an ancient beauty and terror to seeing the naked, golden Elizabeth get fairly swallowed up between the two giant, hairy man-bodies as they satisfied themselves with her; one black-haired, one white, they sweated and cursed as they both attempted to fill the innocent young thing with the most cock they could, straining and heaving in a muscled, hairy pile in their efforts to get as deep inside the perfect little female's body as possible.

Jennifer bit her lip, her eyes wide, and unconsciously covered her tender vagina with her hand as she beheld the most perfect, libidinous expression of simple human sexuality and a young girl's role in it she'd ever seen.

As the men did simply what came naturally when presented with a naked, aroused female that had just celebrated her Festival and needed to be bred, Jennifer was fortunate to have a couple minutes to come to grips with the facts of nature, and to prepare herself for her turn.

Martin had moved from suckling on his granddaughter's nipples to simply kissing her deeply, savoring the blessing of being able to spend this special time with her before she left for college; he nearly smothered her as he lay across her and thrust deeply into her, while Jack worked himself to a frenzy in her butt, and maintained a grip on her that she would never in a million years be able to escape, should she want to.

At last Martin withdrew his penis out from Elizabeth's body, flushed and breathing heavily as he tamped down his orgasm—there was still one more girl to punish in this way, and then he could finally cum in his granddaughter's vagina. He patted her on her butt and told her she was a good girl.

'Now let's do the other one,' he said to Jack, grabbing Jennifer and pulling her onto him in cowgirl and driving into her quickly. She yelped and giggled, her stomach in her chest as she got ready for her punishment, and she pressed her small breasts into his worn old hands so he could nibble on her delectable dark pencil eraser nipples as she moaned from the pleasure his wizened tree root of a penis gave her young insides as it made itself at home in her body.

Jack grinned as he grasped her butt cheeks and slowly pulled the daisy out of her anus, kissing her butthole as it closed behind the smooth green stem, and licking her wetly to prepare her inexperienced ass for its responsibilities.

'Here, little thing,' he said quietly, 'hold this carefully for me, and don't bite through it, okay?'

He offered the daisy to her, and she nodded obediently as she took the stem delicately between her teeth, her eyes pleading with him to be as gentle with her as she was being with the flower.

Martin smiled kindly and stroked her cheek, kissing her forehead before pulling her close to him and holding her head against his chest tightly so that Jack could start fucking her butt. Jennifer felt as if she disappeared in his hairy chest and big white beard beneath his giant arms, and she could barely move, her pussy impaled and her anus offered generously to Jack by his brother, who would prevent Jennifer from struggling and disrupting her own punishment.

Jack tried to be as gentle as he could, and took his time going over the same exercises he'd done a few minutes ago with Jennifer, but she simply couldn't seem to accommodate his size in her anus in general, let alone with Martin in her vagina at the same time, and she kept crying out in pain as he pressed any further beyond the head of his penis on her.

He and Martin encouraged her to breathe, to relax, and to try shifting her position, but nothing seemed to work. Jennifer was eager and willing, but she was simply too keyed-up from the entirety of the afternoon's excitement, and possibly simply too anatomically small for Jack's penis, to be able to control herself at this point, and despite her earnest efforts, she was nearly in tears after Jack's fourth attempt at entering her.

He suddenly pushed himself off of her, his eyes flashing with frustration and arousal and concern, and stroked his beard and paced about the patio, remarking testily to his brother that she had been punished enough, and that perhaps he could do some additional work another time with her to help her get more comfortable taking his cock in her ass.

Martin watched his brother silently, his big arms still holding the naked, whimpering Jennifer close to his body, and continued to slowly fuck her vagina while he observed Jack's behavior.

Jack was normally a stout and effective trainer, and Martin realized he was struggling with some other, unfamiliar feelings concerning the girl; she was complaining a bit, but Martin was knew she was fine, just inexperienced, and he would have normally recommended Jack simply do the job, especially since they were punishing the girls, and that was kind of the point.

He caught the fire in Jack's eye, however, and realized his brother had lost the will to inflict any pain whatsoever on the sweet young female, no matter how justified or deserved, and he knew enough to stand down for Jack's sake.

'Very well,' he said with a jolly laugh, 'I agree. Girls, you have been punished for what you did, and you are good girls again. Now uncle Jack and I will enjoy you for a bit, and give you our cum to signify the completion of your discipline. Elizabeth, I'll be using you to finish.'

He pushed Jennifer off of him and grabbed Elizabeth, diving into her pussy on the next couch and beginning to lose himself in his ascent to orgasm as he drank heavily of her body.

Jennifer sat pensively on the edge of the couch and took Captain Davis' cock in both her leather-cuffed hands as he stood in front of her, kissing it passionately and running her fingers possessively over its glistening, darkly textured surface as she apologized profusely for her failure to take him into her anus; she knew it was her responsibility, and she'd truly tried her best.

Jack was an internal mess. He was monstrously horny now, and had intended to ejaculate in her butt while she was being double penetrated; now suddenly he couldn't bring himself to hurt her, even as discipline.

He could feel how she touched the deepest, tenderest part of him that he had tried for so many years to hide safely away, and it scared him to no end, but each time he looked in her deep brown eyes he melted more, and all he could think of now was how he'd destroy anyone and anything that ever tried to harm this perfect, beautiful creature.

He was still heavy with cum, however, and he desperately needed relief. He'd figure out what to do about his emotions later—right now he needed her body.

'It's alright, little thing,' he said hoarsely, his voice catching in his throat with both his monstrous arousal and his inexplicable tenderness for her delicate, limpid self as he looked her deeply in her infinite eyes, 'you did good today. But I need to fuck your pussy real hard now, since I can't take your butt as I'd planned. I need release badly.'

'Yes, yes, YES, please, Captain Davis,' she begged, profoundly relieved that despite her disappointing weakness, there was still a recourse for him to satisfy himself with her body.

She was in desperate need of orgasm, since she hadn't been able to cum due to the discomfort and awkwardness while the men had worked on her double penetration, and there was literally nothing in the world right now she wanted more than for Jack to fuck the heck out of her and make himself feel good with her body, and for her to be able to orgasm as she badly needed.

Jack shoved her back onto the couch and leapt between her legs, grabbing her by an ankle and her inner thigh and practically tearing her legs wide like a grizzly ripping a stump apart to feast on the honey it concealed, and thrusting to the hilt immediately, taking her breath away as she felt the sheer, unadulterated power of his desire for her.

She thought he would split her in half, he was so deep and driving, and the sounds of her cries mingled with the wet, sloppy mantra of his ravenous cock pounding into her as he forced her cervix deep into her belly and prepared her vaginal canal to receive his sperm.

She nearly blacked out, his furious hunger for her driving her body across the couch and into strange and unplanned positions that existed solely to allow him to find new depths in her, his giant hands variously gripping her mercilessly or gently caressing her delicate bits as a cacophony of primal urges and desires swept the captain without remorse and unleashed on her the ancient, all-consuming mandate of the male mating instinct.

She had never been penetrated so deeply or so forcefully. She liked sex, and had enjoyed most of her lessons, but truth be told as often as not it just felt like a man training her was just poking about good-naturedly at her vagina.

Now, for the first time, Jennifer was viscerally aware that that her naked little body was being mounted and held down by a real fierce, giant, living creature who was focused with single-minded evolutionary purpose on thrusting himself relentlessly into her small, delicate vagina in order to fill her with his seminal fluid, and she could hardly handle the wild, horrifying, and deeply seductive, animalistic realization.

He was so large, she felt as if he was fucking her entire body, as if somehow his penis penetrated every inch of her, and she was becoming simply a soft, beautiful girl-shaped slip of flesh that brought him pleasure as he had his way with her. She had never felt so fully taken, or that she had ever yielded herself so completely to a man.

'Now listen, sweet girl,' Jack growled, the words fighting to make their way past his gritted teeth, 'your orgasms are a priceless gift, and one of the best ways to use them is to thank a man for doing a good job training you.'

Jennifer nodded, struggling to pay attention through the intense experience, and feeling a sudden surge of want in her belly as he taught her a new use for her orgasms. Jack continued.

'I want you to cum for me when you're ready, and when you do, I want you to say, "thank you, Captain Davis," like a sweet girl as you orgasm, and keep saying it until you finish, do you understand?'

Jennifer didn't even make it to the end of his sentence, so wracked was she by his body, his voice, his devious brain. She had been so afraid of him, and she knew he could snap her neck like a twig—but she also knew now that as long as he cared for her, he would never, ever hurt her, nor let anyone or anything else hurt her. She would do anything to stay in this place, with him, forever.

'Oh my god...thank you, Captain Davis...thank you, Captain Davis, thank you Captain Davis, THANK YOU CAPTAIN DAVIS...oh, daddy daddy daddy DADDYYYY...'

She came with a long, sobbing wail, her eyes filling with tears of transcendence as he held her in his fiery gaze, and with a final, deep thrust he climaxed as well, his mighty roaring laugh shaking both of them as his cock launched pulse after rumbling pulse of his hot semen into her.

She froze deliciously, overcome by the sensation as the walls of her vagina were blasted by what felt like gallons of Captain Davis' thick, hot semen, and transfixed by the spectacle of his orgasm as he reached up, raising his mighty arms to the sky in exultation as he came in her before collapsing back onto her like a fallen colossus, completely and utterly spent, his breathless kisses, as he held her forehead close to his, sparking waves of rolling pleasure through her body, and he shuddered to a heaving halt, his still spasming penis thrumming deep inside her.

He slowly opened his dark eyes, searching for hers through the near-impenetrable haze of post-orgasmic serotonin, and kissed her tenderly, nuzzling her cheek with his huge head like a big cat and gently touching her clitoris with his fingertips to prolong her orgasm, and basked in the exquisite little contractions her happy vagina gave his cock as it thanked him for taking such good care of it.

'Little thing, you are incredible,' he said with a haggard smile, filling her with a fuzzy warmth that she wanted to always feel, 'precious girl, you have made me very, very happy today. You are...such...a very good girl...'

Martin had cum in Elizabeth as well, and the four of them were strewn about the patio now as if a bomb had just gone off, filled with satisfaction and pleasure from the afternoon.

The men finally staggered to their feet in the shaky warmth of their afterglow and reached to remove the girls' chokers now that their punishment had been completed, but Jennifer begged Captain Davis to leave hers on for a while longer, reluctant to lose the warm, fuzzy, reassuring feeling of the soft leather as it whispered to her that she safely belonged to Jack, and he relented easily.

Jack laid a couple thick, plush towels on the grass in the sun near the pool and had the girls lay down to recover on them, while Martin went to the house and returned with iced tea for everyone and a bottle of delightfully scented lotion.

The girls lay on their stomachs, and Martin straddled the backs of his granddaughter's naked thighs while Jack mounted Jennifer's, and the two brothers thoroughly massaged the girls' exhausted, well-trained little bodies.



Working slowly and carefully, they rubbed the lotion all over the girls' backs and shoulders and arms and necks, working the deliciously scented cream into their thighs and between their butt cheeks. The girls had not expected this extraordinary pleasure, and they mewled and purred happily as the men used their voluminous experience with the young female body to make the freshly-fucked girls melt even more.

The men took their time, savoring the ever-lovely chance to simply enjoy touching and smelling and looking at two beautiful girls' bodies, and they quickly grew hard again as they thoroughly explored the secret-most places of the young females, which they had so recently handled much more roughly, and filled so full with their cum.

Since they were erect once more, Martin and Jack went ahead and slipped their hard cocks back into the girls' messy vaginas as they straddled their thighs, pressing to the hilt and parking in them comfortably inside the drenched confines of the girls' genitals as they continued rubbing their naked, unresisting bodies.

There was little more pleasant than relaxing, balls-deep, in a beautiful young girl, and the men delighted in finding the places and ways in which to touch the girls that caused them to sigh deeply and break out in goosebumps, and their vaginas to squeeze sweetly on the brothers' penises.

Jack and Jennifer chatted easily, and he regaled her and Elizabeth with tales of the first time he got to hold a baby polar bear, and the time a puckish seal stole his lunch and his boots.

He was impressed with Jennifer's passion for protecting the oceans and the life in them, and her intelligence and knowledge concerning baleen whale migrations was far greater than he would have expected in someone her age, and they laughed together as they bonded over their shared dreams.

The girls' backs complete, the men turned them over, spreading their legs and entering them with their cocks once more before beginning to massage their front sides.

The girls melted into the men's hands, luxuriating in their strong, experienced touch. After massaging their arms and shoulders and breasts and bellies, Martin and Jack worked the lotion into their inner thighs and deep into the sides of their vulvas, kneading the soothing cream around their outer labia and then their inner labia, carefully working around their cocks where they penetrated the girls, and finally spending a significant amount of time massaging their tender clitorises with soft, circular movements designed to thoroughly work the soothing lotion into every little corner and secret place of their clitoral hoods and their tiny, perfect pink heads.

The men were enjoying their work immensely, and had a little contest to see if the girls could orgasm without moving, simply by holding perfectly still and concentrating on the men's touch to their genitals, and both Jennifer and Elizabeth had several more lovely climaxes as they practiced listening to Martin and Jack and learning better how to control their own orgasmic responses, which would make them even more desirable and enjoyable to train for other eligible men.

Martin was having far too much fun working the lotion into his granddaughter's breasts, and as she felt him begin to rock his pelvis, rubbing his penis subtly inside her as he approached his second orgasm, Elizabeth giggled mischievously.

'Pappa, Jennifer was telling me she wished she had bigger breasts, and I told her about how you used your "special cream" to help my boobies grow when I was younger,' she laughed, 'and I thought maybe you could help her like you helped me?'

Martin's jolly laugh filled the yard, and he explained to Jack how he had cum on Elizabeth's breasts once upon a time and told her his semen would make them grow. It had been a joke, of course, though her breasts had indeed undergone their impressive growth spurt not long afterward.

He agreed with Elizabeth that that sounded like a wonderful idea, and Jack concurred, feeling his cock grow even harder in Jennifer as he thought about helping her breasts grow bigger; he had to make an observation first, however.

'I think we should definitely use our 'special cream' on her breasts; but little thing, you know you're perfect, right?'

Jennifer blushed, flattered that Captain Davis thought any part of her was perfect, and giggled bashfully in a creamy muddle of brain-scrambled pleasure as he examined her breasts closely, inspecting the gentle swell of her shapely A-cups and rolling her dark, tidy nipples between his thumb and forefinger before bending down and gently kissing each one, his cock flexing powerfully inside her as his lips touched her.

She giggled bashfully and thanked him.

'Honestly, I like them too, Captain Davis,' she said, 'I just imagine having bigger ones sometimes. And I know men like girls with more...curves. Like Elizabeth. You and Mr. Davis and a lot of the other men I've seen train her seem to really like her body, and I'm just a quite a bit thinner than she is.'

Martin laughed heartily, and assured her that girls came in all shapes and sizes, and all were delightful in their own way; Jack paused, however, caressing her cheek and scooping his hands under her butt with a hungry squeeze.

'Can you imagine, though, brother,' he said, 'if this girl filled out a bit, like just another fifteen or twenty on her? With her refined features and dark eyes and hair, she'd be even more incredible. Slightly larger breasts and two even juicier handfuls back here? My God, I'd be in heaven. You'd be absolutely spectacular, sweet thing.'

He had finished massaging her, and began simply fucking her again as Martin pulled out of Elizabeth and brought his penis over to Jennifer.

Elizabeth wanted to help, of course, so Martin held Jennifer's breast firmly while Jack continued enjoying her cunny, and Elizabeth carefully aimed her grandfather's cock at Jennifer's nipple and stroked it until he groaned and came.

The thick, lumpy semen of his second orgasm dribbled out onto the dark, crinkled nub of her nipple as Elizabeth squealed in delight and painstakingly frosted her friend's breast with her grandfather's ejaculate, gently massaging his feral, white-bristled scrotum with her other hand to coax every drop of his old jizzm out of his body and onto Jennifer's as he said some bad words and his penis pulsed and pumped in her fist, ensuring his warm sperm covered Jennifer's areola before it began running down the smooth curve of her breast.

Jack was over the edge at this, and he ripped his cock from Jennifer's precious insides and aimed at her other breast, great spurts of white cream launching across her body and splashing hotly against her soft skin and into the delicate hollow at the base of her throat until it had turned into a shimmering, pearlescent pool of sperm.

Jennifer was beside herself as she received the two men's semen and the warm, pungent waves of cum washed over her body, telling her she had perfectly fulfilled her purpose and simply could not be a better girl. She was sent to another place as Jack, Martin, and Elizabeth rubbed the cum into her small breasts and worked it into her nipples.

The brothers' thick cream soon broke down to a slick, clear glaze, and Martin took great delight in ensuring she was covered in an even, glistening coat of it across her chest before it dried, assuring her that men's cum was indeed one of the best and most nutritious nourishments for a girl's growing breasts.

Jennifer basked in the three of them tending to her slender form as it shone in the afternoon sun under its delectable coat of fresh cum. She had never felt so adored, so complete, so satisfied.

The girls rinsed off in the pool, and Jennifer cuddled up with Captain Davis on the lounge, curling her naked body against his and protectively holding his penis in her hand. She wanted to wake up next to this man every morning, cleaning and kissing and caring for this penis as soon as she woke up and before she went to sleep. She wanted to never leave him, to sail the oceans with him and worship his cock and his body and his brain forever.

Jack roused himself from his own reverie, his hands happier than they'd been in ages with her little body in them, and made a suggestion to Martin.

'You know, Elizabeth is leaving tomorrow, and so am I. If it's ok with Jennifer's dad, what do you think about her and me staying here tonight, and we can have a little slumber party? We could watch a movie and make popcorn, and make breakfast in the morning. They've been really good girls this afternoon; perhaps we can let the two of them practice what we caught them doing earlier, but with proper supervision this time. I just don't feel like saying goodbye to this little one yet, to be honest. I'm going to want to cum in her again before I leave, and if we sleep over, I can get more special time with my pirate princess, too.'

Martin's eyes lit up at the thought, and he met Jennifer's excited gaze.

'That's a capital idea,' he said. 'I agree completely. Jennifer and Elizabeth should definitely learn how to make another girl's cunny cum with their tongues, and I'm sure we can think of some other important lessons for them. Why don't you call your dad and see if you can stay, dear girl?'

It was the most wonderful, life-changing sleepover Jennifer had ever had.

END
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******************************

The morning bell rang as substitute teacher Ryan Desilva and his daughter, Shannon, joined the cheery rush of high school students ascending the broad stone stairs to the main entrance of Stonewall Academy on their way to their first classes of the day, and Ryan paused in the golden glow of the warm early-autumn sunshine to give his daughter a paternal farewell kiss before they went their separate ways for the day.

The tip of his tongue gently parted her soft lips to say good morning to her own sweet, pink tongue, and he was filled with a fatherly warmth as he tasted her fresh, minty saliva.

Ryan's wife was of Cuban descent, and her exquisite genetics had combined brilliantly with Ryan's own Clark-Kentish profile and dark hair in Shannon. Their daughter was vivacious and petite, though a powerhouse for her size, with flashing, deep-set walnut eyes, a strong, serene brow, extravagantly sculpted lips, and a rich mane of midnight hair she wore today pulled into a high ponytail, a thick forelock of her bangs cutting from the herd and chasing the high line of her cheekbone, past her long dimple, and down her jaw.

She'd taken an interest in her heritage lately; she'd become infatuated with a classic Cuban-American pop star from fifty years ago named Camila Cabello, and had taken to drawing inspiration from her fashion style. From the glimpses Ryan had seen of the singer's old album covers, Shannon was doing a pretty good job, and he was filled with pride at her blossoming beauty as he kissed full, soft lips deeply.

Like a father dog affectionately sniffing and licking and investigating his own little female puppy, he instinctively gathered as much of her nectar as he could and lapped it into his mouth, swallowing it down with contented pleasure as her freshly-brushed taste and her subtle essence of female hormones and pheromones spread pleasantly across his palate and sent reassuring signals to his brain that his young daughter was healthy and in good spirits.

Shannon had always been quite strongly orally fixated, and was happiest anytime she could lick or nurse or chew on something, especially if her girl parts were being gently touched at the same time. Her suckling instincts were strong whenever anything was inserted in her mouth; on the sage advice of his pastor, who was one of his experienced and trusted girl-handling mentors, Ryan had encouraged and cultivated his daughter's predilection.

Since her Festival last month he'd been pleased, though not terribly surprised, to see her become endlessly fascinated with discovering the many ways the men who trained her chose to use her young mouth to bring pleasure to themselves, and the feedback he received from her trainers always positively noted her eagerness to learn, and her natural talent when it came to her oral duties.

Now his heart was touched, and his cock swelled and grew heavier in his trousers in spite of himself, as he felt his daughter's warm tongue eagerly meet his, offering itself to him and sweetly dancing about as she playfully attempted to suck on his tongue for a second as he tasted her.

'Have an awesome day, sweetheart,' he said, withdrawing reluctantly with a smile, and Shannon giggled and reached for another kiss.

'Thanks, daddy,' she laughed, and turned to join a pair of her giggling friends on the way to their classroom, 'I love you!'

He began to smile again as he watched six adorable little butt cheeks trot away beneath three short navy skirts, but suddenly, in the nick of time, he noticed an issue with his daughter's school uniform, and he called her back to rectify it before she got in trouble for it.

'I love you too, honey—whoa, hey, wait, Shannon—your nipples! Come here for a second.'

Shannon normally could be trusted to maintain her appearance as required by the school uniform standards, but since she was trying out for the school soccer team today, she was carrying her heavy gym bag in addition to her normal school backpack, and with both her hands full she'd been distracted from an important detail in her outfit.

She glanced down at her white button-down blouse and saw the same deficiency her father had, and with a relieved exclamation she rushed back to him, thanking him for his care and offering her breasts to him.

'Oh my gosh, thank you daddy!' She laughed at her absent-mindedness, thrusting her chest toward her father to make it easier for him to rectify the state of her little nipples.

'We don't need you failing a uniform inspection first thing this morning, do we, sweetheart?'

He chuckled as he reached out and took his daughter's breasts in his hands, locating her dark nubs beneath her blouse and gently tugging on them until they became hard and poky and pressed insistently against the light fabric.

The school soccer coach was known for his high standards, and every aspect of her performance and appearance had to be up to par. She was a vibrant, athletic girl, and her nipples needed to clearly signify her enthusiasm and energy for the coach's keen eye if she wanted to earn a starting position on the team this year.

Shannon's eyes sparkled as she welcomed her father's touch, but they quickly closed with a dreamy smile, and she shivered in pleasure as Ryan caressed her.

As a little girl she had always been in awe of how strong and big her father's hands seemed, and she was super proud now of how perfectly her growing breasts were beginning to fill them.

Not long ago, she'd just had two firm little lumps beginning to press her nipples away from her chest; they became extremely sensitive and sometimes even sore, and it had always felt so good to her at night when her dad tucked her into bed and would rub and massage them gently for a bit before kissing her goodnight.

An observant girl, she had noticed that he generally seemed to really enjoy larger, fuller breasts however on the girls he chose to train, and so it thrilled her to feel how perfectly her growing pair were beginning to nestle in his hands now whenever he cupped them.

She was proud to see how much pleasure their gentle heft brought him, too, and it sent a delicious thrum through her shoulders and spine, and a blissful sense of calm washed over her, whenever he cradled their soft, full weight in his warm palms and rolled her nipples between his thumb and fingers.

His daughter's nipples now appropriately alert and eye-catching, Ryan gave her breasts a last affectionate squeeze, took an extra moment to tidy the collar of her blouse and ensure her cleavage was attractively presented above her low neckline, and sent her off to class with a pat on her butt.

'That's better, honey. Ok, good luck at tryouts—and don't worry, Coach Kendrick is going to love you.'

'Thank you, daddy! I'll try my best! I love you too.'

As her dark ponytail flounced away in step with her young classmates, he turned and climbed the wide, creaking wooden stairway to the upper-floor offices from the main entrance of the school.

The high school was an enormous old stone edifice perched on a bluff overlooking the bay, and looked very much like a Victorian castle. Its endless drafty hallways and passages and spires and turrets and old classrooms were alive with the history of the place, and the adventures of the many boys and girls who had studied here over the decades.

The cacophony of the arriving students died rapidly down, and the hallways emptied as classes began. Ryan encountered a few young ladies rushing to avoid tardiness marks and the discipline that came with them; he smiled and nodded in greeting as they passed, and didn't notice any glaring uniform violations that needed to be addressed as he continued on his way through the west wing of the gothic structure to the school nurse's office.

The Desilvas had just moved to town about a month ago from Texas, only a few days after Shannon had celebrated her Festival there, and Ryan was working as a substitute teacher while waiting for a full-time position to open at Stonewall Academy; in practice this meant he was something of a utility man, and helped out in whatever way he was needed at the school, whether teaching classes or in other tasks.

He enjoyed the constant variety, and always looked forward to what each day would bring; today he'd been assigned to assist with intaking some new transfer students, whatever that might entail.

The two-week Festival break had ended, and as the semester resumed it was common for new students to enroll in the school; often girls would move with their families from other cities or states, or even just across town, and Ryan guessed he'd be helping with simple, laborious paperwork—although why he was reporting to the nurse's office, he couldn't say.

Ryan had shrugged his shoulders when he got the message last night; he was certainly no medical expert, but if Principal Darger thought he was the man for the job, he'd certainly do his best to help Mrs. Pemberton, the school nurse, with her duties.

He strode briskly, his steps echoing against the granite and oak of the high vaulted hall, when he suddenly remembered with chagrin that the new player's handbook for the soccer team had specified the grooming standards for female athletes' pubic hair as well, and he'd forgotten to check his daughter's work before leaving the house this morning.

He shook his head, knowing it was too late now; hopefully she had done a good job. In any case, if she hadn't, her inevitable discipline from the coach would be a valuable learning experience for her; she had to learn to take responsibility for her own body and her own ambitions as she grew older.

He wasn't terribly worried, though; Shannon was intelligent and motivated, and was very mature for her age.

Several young girls were already lining up, giggling and chattering quietly amongst themselves, in the row of chairs that had been arranged along the wall of the corridor outside the school nurse's office, and Ryan gave them a cursory nod as he passed and entered through the heavy wooden door; a photocopied sheet of paper was taped to it which said, 'FEMALE TRANSFER STUDENT INTAKE: WAIT FOR YOUR NAME TO BE CALLED'.

The nurse's office was relatively spacious and simply arranged; in addition to the usual desk and chair, a portable massage table had been set up in the middle of the room. Ryan was surprised to see that sitting behind the desk was not the matronly Mrs. Pemberton, but rather a wiry, red-bearded gentleman in a white lab coat who sprang to his feet from where he'd been examining some papers and extended his hand with a cheery smile. His green eyes twinkled as he welcomed Ryan.

'Ah, you must be Desilva,' he exclaimed, perching his reading glasses on top of his curly head, 'I'm Dr. Andrew Freeman. Glad you're here; we've got quite a busy morning ahead of us. Have you done this before?'

Ryan shook his head and said he'd thought he was supposed to help Mrs. Pemberton. Dr. Andrew laughed.

'Unfortunately she's come down with a nasty cough, but yes, usually she would be taking care of this project. I own a feminine relaxation therapy clinic in town, and I specialize in treating girls that are nearing their Festival, which is why Principal Darger hires me come administer the intake examinations for the school; Mrs. Pemberton normally assists me in getting new girls started here.

'She helps with the examinations and documentation, and helps the girls feel more at ease during the rather invasive inspections I must carry out in order to ensure they are fully healthy and ready to join the rest of the student body; I suspect she also feels that an important, if unofficial, part of her job is keeping a close eye on me while I do them,' he said with a wink.

Ryan laughed and relaxed. Dr. Andrew seemed like a pleasant, cheery fellow, and it didn't sound like it was going to be a terribly stressful sort of day.

'Well I'm sure that's understandable,' he chuckled, 'how can I help?'

Dr. Andrew handed Ryan a pen and a clipboard full of forms, and indicated a short stack of Manila folders on the desk, each with a different girl's name on the tab.

'You'll be my Mrs. Pemberton—though I think I'll decline if you offer to inflict your impression of a buxom, middle-aged British school nurse's accent on me, thank you very much. Help wrangle the new schoolgirls, fill out these forms with all their information and measurements, take relevant notes in their official school files here as I examine them, and take their ID photos for their records when I've finished.

'Here's the list of the thirteen girls we'll be intaking today, arranged in order from youngest to oldest; and you can see that this checklist here consists of the questions we'll ask them, and a series of inspections and tests we'll need to administer to each of them.

'If you're interested, and feeling comfortable, I can teach you how to do the exams as well; it would only benefit the school for someone else to be able to get new girls properly enrolled if I happen to be on vacation or something like that. Go ahead and bring in the first one from the hallway, and we can get started.'

Ryan was excited; this was the first time he'd helped with new student intake, and he was looking forward to learning as much as he could about the important process from Dr. Andrew, as well as having the opportunity to get a good bit of actual hands-on experience today.

Poking his head into the hallway, he saw that half a dozen fresh-faced female students in their best first-day-of-school uniforms had begun to fill the metal chairs lining the wall; he consulted his list and called out the name of the youngest girl, and he was immediately filled with a warm glow of anticipation when a delectably full-bodied redhead hopped to her feet with a raised hand and a bright smile, and joined him and Dr. Andrew in the office as Ryan shut the heavy door behind her. It was becoming clear that this would be a fun and rewarding workday.

Dr. Andrew introduced himself and Ryan, and explained that they would be completing the girl's enrollment process so she could join her first day of classes; and with that the men got their day's task underway, and began to methodically work their way through the list of young girls.

Transferring students wore their old uniforms for their first day at a new school, and most districts' guidelines were similar enough that they did not typically require significant alterations when starting somewhere new; after giving the girls an initial uniform inspection, Dr. Andrew had Ryan make notes on his form concerning any adjustments that might be needed, such as altering the length of a skirt hem, or switching to all-white underthings as required here at Stonewall Academy.

Dr. Andrew then instructed each girl to undress, and gave her freshly naked body a cursory inspection, asking a series of health- and lifestyle-related questions, while Ryan followed along and carefully noted her answers on his clipboard; the girls were carefully measured at various points on their bodies, and then were instructed to hop up on the massage table, lie back, and part their thighs in order to allow the two men to make a more detailed examination between their legs.

Since none of the girls had yet celebrated their Festival, Dr. Andrew carefully checked their vaginas to confirm they were still virgins at the time of enrolling at Stonewall Academy, and then Ryan had them stand before a blank wall so he could take several photographs of them from various angles and distances for their student files, including shots of any distinguishing marks or other unique physical characteristics that might be important to note in their records.

Finally, he printed and laminated their new Stonewall Academy student ID cards, which included clear, detailed photos of each girl's two most distinctive and recognizable features: her face, and her vulva.

Once Dr. Andrew had signed off on their file confirming they were virgins, healthy, and in compliance with Stonewall's appearance and grooming standards, the men allowed the girls to put their clothes back on, and sent them on their way to join their new classmates in their first day's studies.

Thirteen new schoolgirls made for a full morning, but it was pleasant work, if one could get it, and as Ryan got the hang of his duties, and the two men fell into a rhythm, they went about their task efficiently but without rushing.

Dr. Andrew explained that girls this young were often still developing in their understanding of their body's purpose, the realities of their imminent role in society, and the responsibilities that came with it; and they could sometimes be easily spooked or vexed when told to undress and allow two men they had never met to touch and explore their naked bodies, even if it was for important official school business.

He noted that too brusque or hurried an approach usually caused more problems than it solved; even if pressed for time, he said, the best results when handling girls during the intake process were usually gained by a dispassionate, amicable demeanor, along with a steady hand and a kind smile.

The men chatted easily together as they worked, and occasionally included the girls in the conversation also as they inspected them.

The girls, for the most part, appeared to have been raised well. Ryan wondered at first if they expected, or missed, the reassuringly maternal presence of Mrs. Pemberton, who would normally have been on hand to put them at ease and help them feel more comfortable disrobing and offering their nude bodies to Dr. Andrew's purposes; but if any of them did, they didn't show it, and for the most part the girls easily complied and submitted to their inspections with hardly any reservation or hesitation, cheerfully stripping out of their school uniforms and doing their best to accommodate the two men so they could do their jobs thoroughly and properly.

Ryan was finding that he rather quite enjoyed the work, and he made a mental note to discuss the possibility with Principal Darger of eventually assuming responsibility himself for overseeing the new student enrollment process on a permanent basis.

He had at first become uncomfortably aroused; he had awoken too late to train a girl before coming to work, as he was often wont to start his mornings, and the effects of his daughter's sweet filial kiss still lingered in the growing thrum he felt coursing through his full testicles as they began to brim with the rich, heavy load of semen they'd spent the night producing.

Unfortunately for him, however, none of these new schoolgirls had yet celebrated their Festivals, and so were strictly off-limits for any of the increasingly acute urges his body had for theirs.

At first he was frustrated, and wondered amusedly how he would even survive through thirteen examinations until he would be free to go and find an eligible girl with whom to relieve himself.



He thought of the lovely, dark and juicy Jordanna, in whose mouth he'd cum a couple weeks ago after teaching a particularly stimulating social studies class—she was very sweet and accommodating, if a little simple, and he resolved that if he could locate her schedule this afternoon, he would take her aside between her classes and try out her vagina.

Until then, he would try to block out thoughts of the inappropriate things he dearly wanted to do to these girls, who were not yet eligible for the training he would have liked to give them.

His attempts to ignore the sexual desirability of the new students he was handling were utterly unsuccessful of course, for obvious reasons, and so, taking his cues from Dr. Andrew's considerable professional wisdom, he eventually found a pleasant mental middle ground, and practiced appreciating and enjoying the beauty of the girls he was handling, without feeling the need to actually consummate his physical desires for them.

And they were indeed beautiful, as all girls are. Each time he called the next one into the office and instructed her to undress, it felt like unwrapping a little Christmas present, and the men delighted in the treasures that were uncovered in the course of their examinations of the incoming schoolgirls.

The girls were, of course, a delectable plenitude of sizes and shapes and colors and proportions, each more delightful than the last in their sheer perfection and tender, ripe desirability; and although they were not yet ready to be fully enjoyed, the men relished the unique opportunity to get a tantalizing sneak preview of the upcoming seasons of Festival initiates, and to imagine how much fun training these girls would be once they'd been ceremonially deflowered and released to the public to begin their sexual education in a few years.

It was thought-provoking work from a scientific standpoint as well, and Ryan was captivated by the infinitely varied permutations of delightful genetic dice rolls that each girl represented as a possible expression of her sex.

As they worked, Dr. Andrew shared some of his considerable knowledge on the subject, discussing the relative advantages of the various evolutionary strategies exhibited in the marvelous range of sizes and shapes of the girls' breasts, the endless variations of arch and fullness and color in their young lips and tongues, or the degree of complexity evident in the development of their maturing female parts.

Some of the students possessed elegantly simple external genitalia comprised of little more than a gentle, innocent slit leading back to their untouched, hymen-protected entrances, with almost no inner lips at all.

Other girls pulled down their panties and presented the men with more extravagant vulvas luxuriously adorned with baroquely frilled labia and playful clitorises which poked cheerfully from their tiny pink hoods when Dr. Andrew or Ryan carefully spread apart the full outer lips between which they normally nestled—and of course, there were girls whose pudenda exemplified every variation in between.

Their clitorises often seemed to grow firmer and more sensitive when the men gently pinched them between thumb and finger in order to gauge their responsiveness and circulatory health, and caused all manner of beguiling vocalizations and reflexive muscular contractions throughout the bodies of the girls to whom they were attached.

Dr. Andrew pointed out that the great variety of moans and whimpers and squirms of the girls as their clitorises were manipulated were yet more examples of nature's marvelously diverse strategies for attempting to ensure that the young females' vaginas were regularly inseminated.

In the endless battle for the most desirable male seed, he said, any competitive edge could prove decisive, and as they experimented with applying various stimuli to the schoolgirls' shiny, pink little buttons of flesh, and observed their fascinating array of beguiling responses, the men compared notes on which girls' giggles and squeals and wriggles they personally found made the most compelling case for their breeding.

Every part of every young female's body has been designed and refined by millions of years of nature's persistent trial and error to attract the strongest, most genetically compatible adult males to mate with her, Dr. Andrew said, and it was a simple matter of scientific fact that these girls, as members of the most recent cohort to approach their own sexual maturity, represented the current pinnacle of evolution's ancient male-attracting craft.

It was endlessly captivating to observe how both her small details separately, as well as the entire gestalt of a girl, affected one's natural urge to breed her; Ryan made special notes of several of the students as the ones he was most powerfully compelled to couple with once they'd celebrated their Festival, and reminded himself to check when precisely that would be for each of them.

After the first few students, Dr. Andrew started teaching Ryan the basics of the intake process, and gradually allowed him to take some of the girls' measurements and complete the various inspections himself, though still with Dr. Andrew's close supervision and continued guidance, of course.

Finally, near noon, they reached the final name on the list. Ryan was ecstatic to complete the arousing work, and to be free at last to hunt down Jordanna so that he could finally release the pent-up sexual energy he'd been barely throttling for the last few hours—as well as the large load of semen his balls now seemed barely able to contain—into her lovely body.

He glanced at the list for the name he was to call as he reached for the door, but his keen eye for detail noticed something puzzling which gave him pause, and he asked Dr. Andrew if it was significant; next to the last student's name was a short series of letters that he supposed indicated something pertaining to her enrollment status: IT/NV/E.

Dr. Andrew raised his eyebrows and exclaimed his approval for Ryan's observation.

'Ah, excellent,' he chuckled, 'I'm so glad you caught that—it is indeed important. This indicates the last girl is an 'International Transfer, Non-Virgin, Eligible'.

He flipped the student's manila school records folder open and thumbed through the documents until he found what he was looking for.

'Yes, here we go,' he continued, 'It appears she just moved from Ontario; she has had penetrative sex already, so, not a virgin; and she is old enough that if she'd grown up here in the states, she'd have celebrated her Festival by now—um, let's see...yes, she became eligible for training a couple months ago.'

He closed the file and motioned for Ryan to call her in for her inspection.

'These can be interesting cases; let's see what she's like, and make sure to welcome her properly.'

Ryan turned the handle and stepped into the corridor, and found a beautiful lone schoolgirl left sitting on one of the cold metal folding chairs.

At the sound of the door opening she raised her head with a bit of a start, and he smiled at her kindly as his gaze met her haunting, dark doe eyes and long lashes framed irresistibly by the thick, wavy brunette hair held back from her lovely face with a simple black headband which perched atop her head, and which bobbed pensively as she nodded in answer to his questioning greeting.

'Abigail Miller? Come in here please.'

Her wide, slightly gap-toothed smile was made all the more adorable by the dimples and rosy, girlishly round cheeks that served to soften her features and highlight her soulful eyes, evoking a classic young actress from sixty years ago, Lara Brookes—and Ryan was further charmed to hear a slight lisp in her dutiful 'yes, sir'.

He chuckled to himself; like a puppy, she seemed to still be growing into her ears, which stuck out from under her long hair in front of her headband like a pair of pitcher handles. He could be forgiven for imagining she looked like a sweet-hearted prairie farm girl, as in fact that wasn't so very far from the truth. She was truly beautiful, and while she seemed polite and friendly, she had undeniable hints of shyness in her voice and mannerisms.

His brow cocked inquisitively as she rose and followed him into the office, and Dr. Andrew's expression upon seeing her momentarily mirrored Ryan's bemusement before regaining its composure, for her outfit was remarkable in its unsuitability as a school uniform.

She was slender, with what appeared to be an impressive bust; the men were somewhat shocked however to observe that her breasts seemed to be completely concealed beneath a substantial brassiere, a long-sleeved blouse buttoned to the throat and tied round with a bow in a flagrant display of unladylike modesty, and a black cardigan which muted the fetching curves of her torso, rather than accentuating them.

There were hints that her hips and legs were quite shapely, but they were all but completely obscured by a scandalously long red plaid skirt of thick wool that reached nearly to her knees and left the men straining to perceive anything more than traces of the well-sprung curvature of her buttocks and the graceful lines of the backs of her thighs; a pair of black pantyhose hid, rather than showcased, the detail and definition of her calves and ankles.

It had been a long time since either of the men had seen a girl presume to come to school in such unseemly attire, as the uniform regulations were quite clear in their requirements; and in any case, it was customary for girls of all ages to wear the minimum amount of clothing in any situation, and it was frowned upon for them to ever cover more of their beautiful bodies than was necessary.

Ryan could only surmise that this must be the traditional schoolgirl uniform in Canadian culture, and while he could respect it, he was still a little horrified at its barbarism. He'd heard that Canada had not followed our path to the cultural norms we now enjoyed, and he could only imagine how monumental this move must be for this young girl.

It meant that Abigail hadn't celebrated her Festival.

It meant that she hadn't been raised with the understanding that upon reaching young adulthood, she'd begin receiving a rigorous sexual education from the men in her community at least old enough to be her father.

It was honestly uncivilized to imagine a country having no formal process for teaching and equipping its young girls to succeed at their sexual life's role—it was surely heartless to simply let one's daughter's reproductive hormones run unchecked after her adolescence, to take no fatherly responsibility for educating her about her sexuality and its responsibilities, and to abandon her to learn about her body from the sorry grab-bag of emotionally and physically immature teen-age boys at her school, who, aside from having no idea what they were doing, surely had no right to enjoy access to the priceless perfection of young girls' bodies.

Things used to be that way in the U.S. not that long ago. But the changes had happened well before Ryan was born, and it struck him as strange that such a clearly superior and more reasonable social system as we had adopted fifty years ago hadn't caught on more widely with our northern neighbors.

Dr. Andrew, the consummate professional, smiled warmly as he took a seat in Nurse Pemberton's office chair and motioned for Abigail to come stand in front of him, leaning forward with his hands loosely clasped, his elbows on his knees, as she drew close.

'Miss Abigail, welcome to Stonewall Academy, and to the states. This has been a big move for you, hasn't it?'

'Yes, Dr. Andrew,' Abigail nodded, 'thank you. It's been an adventure, for sure. But I think I will like it here. I'm excited to get started at school.'

'Certainly, dear girl. We'll get you on your way to your afternoon classes as soon as Mr. Desilva and I complete your enrollment process here, I promise. Are you ready to start?'

Abigail glanced from Dr. Andrew to Ryan, then rapidly back again, nodding once more. She found she was having a difficult time making eye contact with Mr. Desilva; the moment he'd poked his head into the hallway to call her name, she'd been flushed with warmth and her tummy had tumbled—she didn't know if she'd ever seen a more handsome man, and she had not been prepared.

His dark hair and set jaw were attractive enough, but his square tortoiseshell glasses perfectly complemented his smile, with its long dimples which dropped confidently from the ends of his neatly trimmed mustache to his strong chin, and the flash of his welcoming grin sent unexpected tingles through her private bits.

He seemed super smart, and he looked, beneath his well-fitted gray suit which matched his attentive, amiable eyes, like he worked out—in other words, he was everything a sweet, academically-inclined young girl from the provinces could imagine wanting in a man.

A shiver had prickled, unbidden, down her back as he held the door open for her and she passed breathtakingly close by him through a subtle and intoxicating aura of his body heat and the heady scent of a musky aftershave that caused her nostrils to flare instinctively and her heart to quicken; she was now having significant trouble dealing with the lubricious turmoil spreading lower into her tummy with every minute she felt his gaze on her, while she tried as hard as she could to pay attention to Dr. Andrew's conversation.

She felt supremely awkward and stupid all of a sudden, and was excruciatingly aware of the astonishing amount of warm, slick moisture that had begun to flood her panties.

Standing here fully clothed in front of two men she'd never met, she was awash with the agonizing feeling that they could somehow sense how much of a soiled mess her pussy was becoming, hidden from their view though it was beneath her skirt and underthings, despite the patent absurdity of the idea.

There was, of course, no way they could possibly know; nor, thank goodness, would they ever, EVER find out—but gosh, now she just wanted to escape as quickly as she could with her dignity, clean herself up between her legs, and perhaps—perhaps—for just a few frantic minutes before her first class—touch herself secretly for a little bit while thinking about Mr. Desilva holding her and kissing her.

'Yes sir, I'm ready,' she said as steadily as she could, hoping Mr. Desilva couldn't somehow read her attraction to him in her voice, 'I think we did most of the enrollment paperwork last week in the admissions office—do you just need me to, like, sign a couple more papers real quick?'

Dr. Andrew waved his hand with a chuckle. 'Oh, no, that's all complete. Today we just need to make sure you fully understand the school's dress and appearance standards, and double-check that your uniform and your grooming meets the school requirements.

'Then I'll perform a general physical examination on you, and ask some questions to make certain that you're healthy and there aren't any pressing concerns before we release you into the student population, and we'll chat about some details concerning your particular situation, which is a little bit unique—we don't have a lot of girls transfer here from out of the country, as you may imagine.

'Mr. Desilva will take your photos and print out your student ID card, and then you'll be ready to join your classmates as a student at Stonewall Academy. How does that sound?'

Abigail said that was fine, and she was ready to get started.

'Excellent. Let's begin with your uniform inspection, shall we?

'Now then, dear girl, did you not receive a student handbook when you enrolled the other day at the office? It has the dress and grooming guidelines in it, and I can see already that there are some pretty significant violations in the outfit you've chosen to wear today.

'You don't strike me as a particularly headstrong or rebellious girl, so I'm supposing the explanation is simply that you were not given clear guidance on what comprises appropriate clothing for this school—am I correct?'

Abigail's sweet face fell as she listened, and she blushed in contrition and nodded her head furiously as she began to apologize, assuring Dr. Andrew that she had simply been told to wear her old school's uniform today, and that she would never willfully disregard any school rules.

Dr. Andrew held up his hand with a reassuring smile and assured her it was alright, and that they would rectify the situation swiftly and get her a copy of the student handbook before she left for the day.

'We do still need to assess your clothing now, of course, and make any adjustments that are needed; the uniform regulations are extremely important in cultivating an environment conducive to academic success, so I'm sure you understand that we can't allow you to mingle with the rest of the students dressed in a manner that doesn't meet the standards.'

'Of course, sir,' a relieved Abigail said emphatically. 'I'll change anything that is necessary. I truly don't want to be a distraction or cause any problems.'

'Excellent, dear girl. Now, you understand our students are subject to uniform spot checks at nearly any time of day, and when a violation is discovered, the piece of clothing causing the problem is confiscated, and the student must finish her school day without it.'

Abigail nodded understandingly, but her eyes registered a bit of alarm; she wasn't sure what was wrong with her outfit, since it was her nicest Canadian school uniform, and she hadn't brought anything else to wear today. She didn't want to get sent home or get in trouble on her first day.

Dr. Andrew hastened to reassure her.

'Since yours is a bit of a unique case, I believe we'll be able to get you replacements from the school supply room for any of your clothes that don't meet standard, so you'll be able to start off on the right foot, so to speak,' he continued, glancing at Ryan for confirmation, who nodded in agreement. 'You understand, of course, that this is only for this first time—after today, you'll be responsible for what you choose to wear, and for any consequences that come from those choices.'

This seemed reasonable to Abigail. It would hardly do for someone to break the rules and simply get to carry on breaking them; her school back home had a similar policy concerning all kinds of contraband, and though she couldn't really fathom what was wrong with her outfit now, she was extremely grateful that she was to be given the opportunity to correct it this once without getting in trouble, and she thanked Dr. Andrew for his understanding and leniency.

'Very good,' he replied. 'First thing, sweaters are not permitted; so, as lovely as that cardigan is, let's have you remove it please, and place it here on the desk beside me.'

Abigail felt a weight lift from her as she realized her inadvertent breach of the uniform standards could be so easily righted; she was perfectly fine not wearing her sweater today, if that was the offending article of clothing, and her face brightened and her fingers danced down her chest from button to button as she hastened to demonstrate her desire to abide by the the rules, which she knew had only been put in place with her success as a student in mind.

She slipped the cardigan from her shoulders and folded it carefully before setting it on the desk next to Dr. Andrew, then returned to stand in front of him with her hands at her sides so he could finish his inspection and proclaim her satisfactory. To her surprise, he appeared to consider her sweater to be only the first, and perhaps even least egregious, of her violations.

'Unfortunately, Miss Abigail, your blouse is also unacceptable for school wear. Long sleeves are not allowed until winter, and that collar is designed to be worn buttoned to the throat and tied round with a bow—you're indeed wearing it correctly, but Stonewall Academy requires an open neckline, with the top button no higher than the student's cleavage, in order to properly display her breasts. Before I can allow you to attend classes, I'll need you to remove your blouse as well, please.'



Abigail blinked. She glanced at Mr. Desilva despite herself, who merely gave her a tiny, reassuring smile with his kind eyes and a nod to encourage her to continue, and her heart leapt to her throat as she realized she would be letting him see her without a shirt on, in only her bra.

'Yes, sir. Um, but, I'll get a proper blouse to wear, right? I won't have to go to class...in just...in just my...'

Dr. Andrew chuckled.

'Yes, yes, dear girl, Mr. Desilva will get you all the clothing you need. Don't worry about a thing. Come now, we haven't all day.'

Abigail gulped, reminding herself that she was a good girl, and that she had known there would be many things to get used to in moving here with her family, and that she'd promised her father she'd do her very best to embrace the customs in their new home and become a good American girl.

It was clear that this was one of those times she needed to be a big girl and do something that was a little hard for her, and she resolved to rise to the occasion and make her father proud; she'd soon be fully dressed again, and even if it was a little embarrassing to take off her shirt in front of the men, it wasn't like she was actually getting naked. She was still wearing more than she would at the beach.

Despite taking a moment to internally shore up her resolve, this time her fingers tended to stumble, rather than dance, as they made their way from button to button.

Her fingertips felt like wood, and the buttons of her blouse were much smaller and more numerous than those of her cardigan, making for a truly tortuous process.

Though Dr. Andrew and Mr. Desilva maintained the most professional and dispassionate of demeanors, their experienced eyes evincing only the slightest impatience with her hesitance as they watched her closely, she was painfully aware of the mounting pleasure each undone button must be providing the men, like the ascending scales at which she struggled so mightily at the piano, as the white cotton fabric fell open across her throat, then revealed the delicate depression between her collar bones, then the soft twin rises of her breasts as they crested her bra, and finally unveiled her kissably smooth white tummy with each successive fumbling release.

She realized to her horror that the progressive escalation of her exposure was mirrored by the state of her cunny, which seemed to have a mind of its own now. Each time one of the tiny white mother of pearl discs slipped reluctantly from the grasp of its delicate reciprocal slit, her girl bits released another gentle pulse of warm honey, growing ever more awash with her body's instinctive awareness of its own sexual necessity and the inescapable presence of two mature, full-testicled males, and preparing to be mated by drenching itself with a seemingly unending supply of her sweet, fresh girl nectar.

Her cheeks flushed and her eyes downcast, she tugged her blouse from the waistband of her skirt and slipped it from her shoulders, and folded it and placed it upon her cardigan next to Dr. Andrew, who stopped her before she could return to her place in front of him.

'...And actually, Miss Abigail, our pupils do not wear hose or leggings while at school; additionally, your skirt is unacceptable. It's the wrong color, and it is far too long to be considered appropriate for a girl your age to wear in general, let alone for a Stonewall Academy student to parade about in while on campus; let's go ahead and remove it as well, please, and Mr. Desilva will get you an acceptable replacement before you go to class.'

As Dr. Andrew's inspection had progressed, the knot in Abigail's tummy had anticipated this instruction; she couldn't help but notice when she arrived at school this morning that all the other girls wore simple navy blue pleated skirts, and their legs were bare above their heeled Mary Janes.

The premonition that she'd have to surrender all of her clothing but her underthings did not, unfortunately, make the news any easier to hear, and as she set her chin resolutely and reached behind herself to loosen her skirt's zipper, she whispered a quiet prayer of thanks that this was at least the end of her uniform inspection, and that now Mr. Desilva would get her a new uniform and she could feel decent again.

After carefully folding her skirt and rolling up her panty hose, and placing them tidily atop her other clothing on the desk at Dr. Andrew's side, she took a step back and stood in front of him once more in nothing but her panties and bra, reminding herself that she was still at least as covered as when wearing a swimsuit—more so, in fact, as her choice of underthings was conservative by any standard of fashion; and she felt a bit better as she squared her shoulders with a little smile and prepared for Dr. Andrew to begin her physical.

Her willing gaze was met, however, by a pair of consternated looks on the two men's faces, and she looked down at herself in perplexity, wondering what on earth they saw to garner such a response.

'I'm so sorry I don't have the right clothes, Dr. Andrew,' she rushed to apologize, casting a woeful eye at her sad little pile of offending garments on his desk. 'I promise, I'll wear whatever Mr. Desilva gets for me. I really wasn't trying to be difficult or break the rules!'

Dr. Andrew looked her up and down for a few moments, his brow furrowed, then checked his watch before glancing at Mr. Desilva.

'I have some appointments back at my office that I must attend to soon. She has obviously had no instruction on her uniform requirements, and I don't have time right now to continue explaining them if I am to complete her physical. Can I trust you to ensure she understands her responsibilities regarding her underwear when you outfit her from the supply room, so I can at least properly sign off on her health card before I head out?'

Ryan nodded and assured Dr. Andrew he would see to it. He perceived that Abigail was flustered, and she was so very cute as she stood there uncertainly in her undies, a lovely rosy glow covering much of her creamy skin and her giant soulful eyes pleading with him to spare her dignity further damage.

Her mannerisms bespoke a sensitive, intelligent girl who wanted only to understand and to please, and he rightly guessed that she was probably more embarrassed by the exposure of her ignorance concerning proper social norms in her new home than by the actual physical exposure of her body to the two men.

He couldn't deny her attractiveness either, and the irresistible combination of her tender body, her haunting, windswept prairie features, and the gentle agitation of her spirit made him want to both wrap her close in his arms and assure her everything would be fine, and also to fuck her to bits while losing himself in the deep pools of her indigo eyes until he'd emptied himself completely in the sacred depths of her soft, fertile young loins—preferably at the same time.

Abigail was greatly taken aback by Dr. Andrew's comments; her choice of underwear had never been a topic of concern or discussion at her school back home in Ontario, and she was accustomed to wearing whatever she liked under her school uniform.

She certainly never chose her most intimately personal garments with a view to showing them to strangers; they were rather one of her little secret pleasures in which she allowed herself to indulge, and it made her feel special and cute to know that beneath her schoolgirl uniform—exactly alike as it was, by design, to every other girl's in her class—she wore a colorful bit of herself that no one knew about.

Her bra was a substantial piece in a plain and somewhat pointedly unflattering taupe, made to fully cover her ample, growing breasts; she never would have selected it this morning if she'd known she would be displaying it for the appreciation of two male strangers, and she gritted her teeth as she realized how unsexy it made her feel.

Her panties appeared to be her treat for herself, and while they were of an almost painfully sensible cut which did nothing to flatter her young nether regions, and tragically covered nearly all of what appeared to be a rather juicy little bottom, they were of a girlish pink-and-white check, with discrete lace trim and a tiny pink bow in the center of her waistband.

Abigail's relief at Mr. Desilva's promise to fully explain the uniform requirements was heady; she couldn't believe she was going to get to spend time alone with the attractive teacher, even if it was for a somewhat embarrassing reason.

She was definitely ready to put her clothes back on now so Dr. Andrew could perform her physical—if it was like her last checkup back home, he'd just take her blood pressure and temperature, and shine his little light in her ears—and she began to reach for her skirt on the desk, when Dr. Andrew turned back to her and saw her furtive movement, and stopped her with a trace of amusement in his stern voice.

'Ah, ah, ah, Miss Abigail—in short, your bra and panties are also completely inappropriate for a girl your age, and so I'm going to have to ask you to please surrender them to me as well. It's all for the best in any case, as I need you naked in order to do your physical exam.'

Abigail thought she would die as she heard Dr. Andrew's words echo hollowly from a vast distance, and she wished the cold hardwood floor of the nurse's office would open up and swallow her now; her worst fears were coming true, and it appeared that she would indeed have to bare herself completely in front of the doctor and Mr. Desilva, who, even just this morning alone, had doubtless seen many naked young girls' bodies far more attractive than hers.

She chided herself in the midst of her rising anxiousness; he was a teacher, and she had no business even fantasizing about him liking her in that way. He was just doing his job, and whether he thought her body was nice or not was certainly irrelevant; this fact did little, unfortunately, to make her feel less embarrassed about what she was now being told to do.

She was devastated to hear, after already struggling to overcome the mortification of being made to expose her little secrets to her teacher and the doctor, that her underthings were unacceptable at Stonewall Academy, and that the men wanted her to remove them at once.

There was no escape, however, and with only a slight tremble of her hands, she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, drawing the straps slowly down her shoulders and freeing her breasts reluctantly from the soft, warm cups.

Her breasts were very lovely. She was lightly complected; her pale skin was nearly luminous, and the firm fullness of her ample bosoms meant her rich blue veins were visible beneath the surface, all feeding circulation to a pair of healthy nipples that were not much darker a shade than the rest of her body.

The room seemed suddenly chill, and her breasts immediately erupted into a riot of goosebumps and crinkled, stiff nipples, which absurdly felt to her as if they doubled their normal size as they grew shamelessly erect and proud in the cool air, and under the men's even cooler gaze.

Her coloring meant that her giant, troubled blue eyes shone even more brightly, framed by her long brunette hair and her strong brows. She was very beautiful.

'Please, Dr. Andrew...sir...can I please...please...keep just my panties on?'

Dr. Andrew shook his head, his toe lightly tapping the floor with a quiet, crisp impatience.

'No, dear girl, you may not, and we don't have all day. Please remove your knickers immediately and place them here with your other clothing beside me, and let Mr. Desilva and I have a look at your whole body.'

Abigail's face fell as she tried to come to terms with the reality of her situation.

Everything had been so strange and scary and new since moving last week, and she was far from accustomed to the way girls were raised and trained here.

Her family had had a long talk before deciding to relocate, and her father had carefully explained how different things would be in the US; while she was doing her very best to embrace the staggering cultural differences, she was honestly still struggling at times to reconcile herself to her new place in life, and the responsibilities that came with being an eligible girl in this society.

A first day at a new school was scary and uncomfortable for any girl, but this morning was truly a discomfiting start to a Monday, and as she fidgeted with the lacey waistband of her panties and snuck another glance at Mr. Desilva, petrified of baring herself completely to him, her eyes welled and she choked back a little sob.

Ryan felt just a little bad for her; he could only imagine how strange and scary it might be for a young girl to come to this country having never been properly educated on her natural duties, and never having been accustomed to anything close to the level of access men would have to her body from now on.

She'd get used to it soon enough, however; it was simply a matter of re-training her to understand how natural it was for her to share her body in this way, and he was confident that in no time at all she'd adapt and begin to thrive in her lessons. He looked forward to contributing as best he could to her education.

He gave her another little smile and nod.

'Miss Abigail, you've really been doing a great job so far,' he reassured her. 'I can imagine this is a little unusual for you, but we're almost done, and if you'll take off your panties for us, we can finish up that much quicker and get you back in some clothes.'

Abigail's heart leapt at his words, and she was surprised to feel herself gain a bit of self-possession in the face of his understanding; her head cleared a little, and despite yet another addling tingle of want in her cunny, she grasped the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down her thighs, stepping out of them in as ladylike a manner as she could, and twisting and contorting her body in her endearing attempts to pick them up from the floor without obscenely displaying her most secret bits to the men.

Dr. Andrew and Ryan enjoyed observing her efforts. Her dark hair fell richly across her bare back and shoulders, and a delectable crease of puppy fat beckoned for their touch as she bent; her breasts swayed and swung weightily as she stood and folded the pink scrap of cloth carefully.

She was viscerally aware of the total access these men would now have to her body's most delicate, sensitive, and personal of areas; yet she could only marvel inwardly at her utter helplessness in the grip of an unyielding feminine instinct as she nevertheless absurdly gathered her panties with her bra and hid them from sight as carefully as she did incongruously deep in her folded skirt, in full view the entire time, naturally, of the two waiting men, before once again returning to her place in front of Dr. Andrew's chair, her bosom rising and falling with her short breaths as the men silently appraised her, naked now except for her headband.

To her unending mortification, her acquiescent nakedness was greeted with gentle, slightly incredulous chuckles.

'Well, well, well,' Dr. Andrew said, 'I don't know the last time I saw such a fierce bush! That is quite the thicket you have down there, Miss Abigail.'

She had never groomed her private parts in any way and was completely unshaven, and her dark, thick pubic hair was indeed untamed and as impressive as it was wild. Abigail's conservative upbringing had never involved teaching her any reason to fuss with it, and she had only recently discovered that she was the exception to the rule in her new country.

'Not to worry; Mr. Desilva will help you deal with that as well once we're finished here, and teach you a little about how to present your vulva and pubic area as a student here at Stonewall.'

He pushed his spectacles up on the bridge of his nose in order to see better, and pulled her a little closer to him with a hand on the smooth recurve of her bare waist.

Abigail reflexively froze at the unfamiliarity of his hand's first contact with her body, but Dr. Andrew was no amateur when it came to handling girls, and he paid her no mind, his confident, masterful touch easily overcoming her instinctive skittishness and compelling her to follow his lead.

'Now let me take a good look at you, young lady. I'll be inspecting for any signs of ill health, noting any distinguishing marks or characteristics, and familiarizing myself with your body; as your school physician, it's vital that I know the landscape in detail, so to speak, so I can better notice any abnormalities later on when treating you.'

He ran his hands over her body, feeling the weight and firmness of her breasts, checking the sensitivity of her nipples, and exploring her cunny, his big fingers thrusting into the darkness of her bush to feel for any irregularities along her outer lips.

Ryan, following along with his clipboard, noted the vibrant flash of pink that hinted of wonderful riches hidden beneath her fur, and filled in the boxes on Abigail's intake sheet denoting the description of her various body parts.

'Very nice breasts,' Dr. Andrew said, dictating his observations to Ryan, and taking one lovely curve of girlflesh in each hand and pushing them together in order to compare their symmetry and account for any significant differences in color or marking.

'Good development for her age, and actually quite excellent fullness...very lightly-colored nipples—responsive, and become easily erect—relatively large, though quite faint, areolas...'

Ryan carefully transcribed the doctor's comments in Abigail's file, paying close attention to his technique.

'...Light scattering of freckles across upper chest. Healthy teeth, gums, and tongue—Miss Abigail, please suck on my finger as hard as you can—that's it, good girl—student displays vigorous, healthy suction reflex; Desilva, observe her strong esophageal contractions along her throat here, indicating she'll be a good candidate for advanced deepthroat lessons. Please make a note of that in her records.'

Abigail was in a daze; this was happening quite fast, and all she could do was comply as best she could with Dr. Andrew's instructions.

'...not particularly athletic figure, but well within healthy parameters of muscle and body fat—do you play sports, Miss Abigail? No, I thought not—smooth, soft belly, with what appears to be a quite lovely, full mons veneris—one of a number of delightful benefits furnished by a little extra fat on a girl, Mr. Desilva—though it's difficult to say with certainty under all this hair; I might ask that you verify this and note it in her file after you clean her up, please...'

With a firm grip on her arm, he turned her to face away from him, one hand lifting her hair from the nape of her neck while the other explored her back and her plump bottom.

'...Two small moles on left shoulder...tidy, round buttocks with a slight, soft hang to them—very attractive crease at the top where they join together with the small of her back...'

Ryan's cock was extremely hard as he tried to pay attention to his duties while being continually diverted by the adorable little body in front of him; Abigail's bottom was indeed quite cute, with a gentle softness to it that beckoned his hand to slip between her small buttocks to explore the warm darkness inside.

Dr. Andrew instructed Abigail to bend at the waist and spread her butt cheeks, and as she did, her face an agonized shade of pink, he exclaimed with astonishment at the state of her genitals.

'Goodness sakes, this is one of the soppiest young vaginas I have ever seen,' he laughed, attempting to recover his composure and continue his inspection with the medical impartiality it required.



'Alright, then—student's vulva is already well engorged, exhibiting significant swelling and a dark pink hue of her inner labia, which are naturally spreading open under the effects of her arousal...please note, Desilva, the remarkable amount of vaginal fluid she is producing...'

Ryan leaned closer, enraptured by Abigail's cunny, as Dr. Andrew continued, placing a firm hand on her lower back as she whimpered and shifted uneasily, attempting to stand up in order to escape the men's invasive inspection.

'No, Miss Abigail, please continue to hold your position and keep your bottom spread for us—yes, both hands, please—there you go—thank you, that's a good girl...'

He carefully reached between her legs and spread her lips a little wider, running his finger around her pouting entrance.

'...ah, and this is fantastic—Desilva, look closely here—you can clearly see two different types of lubrication, as is often the case as a girl advances through her various stages of arousal.'

Abigail shuddered as his hands roved familiarly about her genitals and handled her private parts as if they belonged to a creature in a laboratory; her absolute worst-case scenario was now an unspeakably humiliating reality—never did she even dare fear that the men would discover, let alone revel in, the obscene mess she'd made in her panties this way.

'First, she's produced a truly remarkable volume of clear, sweetly-scented primary vaginal lubrication—so much, in fact, that just her small movements of the last half hour have managed to smear it practically all over her thick fur between her legs, and even down the insides of her thighs here, making her long dark pubic hair a slick mess designed to ease the passage of a male's erect penis.'

He combed his fingers hungrily through the slickly soaked, glistening mess of her thick scruff where it bordered her swollen slit; even the wet, sloppy sound itself was a tantalizing turn-on for both him and Ryan.

'When a girl is in this state, even a cock poorly aimed in the heat of the mating passion will be made to slip inexorably toward her entrance, helping to ensure a successful copulation.'

He gently placed his fingertip directly on her drooling opening, which gently contracted and then relaxed in response to his experienced touch, releasing yet another small rush of her clear honey.

'But here you can also see quite a lot of a thick, white cream—I would expect that when we examine her on the table and actually open her up we'll find quite a bit more inside—which generally indicates a girl is approaching her orgasmic state. So, good news, Miss Abigail, I think we can safely say that you have quite a healthy and natural response to being naked in front of men.'

Abigail was beyond embarrassment now; as shameful as it felt to be in this situation, her mortification was becoming quickly outweighed by her arousal.

Everything Dr. Andrew said was true, and hearing him describe her lubricious state to Mr. Desilva only caused her body to double down in its efforts to convince the men to have intercouse with her; she was becoming increasingly inflamed with the ancient need for someone to take her, and the persistent alarm of girlish humiliation she felt as she fell inexorably deeper into her natural physical condition only made for a more intoxicating cocktail of hormones and emotions.

She startled as Dr. Andrew repeated several times his instruction to stand up and let Mr. Desilva weigh her and measure her, and she walked unsteadily across the room to stand naked on the scale.

Ryan made a note of her weight, then carefully took her measurements, including the length of her slit and the width of her mons at the top of its delta, the erect length of her nipples and the distance between them, the diameter of her areolas, and the circumference of her butt cheeks.

Dr. Andrew had emphasized how important attention to detail was in taking these metrics, and Ryan wet his thumb and forefinger with his saliva and tugged gently on her nipples, smiling reassuringly at her pleading gaze before ensuring the cold plastic measuring tape was positioned properly across her achingly sensitive nubs while he measured her bust.

He was becoming more enraptured with the girl as he handled her. Kneeling in front of her to measure the distance from her virginal navel to the top of her slit, he painstakingly combed his fingers through her thick fur in order to locate precisely where the base of her clitoral hood surfaced from between her outer labia before diving back into her sacred furrow to join her inner lips.

The rich scent of her arousal and the warmth of her flushed body heat as she stood stock still, her breathing shallow and nervous, and allowed him to lay the measuring tape across her tummy only made him want to couple with her more; he was struck by a vision of taking her from behind, his hand reaching beneath her to caress her soft underbelly just above her mons as he pressed himself deeply between her healthy buttocks.

Once he'd finished, Dr. Andrew instructed Abigail to climb up on the massage table, lie back, and open her knees so he and Mr. Desilva could examine her vagina fully.

To her surprise, this was the least uncomfortable moment of the day so far for Abigail; she'd had her first gynecological checkup not long ago, so she at least had a precedent of normalcy to guide her for this step of her intake process at Stonewall. She climbed willingly atop the table and opened her legs wide, doing her best to ensure the men had a clear view and plenty of room to work on her private parts.

Dr. Andrew was pleased to see the young girl seemed to be growing more comfortable with her nakedness, and he could tell she would be just fine in her new life with a bit more practice and some quality lessons from a few skilled girl trainers.

He moved to her side and slowly ran his hand up and down her tummy in a calming manner several times, his fingers brushing the underside of her breast at the top of his stroke, and foraying a little further each time into her lush bush at the bottom, allowing her time to relax under his touch as he eased closer to the most personal area of her naked body.

'Miss Abigail, according to your admissions file, you are not a virgin. Is that correct?'

Abigail shook her head, her eyes wide, and glanced from him to Mr. Desilva, who was taking studious notes on his clipboard as he watched Dr. Andrew touch her.

'Yes, sir, Dr. Andrew,' she nodded. 'I have...had sex.'

Dr. Andrew brought both hands to her vulva, and gently pressed it open, leaning closer to carefully inspect her, and sweeping his fingers up and down her soaking slit, sending deep ripples of pleasure into her tummy.

'Excellent, Miss Abigail,' he said as she began to utter a series of low moans in the back of her throat, her hips rocking subtly in time with his caresses. 'In that case, I'll need to check inside you. Hold still, please, and don't move...'

She complied, and he gently but firmly pressed his finger into her.

'Student is quite tight,' he observed to Ryan, and he spent a few moments letting her breathe and relax, pressing deeper bit by bit, until he'd buried his finger inside her. Slowly he withdrew it, and repeated the process with two fingers.

Abigail had to work a little harder this time, but he spoke to her soothingly and smiled patiently into her lovely, hungry eyes, and she succeeded in taking both his large fingers all the way into her pussy.

Once he was in, he carefully explored the walls of her vagina, turning his fingers this way and that, and asking her to show him how hard she could squeeze down.

Her earnest effort drew a look of pleasant surprise from Dr. Andrew, and he said the strength of her young vaginal muscles was quite impressive for a girl her age, which made Abigail feel relieved and a little proud.

It also brought her perilously close to an orgasm, which she desperately needed but which she knew she mustn't have; she couldn't bear the thought of such an embarrassing loss of control in front of the men—especially Mr. Desilva—and she was pretty sure it wouldn't be considered appropriate in a school setting like this.

Dr. Andrew was simply giving her an examination to make sure she was healthy, not trying to have sex with her, she reminded herself, fighting the wild urges growing unbearably insistent in her cunny. All she wanted now was to rub herself all over his hand, to grind her slickness against him until she cried out in pleasure. She couldn't believe what was happening to her, what was happening in her brain and her body.

Fortunately she managed to keep herself somewhat decent, and though she couldn't help the copious amount of her juices that continued to coat Dr. Andrew's fingers, she at least succeeded in acting like a civilized young lady while his fingers were inside her, and allowed him to examine her without cumming all over the table like some sort of wild girl.

Dr. Andrew looked at Ryan.

'Would you like to try?' He asked, tilting his head to indicate Abigail's vagina, in which his fingers were still buried.

Ryan nodded eagerly, and watched as Dr. Andrew slowly pulled his fingers out of the girl's slit. Just as Dr. Andrew had surmised earlier, flecks of thick white cream clung to his fingers, and a little rush of clear syrupy fluid leaked happily from Abigail's newly-stretched opening and dripped onto the table; the naked young schoolgirl did indeed appear to be close to orgasm.

Dr. Andrew watched closely as Ryan gathered up some of the slick fluid in order to ease the passage of his fingers into her small opening, then pressed them slowly home.

She was indeed tremendously tight, with an uncommonly welcoming softness to her insides that felt extremely intimate to Ryan, and he felt her reflexively shift her hips with tiny movements to try and coax him deeper into her as her mating instinct took ever more inexorable a hold on her young body; it was always fun to penetrate a new girl for the first time, but this was a special little vagina indeed.

Abigail was beside herself; Mr. Desilva had his fingers in her vagina, and they felt so, so good. She must not cum, she must not cum, she must not cumshemustnotcumshemustnotcum...

All she wanted was to stare into his eyes and explode on his hand, the pressure inside her was growing so unbearable; but she battled mightily to behave, and to pay attention through a dense fog of sensation and emotion to Dr. Andrew, who had retrieved the clipboard and was continuing with her examination while Mr. Desilva carefully explored her swollen pussy.

'I know you just moved very recently, Miss Abigail,' he said, looking her in the eye to hold her attention on him, and caressing her breasts to ensure her nipples stayed erect, 'but you do understand what it means to be an eligible girl, do you not?'

Abigail whimpered under her breath and nodded, biting her lip as she forced herself to only look at Dr. Andrew, and to try not to think about what Mr. Desilva was doing.

'You didn't get to celebrate your Festival like a girl who grew up here, of course, but you are of age, and so you'll still be subject to sexual training from eligible men now that you live here. Part of that responsibility includes being available for such lessons from the teaching staff here at Stonewall during the school day, so for your own safety it's essential that we check the health of your vagina and your insides, as we're doing now, before I release you to your lessons here at the school, which can at times be quite vigorous and challenging.'

Abigail took several deep, long breaths in an attempt to maintain her self-possession and squeaked out a quiet 'yes, sir'.

'How many men have had sex with you, Miss Abigail?'

Another deep shudder ran through Abigail as she prepared to answer; why was she made so wet and tingly by Dr. Andrew's questions?

'I...um...I had a boyfriend back home, sir...oh...we had sex twice before I moved...'

'Very good. And is that all?' Dr. Andrew made a note on his clipboard.

Abigail groaned and shook her head, the ache in her cunny growing more acute as she surrendered herself to her ignominy and spilled forth the rest of her answer.

'No sir, two days ago...Saturday...my dad and I went to a...a...party at his friend's house, and there were some other dads there...with their...daughters, sir...'

Dr. Andrew and Ryan were perfectly familiar with what she was talking about, of course, but they could tell it had been an eye-opening experience for the young girl.

She had clearly been raised in the old ways, with extravagant and oppressive notions of 'saving herself' for someone special and taking great care to keep her repressed sexual life—and her desirable young body—hidden from as many men as possible; she'd doubtless never dreamed in her short life that her body would now be considered community property, and that she'd carry the responsibility of receiving sexual training from any experienced and eligible males who took an interest in her.

'Ah, yes, a father-daughter party?' Dr. Andrew prompted encouragingly.

'Yes sir, that's what they called it...oh, oh, my...I'm sorry sir...yes, and the men...all...all the men had...'

'Go on, dear girl.'

'...the men...all had sex with me...ooohhh...and my dad...he had sex with all the...all the other girls...'

Dr. Andrew's pen scribbled across his clipboard.

'Excellent, Miss Abigail, that's very good to know, actually. Once a girl has had a man's penis inside her, she requires regular penetration and insemination in order to stay healthy, both mentally and physically. I'm glad to hear that even in your short time here you've already been able to get some good training, and have had some sperm deposited inside you; that's all for the best. How many fathers had sex with you at the party?'

Abigail flashed back to the weekend, remembering how she'd had an orgasm so intense she cried a little when Mr. Stevenson had to discipline her by holding her down on the ottoman and fucking her sore cunny extremely hard in front of the other men and girls, while her father closely supervised, and it was all she could do to hold back a similar climax now on Mr. Desilva's fingers.

'Four, sir...oooohhh...my...four men had sex with me...and three of them shot their...stuff...in my pussy—I mean my vagina—and the other one squirted...it...on me...'

'Good, good, good,' Dr. Andrew said, noting her answers carefully in her school file, along with a recommendation that she be enrolled in some remedial etiquette classes to catch her up on her manners; she could clearly use some practice using the proper words for sexual things when discussing them with men, rather than indulging her girlish propensity for demure euphemism.

'To help you catch up with the rest of the girls your age, who have typically had quite a bit more training than you by now, I'm going to prescribe that you receive at least two loads of semen per day for the next month; they can be here at school or anywhere else, and I'd strongly suggest that at least one of those goes inside your vagina, understood?'

Abigail nodded, and wondered how she would actually manage to get two men to have sex with her every day, but she figured there must be a way, and she'd learn how when it was time.

Dr. Andrew looked at Ryan, who was patiently watching the conversation and learning as much as he could about working with girls in Abigail's situation; not wanting to risk distracting from the important work, he'd simply left his fingers comfortably lodged deep in the schoolgirl's soaking vagina while he waited for Dr. Andrew's next instructions, and had been enjoying the matchlessly intimate feeling of her rapid heartbeat through the delicate walls of her young inner muscles as they clasped him snugly.

'Desilva, would you go ahead and test her clitoral circulation and responsiveness, please, and then I can sign off on her paperwork and get back to the office. Because she has been deflowered, it's best to do it while she's being penetrated; your fingers seem to be doing a great job at that for the moment.'

Abigail's eyes grew wide and she felt a rising tide of arousal threaten to break through her best defenses as Dr. Andrew explained the final inspection of her intake process.

'Mr. Desilva will perform a series of careful manipulations on your clitoris now, Miss Abigail, and we'll be closely observing to see that it responds healthily by growing a darker shade of pink, swelling and growing firmer, possibly extending its head from under its hood, and becoming more sensitive, along with causing your vagina to secrete more of your special fluids. You will please let us know immediately if you feel any pain or discomfort.'

There was no pain—only pure, feral exultation as Mr. Desilva located her shapely clitoris nestled in her thick, dark fur, already achingly erect and several shades richer pink than when she walked into the office this morning, and began pinching and rolling it gently, and rubbing its little head with the tip of his thumb while reminding her to hold still and keep squeezing his fingers while they were fully ensconced inside her.

She made the fatal mistake of opening her eyes and seeing the attentive, meticulous look on his face as he worked on her clitoris, and when he glanced up momentarily and smiled at her, an adoring twinkle deep in his gray eyes and one dashing dimple peeking out from behind his mustache, she nearly blacked out, a tidal wave of electricity and light and song obliterating the world as she melted into nothingness on his hand, pulse after unwilling pulse of raw, ancient pleasure beating endlessly like breakers on the shore of her innocent cunny and washing over her until she felt she would drown forever in it; and then—silence.

**************************

To be continued...


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 12b

Many thanks to all my readers; your letters and comments and ideas and hopes mean a lot to me, and do much to enrich the little world of the Festival.

If you're not familiar with the previous chapters, I might recommend at least reading chapter 2, which is a short explanation of this world; long-time readers will doubtless find that their explorations have rewards strewn throughout this episode as well, however, and chapters 5, 6, and 9 will certainly add color to one's appreciation of this one.

I love to hear from my readers; write me anytime about anything, and I'd love to correspond. Just remember to include your email in the message if you'd like a reply.

******************************

(Continued from Ch. 12a)

...Slowly she rose to the surface again as if from a great depth, her body weightless and carried on gentle, warm currents rippling periodically from deep inside her most secret places.

The light grew brighter and the sound of the men's voices grew louder and clearer as she heard them discussing her exemplary orgasmic response, and Dr. Andrew's pen scritched officiously across her paperwork, authorizing her to attend classes at Stonewall and to receive sexual lessons from its teaching staff at their discretion; finally, she was cast gently ashore again as Mr. Desilva slipped his fingers from her happy vagina, and she found herself lying naked, trembling, and soaked between her legs on the table in front of the two men.

Dr. Andrew helped the young girl sit up, and Ryan offered her a handkerchief that he'd retrieved from his suit pocket, monogrammed with his initials, so she could shakily clean herself between her legs.

'It was good to meet you, Miss Abigail,' Dr. Andrew said, 'I'm confident you'll do well here at Stonewall. Mr. Desilva will take you now to civilize that thicket around your privates, and then get you properly attired from the storeroom.'

Abigail nodded and thanked him for all his help, and began to reach for her clothing where it lay folded on the nurse's desk. Not waiting for her to dress, however, Mr. Desilva had already opened the door to the hallway, which buzzed with activity now between classes, and he beckoned her to join him, paying no heed to her nakedness and the students and teachers walking by the open doorway.

Abigail, still muzzy-headed and a little delicate after her intense and unexpected orgasm, startled and yelped in alarm, instinctively covering her breasts with her forearm and clutching her panties in front of her cunny, looking to Dr. Andrew for help; but he simply continued sorting the files of the other schoolgirls he'd inspected this morning, and told her to leave her things and hurry to join Mr. Desilva.

'But my...my clothes, sir?'

Dr. Andrew paused in his work and looked up at Abigail over the tops of his spectacles.

'Miss Abigail, I thought we covered this earlier—not a single piece of your old uniform is appropriate for campus wear, and clothing that doesn't meet the uniform standards is to be confiscated—it's simply not fair to allow a student to waltz about in violation of the regulations, when all her classmates have chosen to abide by the rules.'

Abigail's face registered her growing shock at what he was implying, and her voice squeaked.

'You mean...I have to be naked to go to get my new uniform?'

'Yes, young lady, that is indeed what I mean,' Dr. Andrew replied, a little severely. 'But first you will need to be naked to go to the athletic center so Mr. Desilva can shave your vulva in the shower room. Don't worry, it's just across the quad and down the stairs, by the soccer field. I'm sorry if this is uncomfortable for you, but you will soon become accustomed to this sort of thing. Now hurry, please, as I'm sure Mr. Desilva has other more important and interesting things to do this afternoon besides dragging a naked young girl about the school grounds.'

Even after her unprecedented adventures of the last couple days, this was an astonishing development for poor Abigail, and she felt as if she were literally frozen to the ground, physically unable to walk through that door and make her debut appearance among her new classmates in nothing but a simple black headband.

Ryan sensed, after working so intimately and successfully on her naked young body, that he'd perhaps gained a little of her trust and had begun to develop a good sense of her temperament and her behavioral proclivities. It was always beautiful to feel the growing bond between a skittish, inexperienced girl and a skillful trainer, and he simply, calmly extended his hand slowly to her with a gentle smile and held still, allowing her to decide what she would do next.

Abigail shook her head and stamped her foot in agitation, her nostrils flaring and her rich brunette mane tossing in consternation as she cast her wary, soulful eyes fretfully from Dr. Andrew, who advised her that further obduration was bound to result in severe discipline, to Mr. Desilva's open palm and calming demeanor; and as if drawn by an invisible lead, she found herself walking to him and placing her small hand in his large, warm one, and with a deep, sighing breath, she walked out of the office and into the corridor with him.

It was strangely exhilarating, and she was amazed to find that, while she caught many glances of passing interest, rarely did anyone stop to stare at the sight of a nude schoolgirl being led through the halls and out across the quad, with its giant fountain and cherry blossom-lined paths; even the boys they passed simply greeted Mr. Desilva politely, and could be heard discussing the attractiveness of Abigail's body amongst themselves in the appreciative, evaluative manner in which they were being taught.

Holding Mr. Desilva's hand was even more of a comfort than Abigail had expected, and as they walked he explained to her that while high school boys were never allowed to have sex with girls her age, they were accustomed to seeing their female classmates in varying states of undress for any number of reasons as a matter of course at Stonewall, and were trained to understand and prize all the various charms of the female body as part of their preparation for their own eventual girl-training careers.

As the rounded the corner of the building, a trim, energetic elderly man in a natty twill jacket greeted Mr. Desilva with an outstretched hand and a warm handshake, and then looked the naked Abigail up and down with a twinkle in his eye.

'And dear me, who might this lovely little thing be?' he asked.

'Principal Darger, this is Abigail Miller. She just transferred here from Canada, and we're getting her enrollment process finished up now so she can go to class this afternoon.'

'I see. Welcome to Stonewall Academy, dear girl; goodness, you have lovely eyes and legs.'

Abigail blushed furiously at meeting the school's headmaster this way, but she tamped down her embarrassment and valiantly forced herself to resist the overwhelming urge to cover her pussy and breasts, knowing that girls were expected to allow men to enjoy viewing every part of their bodies here, and she thanked Principal Darger for his compliment and his welcome. He looked back at Ryan.

'She seems to be quite a sweetheart,' he chuckled, 'How on earth is she already in so much trouble that she's naked on her first day with us?'

'Well, sir, she's not actually being punished, though it certainly looks that way; unfortunately none of the clothing she wore to school is appropriate, and so we're simply headed to the storeroom to outfit her properly, after a stop at the showers to take care of her bush.'

Principle Darger bent down and ran his wrinkled fingers through Abigail's pubic hair, tugging delightedly on a hearty handful of it until she squeaked.

'This is indeed a fine, lush patch of fur—takes me back, it does. They don't make them like this anymore, Mr. Desilva. What were you planning to do to her?'

'I was going to just shave her clean; I understood that was the expectation for new students.'

Abigail's eyes were like saucers; she'd never been bare down there, and she wasn't sure she'd like it at all. To her relief, Principal Darger seemed to be of the same mind.

'Technically that is true, but that rule refers to the grooming requirements for first year schoolgirls. As Miss Abigail is a senior, and as this is truly a luxurious bit of landscape, might I recommend simply trimming it and cleaning up the edges to meet the minimum grooming requirements, without losing any of this wonderful thickness? When you're finished and she's got her new uniform, bring her by my office please so I can inspect her, Mr. Desilva. What a delightful girl...'

The girls' locker room at Stonewall Academy was not large. Upon entering, one found a line of dark hardwood lockers and benches along one side, with several mirrors and sinks opposite the door, and a row of half a dozen shower nozzles protruding from the white tile wall to the left.

Mr. Desilva led Abigail through the empty, echoing room to the shower head at the far end, the soft padding slap-slap of her bare feet the only sound accompanying the crisp footsteps of his calfskin oxfords.

Turning the handle, he waited for the water to turn quite warm before asking her to widen her stance and aiming the hissing stream at her pussy, instructing her to stand there and rinse herself well while he gathered some supplies from the cabinet behind one of the vanities.

It was a great relief to be nearly alone at last, and the hot, powerful stream of water felt so good on her cunny; Abigail took a deep breath and began to relax in the rising steam, and she used both hands to ensure the jets bathed every secret crevice and nook of her pussy as she watched Mr. Desilva out of the corner of her eye, ever more captivated by his understated and amicable confidence, and his athletic figure.

He returned with a thickly heavy towel, a razor, shampoo, and a small electric hair clipper, which he arranged neatly on one of the benches.

He turned to watch Abigail, holding her enthralled with his eyes as she stood naked before him and continued to obediently bathe her shamefully messy cunny in the hot, powerful stream of water, attempting to rinse away the flood of innocent girl nectar that fairly coated her, and for which he had been primarily responsible.

She wanted to live in his gaze like this forever, which didn't even make sense, but she felt she'd do anything to spend the rest of her life like this, luxuriating in her warm nakedness as he adored her with his capable smile, and prepared to care for her body.

She chided herself again for her silliness—she was surely imagining any adoration on his part; he was probably thinking about lunch, or some other girl he liked to train, and she couldn't believe how nonsensical she'd become since meeting him this morning.

Nonetheless, silly or not, she was immensely attracted to him, and she wondered exactly how a girl was meant to go about asking a man to train her without getting in trouble, or worse, discovering with a soul-crushing disappointment that he didn't find a girl like her worth investing his valuable time and energy in.

Her muddled introspection was summarily interrupted, and much of the good work she'd done cleaning the want from her hungry vagina utterly undone, as she watched, spellbound, as he slipped his broad shoulders from his suit jacket with a smile and hung it on a hook, loosened his tie, removed his cufflinks, and began to roll up the crisply-starched French cuffs of his spotless white shirt, his biceps bulging and rippling beneath the tailored cotton and his shirtwaist diving to a precipitously trim hip.

Turning off the water with several twists of the squeaking faucet, he crouched next to her and squirted a small dollop of shampoo into his hand, bringing it to her vulva and kneading it into a lather with firm, businesslike strokes, carefully working it all through her lush fur and ensuring he thoroughly treated her between her legs and all the way back across her anus and up the sweet cleft between her buttocks.

She melted under his touch and struggled mightily to retain her feet, as her knees threatened continually to give out every time his hand scrubbed across her clitoris or her hungry little opening, and it was all she could do not to cry out and have another orgasm right there, and collapse onto the shower floor in front of him in a shaking heap.

She somehow managed to maintain her composure, and attempted to deflect her own attention from the state of her pussy by apologizing to Mr. Desilva for cumming on his hand earlier.

He laughed kindly and assured her it was perfectly fine; in fact, he said, it was a good sign.

A girl generally had to be quite relaxed and feel very confident and safe to cum that hard, he said, and despite how scary and strange this new life must be for her, the fact that she experienced such a strong climax during so pedestrian a procedure as her school enrollment process only boded well for her prospects as an eligible girl here, and meant she was likely to become a highly desirable candidate for men to choose to train if she worked hard, and stayed focused and willing to improve.

He'd turned the water back on, and was carefully rinsing the shampoo from between Abigail's legs, when with a crash the double doors at the other end of the locker room flew open, and the girls' soccer team, fresh from practice, poured through them in a reverberating chorus of giggles and screams and snatches of song, and began stripping out of their skimpy uniforms.

'Alright, ladies, that was a good practice. Hit the showers and then line up for inspection, and let's end the day on a high note! Let's go, let's go—we don't have all day—oh, hello Desilva. What's going on over here?' the booming, jovial voice of Coach Dave Kendrick rang out as his muscular frame and fiery red mustache followed the girls into the locker room.

Including the students who'd tried out for the team this morning, there were fourteen girls now peeling the minimal sports bras off their toned, athletic torsos and stepping out of the high-cut booty shorts in the school colors that comprised their team uniforms, and with shower heads already at premium, they had to buddy up under the streams.

They seemed not to mind, however, and giggled and wiggled and laughed as they used the close quarters to help each other soap and rinse, and doubtless to sneak secret, deliciously naughty touches and caresses to each other's girl bits as part of their team bonding under cover of the rising steam.

'Apologies, Coach; we're almost done here, so your girls can use this shower head,' Ryan said. 'Just finishing rinsing Miss Abigail, and I'll move her over to that bench to trim her pussy.'

'No worries, my man,' Dave said, making his way to join them as Ryan toweled Abigail briskly down between her legs, and ordered her to have a seat on the bench and spread her thighs for him. The big firefighter's eyes lit up as he approached.

'I say, that's not little Abigail Miller, is it?' he laughed in recognition. 'Good to see you again, young lady. I didn't know you'd be attending Stonewall.'

Abigail, mortified, turned pink and almost closed her legs in embarrassment, but stopped herself just in time, remembering to keep her vagina accessible for Mr. Desilva to groom her.

'Hello, Mr. Kendrick,' she gave a little doleful wave, 'yes sir, today is my first day.'

'You know her?' Ryan asked, surprised, combing his fingers thoughtfully through the soft, damp hair between Abigail's spread legs as he considered the best plan of attack to enhance the appearance of her external genitalia where it nestled, like a darkly blushing jewel, within her luxurious setting of fur.

Her freshly washed and conditioned pubic hair was now sweetly scented and invitingly bodied, and he relished the sensation of running his fingertips through her wild curls, kneading their healthy gloss like a purring cat.

As men are apt to do when they see other men working, Coach Dave knelt next to Ryan to supervise, and to offer his sagest advice on the project and his opinions on Ryan's technique, while he waited for the bevy of soapy soccer players to finish rinsing off and line up for his inspection.

'Yes, we met this weekend at a father-daughter party,' Dave replied. 'Such a sweet girl, very conscientious and well-behaved. She's totally new to training, but she was willing to let us do whatever we needed to her. She's definitely got a lot to learn, but she's quite a yummy little fuck even with her lack of experience.'

Abigail wanted to die; hearing Mr. Kendrick describe having sex with her like this in front of a man she had a fair crush on was incredibly embarrassing, and like nothing she'd ever experienced.

She remembered vividly how Mr. Kendrick had practically pounced on her at the end of the father-daughter party and held her down in order to roughly pound her from behind, spraying his massive load of cum all over her back and butt when he was finished using her.

'Her vagina is just fantastic.' He mimed a little chef's kiss to make his point, 'Have you tried her yet?'

Ryan shook his head.

'No, we just finished up her new student intake. I've got to clean this up here and get her a uniform, and then take her to Principal Darger's office.'

'Well, you'll be in for a treat when you do. You going to shave her clean?'

Ryan took Abigail's inner labia and pinched them together, tugging them gently to the left and the then to right to see how her hair bordered her entrance and the smooth, silky surfaces of her lips.

'No, Darger wants her just trimmed a bit and cleaned up around the edges; she's got an unusually lovely bush here, and I think he likes it.'

He picked up the clippers and turned them on.

'Miss Abigail, I'm going to trim your hair quite short around your entrance so it's nice and tidy, and so everything is easy to see and enjoy when a man takes a look at your vagina, and perhaps wants to lick or kiss you down there, alright?'

Abigail nodded, her vulva beginning to feel heavy and tender again as Mr. Desilva described how he was going to touch her there.

'Then I'm going to shave along the edges of your mound so the hairline is nice and sharp, and there won't be any stray hairs poking out from under your school panties. Then I'll have you turn around and bend over so I can shave you smooth and clean around your anus.'

While under normal circumstances shaving a beautiful young girl's cunny would be a fully absorbing task to which any man would happily devote his entire attention, Ryan found himself having to work harder to focus than he'd otherwise have expected due to the highly distracting presence of fourteen bouncy, giggling butts and pairs of young breasts finishing their showers a few feet away.

Coach Dave's copper-headed daughter, the leggy and statuesque Layla, was team captain and the eldest of the players, and as the girls toweled off and assembled shoulder-to-shoulder against the shower wall, she roved up and down the line, her pert, tanned butt flexing and bouncing with each stride, the prominent nipples of her sleek A-cup breasts set permanently to high-beam as she ensured the girls were in the correct order and properly groomed before her father inspected his troops.

Ryan's daughter, Shannon, had almost forgotten herself in her excitement at unexpectedly seeing her father in the locker room after trying out for the team, and had started to come over to give him a damp, naked hug; fortunately she caught herself—as did the watchful eye of Layla—and she quickly stood at attention, her lovely breasts alert and proud, and snuck Ryan a little thumbs-up and a nodding grin, which he guessed meant she had made the roster.



He was relieved to see that she had indeed perfectly sculpted her fresh landing strip this morning as mandated in the player's handbook, and was completely smooth and bare everywhere else on her perfect little pussy, which was required for all the girls on the team.

He knew he needn't have worried; she was very mature for her age despite being a couple years younger than most of the other girls, since she had already celebrated her Festival before the Desilvas moved from Texas last month.

When the Festival system was instituted over fifty years ago, states were granted broad leeway in how they celebrated the ritual deflowering of their female young and administered their subsequent sexual educations, as there was a broad range of deep, long-standing traditions and cultural beliefs in communities across the country regarding this sacred and necessary practice.

Texas and a few other states like Mississippi and Tennessee had carried over a number of their customs from long before the inception of the Festival, and had been natural leaders in the transitional period; the region already held revered and intricate traditions of teaching their daughters to publicly embrace and cultivate their own sexual desirability from a young age through pursuits such as pageants, homecoming dances and proms, cheer, and gymnastics.

Their girls had long been raised in a patriarchal culture that had its recent roots deep in farm dirt, and so they tended to exhibit an endearingly frank understanding of their own place in the circle of life.

When a girl falls in love with the beautiful heifers and fillies that she helps raise and then, wide-eyed, watches them fulfill their purpose for the frightening power of their respective bulls and stallions, it doesn't require much imagination to see her own destiny prefigured in some way in that of her four-legged friends.

Additionally, girls in the south and other rural states were generally raised with a strong tradition of etiquette instruction and clear, non-negotiable standards for a girl's behavior and her responsibilities to men.

For these reasons southern girls were prized for being known as exceptionally skilled and pleasant to train, as they were typically both extremely beautiful and sweetly compliant, with a charming demeanor and a generous spirit that was eager to please eligible trainers, and a deeply-seated, almost genetic predisposition to loving semen.

As part of this tradition several of these states chose to structure their Festival laws around their own long-standing legislative precedents, and so girls there celebrated their Festivals a few years earlier than the girls in Stonewall.

Experienced girl handlers from other parts of the country often cultivated an appreciation for training southern girls, and it was a popular pastime to spend a few days in states like these and apply for a guest trainer's permit, which would allow an eligible man who possessed certain qualifications from out of state to train up to three local girls over the course of a forty-eight-hour period.

Shannon seemed more mature than she was because she had already celebrated her Festival, while few of her new classmates yet had. She naturally tended to hang out with the older girls with whom she shared the intimate knowledge of what it meant to fulfill their purpose for a man, and Ryan had full faith in her ability to hold her own on the soccer field.

She wasn't considered fully eligible herself, of course, since girls here celebrated their Festivals later, so she wasn't subject to the same types of training many of her friends were, but since she'd been deflowered it was essential that she receive regular penetrative stimulus to ensure she continued developing healthily until the rest of her cohort had celebrated their Festival, and she could be released along with them to the general public here.

Fathers of girls in this kind of position could choose either to have their daughters undergo weekly advanced female relaxation treatments at a nearby clinic, or, if preferable, they could submit their girls to the care of their church leadership. The Desilvas attended church regularly, so when they'd moved Ryan had selected the latter option.

Now on Sunday mornings, instead of Sunday school, a few of the elders and deacons would take Shannon and a couple other girls in similar situations aside during the service, and would teach them basic sexual techniques in the church offices, ensuring that their young vaginas stayed limber and receptive while their families sang and listened to the sermon in the sanctuary.

While the rest of the congregation partook of communion, the elders would bless the wide-eyed, obedient young girls' tongues with their own creamy, pungent sacrament, encouraging them to swallow it down and receive into their bodies this sign of the elders' benediction.

After the service, when the girls' fathers picked them up to take them home, the elders would relate what they had worked on that morning, and make any recommendations they had for homework for the men's daughters during the coming week.

Ryan was also pleasantly surprised to see, carefully soaping her impressive breasts, the delightfully full-bodied, exquisitely-curved blonde Selena Stevenson, whom he'd had the pleasure of using as a delectable naked teaching aid in a particularly engaging social studies class a couple weeks ago.

He'd selected her to volunteer in front of the class because she'd been caught whispering to her sister that she thought he was kind of cute, and it had seemed an appropriate punishment for the lack of respect she'd displayed by talking in class.

She noticed him now as well as he shaved Abigail's pussy, and she suddenly blushed deeply, forgetting her manners as he smiled at her, and crossing her leg demurely in front of her sudsy vagina in a moment of girlish embarrassment, as she recalled how he'd used her to demonstrate for the class how the judges at the Festival would inspect and grade her and her classmates when their time came.

She was the team's keeper; her thick, powerful haunches and strong upper body were perfect for her role, and she was beautiful now as her perfect skin and her heavy breasts glistened with droplets from her shower, her juicy mons complimented perfectly by her thick golden landing strip above her simple, innocent slit that ran most of the length of her mound.

Ryan had spread her open during his demonstration for the class, so he knew that those thick, perfectly sealed outer lips hid within them a delicate set of inner labia and a discrete, untouched opening, which they kept safely hidden and constantly glistening with her limpid moisture in their warm darkness, and he truly could not wait for her to celebrate her Festival so he could dive properly into that treasure.

Layla announced to her father that the team had finished their showers and was ready for inspection, and took her place at the head of the line of freshly-showered naked girls; and Coach Dave rose from where he was holding Abigail's butt cheeks apart so Ryan could shave around her anus and perineum, giving her an affectionate farewell pat on her bare bottom.

'Good to see you again, Miss Abigail; I'm sure I'll want to take you aside for a few lessons later this week,' he said. 'Mr. Desilva is a good trainer—make sure you listen to him and do your best for him if he decides to enjoy your lovely little body, alright?

His hands behind his back and his muscular chest puffed comically out, he strode like Patton from one of his girls to the next, arching his bushy brow skeptically and stroking his fiery mustache as he checked that each naked young soccer player demonstrated the discipline and attention to detail of a champion that he demanded.

Looking them up and down, he ensured that their nipples were attractively erect and stiff; tested them with the occasional question about the history of the team, the rules of soccer, or the player code of conduct; and crouched to verify with a touch, a sniff, and sometimes even a little taste, that they were properly groomed to his high standards (a single landing strip with perfectly straight and square edges, no wider than an inch and a half, terminating precisely at the end of their slit or the base of their clitoris, whichever was applicable to their particular vaginas, and exhibiting perfect smoothness everywhere else about their genitals, and cleanly shaven underarms), and that they possessed a clean, fresh, girlish scent at every point of their exquisite bodies.

Ryan had Abigail stand up and face him so he could make a final check of his work, and was happy to find that she seemed to quite like it; she couldn't stop running her fingers over the broad, lushly sculpted delta of groomed fur and the clean demarcation between her muff and the exquisite smoothness of the freshly showered and shaved skin surrounding her privates. She looked at him with delight.

'Oh, Mr. Desilva, this is so fun! I think love this—it feels so good and I think it looks super cute and sexy! Thank you so much, sir—oh my gosh, do you like it?'

She couldn't believe she'd asked that, and wished she could swallow her words, but she needn't have worried. Mr. Desilva grinned happily and gave her a pussy a gentle pat.

'I really truly do, Miss Abigail,' he said. 'I think you have just the cutest vagina, and it's even cuter now that we can see it a little better. Now how about we go get you a new uniform?'

Together they made their way back across the sunny grounds of the high school, and then up several flights of stairs and down a few labyrinthine corridors into the far reaches of the old east wing of the school building, where the storeroom was located under the gables high on the top floor.

This time Abigail walked with a bit more spring in her step and a smile on her face, far more comfortable with her nudity than before, and secretly half-hoping that her passing classmates appreciated her cute new haircut.

Behind the heavy oak door at the top of a creaking staircase was a cavernous room with rows of tall shelves containing everything a normal school might need, like paper and pens and glue, and projectors and microscopes, and cleaning supplies and spare spanking paddles and a couple of old pillories, as well as several racks of skirts and blouses on hangers, and bins of underthings arranged by size; in the corner, illuminated by the hoary sunbeams filtering from a stately stained glass window set high beneath the vaulted ceiling, a full-length dressing mirror stood covered in dust and cobwebs.

Ryan hunted about until he found a stack of Stonewall Academy student handbooks and gave one to Abigail, then cleared the cobwebs and dust from the mirror and instructed her to wait there while he gathered her uniform together, using the measurements he'd taken of her body as a guide.

High up in the abandoned storeroom, the heavy timber walls and the twinkling atoms of dust shimmering slowly through the venerable light made even the cool air feel cozy, and the vibrant laughter and chatter of students rose to the east wing only in faintly distant ghostly echoes.

Abigail began to flip through the handbook, but her attention was quickly diverted by her reflection in the mirror, and she studied her new bush carefully, admiring its striking, tantalizing contrast to her luminous skin, and hesitantly attempting a few poses she imagined to be alluring, wondering to herself whether Mr. Desilva liked her kind of body enough to want to...'train' her...as they called it here.

Ryan emerged from the shelves with his arms full of clothing and was stopped in his tracks by the beauty of the naked young girl, her curves caressed by the bejeweled rays of stained glass and by the long, burnished tresses cascading down her bare back as she twisted and arched before the mirror, unaware of his presence and absorbed in the innocent contemplation of her own quiet, ethereal grace.

He could have watched her for hours—days, even—but Principal Darger was waiting to inspect her, so he regretfully cleared his throat with a discreet cough and stepped from the cover of the shelves.

Abigail, flustered, sprang stiffly to attention for a comical instant before changing course and trying to pretend she was deeply engrossed in her student handbook, and had been the whole time.

'...and I think these should fit just right,' Ryan said, as if he had been in mid-conversation and had seen nothing, 'Why don't you turn to chapter two, on the dress code, and read me the first paragraph, and we can go over each part of your uniform together?'

Abigail complied, and as Ryan handed her a pair of plain white panties, her clear, soft voice filled the quiet space.

'In keeping with the usual custom that girls should wear the minimum amount of clothing necessary for any given situation, and that whatever they wear should serve to showcase the assets of their young bodies, rather than conceal them, the Stonewall Academy has clear guidelines of dress, grooming, and general appearance meant to help in the acculturation of young girls in preparation for the Festival.'

Ryan knelt in front of her as she read, and helped her step carefully into the panties, which he then drew slowly up her creamy thighs.

Abigail was a little shaken; as aroused as she'd gotten while undressing for Mr. Desilva this morning, she understood, at least in theory, why that might happen. She was utterly unprepared for the vehemence of the warm tingly flush that filled her tummy once again as he now pulled the silky sheer fabric across her hips and enclosed her vagina in her new underwear; how on earth was she being made so wet by putting ON clothing?

Ryan, hearing her pause, looked up to see her shimmering eyes wide with unspoken question, her lips parted and her breath suddenly halting. He smiled.

'Please, continue, Miss Abigail.'

Her voice catching just a little in the back of her throat with the force of her wildering and unspoken want for her teacher, Abigail found her place in the handbook.

'Panties...ahem...I'm sorry, sir...panties must be worn daily. They shall be clean at all times and are subject to spot checks by teaching staff at their discretion. Panties found to be in violation of any rules set forth herein may be removed by the inspecting faculty member and confiscated until the end of the school day, and the schoolgirl in question will continue her classes without panties.

'Panties shall be constructed only from white, unpatterned fabric of a sheerness sufficient that most details of the student's vulva (including, but not limited to, inner or outer labia, clitoral hood and clitoris, and pubic hair) can be easily ascertained by a casual observer, and shall be either bikini briefs or boy-shorts.'

Abigail gasped as Mr. Desilva's hands carefully fitted her new panties to her body, tugging them up tightly and ensuring her gusset conformed perfectly to her cunny, even gently pressing the insubstantial fabric into the long depression of her slit, so that every contour of her juicy vulva was discernible in relief in addition to being clearly visible beneath the nearly transparent fabric.

'Miss Abigail, your vulva looks utterly delightful in these. When you wear them, make sure to pull them up high just like this, understood?'

Mr. Desilva directed her attention to the mirror to make sure she understood how her panties were meant to be worn, and she blushed again as she beheld the striking image of an uncertain young girl's naked body glowing in the sepia light and covered only in merest principle by a diaphanous scrap of fabric, beside the kneeling figure of her dark-haired teacher as he dutifully prepared her to be the excellent and desirable student she was meant to be.

Ryan rose and handed her a white bra. Abigail was confused as she tried to put it on, and thought first that she somehow had it backwards or upside down; then perhaps that it was torn, or that Mr. Desilva had accidentally selected a size many times too small for her; and she looked at him quizzically.

He chuckled; she'd evidently never seen a half-cup balconette, and he helped her put it on properly, her nipples poking out into the room over the tops of the absurdly small cups, and she laughed in disbelief that this was part of her official school uniform.

Ryan simply gestured to the handbook between her fingers, and played lightly with her nipples while she read aloud, the growing astonishment in her voice competing with the growing arousal in her loins as Mr. Desilva illustrated the lessons of the passage with gentle caresses of his warm hands on her own little pink nubs.

'Stonewall Academy places great importance on the engagement and energy of its student body, and there is little clearer a sign of a good schoolgirl's attentive and alert attitude than clearly erect and pert nipples.

'In addition, studies have shown that while engaged in the often arduous and thankless job of pedagogy, faculty morale is incalculably raised by the regular sight throughout the school day of the excited and invitingly erect nipples of the schoolgirls under their tutelage, resulting in more stimulating and imaginative lessons for those girls.

'Therefore, half-cup shelf bras shall be worn while on campus, which provide some support while ensuring the student's nipples are in direct contact with her blouse, the combination of the constant stimulation of the light cloth and the freely-circulating air having been designed to keep her nipples erect and visible through her blouse for most of the day.

'Erect nipples are considered important enough, however, that they are not to be left to the vagaries of atmospheric chance; if climate and clothing conditions prove to be insufficient to generate the desired effect, the student is expected to take the initiative and do whatever is necessary to keep her nipples in a firm and alert state.

'As with her panties, a student's bra and the state of her nipples are also subject to inspection without notice; confiscation of the undergarment may result if any breaches in regulations are determined, and the student will continue her day without a bra.'

Ryan stepped aside so Abigail could see herself in the mirror again, and she marveled at how her nipples and her large areolas were perched happily above her bra, her lovely luminescent skin refracting the sunlight until her nipples seemed almost to glow. She looked so...beautiful...she thought.

She read that she would also be required to forfeit her skirt and blouse if they did not meet standards, and the handbook contained a strongly worded warning that she could in theory be forced, if she were to to be a truly worst-case student and fail every part of a uniform inspection, to wind up spending the entire day, and attend every class, completely naked.

For some reason—she couldn't quite put her finger on why—this occurred to her as rather less of a surprise now than if she had read it this morning, or perhaps last week when she'd enrolled in the administration office with her father.

Because a significant purpose of their education was to introduce them to the concept of public access to their sex and normalize it, a big first step was getting young girls accustomed to having their private parts available for the visual enjoyment of others, and so they were discouraged from attempting to avoid momentary, incidental exposures of the sort that might be caused by a frisky gust of wind or the act of bending over to retrieve something from the ground. These became simply part of life and not a cause of alarm or shame.

Of course, a student undergoing punishment for violating part or all of the uniform regulations was offering more than just a glimpse of her fun bits—and regardless of how many pieces of clothing she may have had confiscated, she was expected to conduct herself normally for the rest of the day.



A key marker of a girl's good breeding and training was that she should be able to act, move, and interact with other people with precisely the same carefree, girlish grace no matter how much clothing she was wearing, and even a completely naked schoolgirl should change nothing in her normal behavior as she went about her business.

A girl's simple pleated navy blue mini skirt must extend no further than four inches below the bottom of her vulva when viewed from the front; as Ryan helped her into hers, he pointed out the forest green strip that circled the hem, unlike the plain blue of most of the girls at Stonewall Academy, signifying that she was an eligible student, and available training by any of the teachers at their discretion.

Her white blouse was a quite fine and silky cotton which was of nearly the same sheerness as her panties, but it was elegantly fitted and very flattering.

The highest button was only just below her substantial cleavage created by her bra, and her nipples and areolas barely managed to nestle behind the edges of her open décolletage as it tried desperately to keep her decent in a coy game of hide and seek; it was all for nought, of course, as the gauzy, draping fabric did little to hide the details of her nipples' lovely blushing coloring; and did nothing at all to mask their aching, charming stiffness.

As she looked at herself in her new uniform, Abigail's feelings were understandably mixed; she honestly thought she'd never looked so cute, and she understood the rationale behind every important detail of her clothing now; but she was still a simple girl from a small town in rural Ontario, and a big part of her wasn't sure she could dress like this everyday, and share her body so freely.

Ryan saw the hesitance in her face, and took her by the shoulders and sought her uncertain eyes, and then tipped her chin up to meet his gaze.

'Miss Abigail, you look ravishing,' he said, his fingers moving to trace the irresistible points of her nipples over her blouse, and causing her to melt a bit more as she felt his approval in his touch. 'You're so adorable and delicious—I've seen every part of your body, and I can honestly say that the Stonewall Academy uniform suits you perfectly. You're a little vision. Let's go show you to Principal Darger.'

Principal Henry Darger was something of a living legend, and a respected member of the community. An early advocate and influential voice in the creation and institution of the Festival, he'd sealed his place in history during the contentious early debates about the safety and practicality of legally classifying young girls as community property when, to prove his own commitment and belief in the ideals he promoted, he offered his own three daughters for the men of the town to enjoy exactly as they would be able to under Darger's proposed Festival system, with no other strings attached, for one month.

It is difficult now to imagine how extraordinary a situation this was in the relatively puritanical and philistinic mid-twenty-first century; while there had always been whisperings of fantasies of a world in which every man could sleep with the daughters of his friends and neighbors at his discretion and leisure, no one had yet been committed enough to take the obvious first step—offering up his own daughters for his friends' and neighbors' pleasure—and Darger's brilliant, bold move changed everything.

After a month of enjoying themselves with his three young girls in every way imaginable, the town's eligible men had to admit the experiment was a huge success, as they couldn't help but see the light after getting to experience the delights that were possible when they could simply choose a beautiful girl to have sex with whenever and wherever they pleased.

It was patently clear, even after this small-scale trial run, that making such a broad sexual education a universal part of every girl's upbringing could only bring about an invigorating, edifying future for all involved, and that offering up their own daughters for the enjoyment of their neighbors was a reasonable price to pay for a lifetime of exploring the unlimited pleasures of every other young girl's body they fancied, and they instituted the Festival immediately and with a unanimous vote.

A lifelong scholar with a passion for knowledge, Darger had devoted his life to the study of young girls, and had written several respected books on their psychology, anatomy, behavior, and training.

He wanted nothing better than for them to feel safe and adored, and to embrace the essential nature of their girlhood, which was free and naked and pleasurable for them, as well as for anyone who happened to be near enough to see them or to help them fulfill their ultimate purpose as a girl by coupling with their desirable young bodies; as the long-time principal of Stonewall Academy, he'd set the standard for preparing girls for their sexual responsibilities.

Now he rose to greet them from behind his heavy oak desk, his hand extended to Ryan and his eyes twinkling with delight as he beheld Abigail's newly-dressed figure.

'Goodness, Miss Abigail, you look lovely in our school uniform—almost as lovely as you did in the outfit you were wearing when I met you for the first time while on my morning walk about campus earlier today.'

Abigail had never been to a principal's office except for one time when she got in trouble in fifth grade, and though she sensed he was joking, she glanced around a little nervously at the large couch across from Principal Darger's desk, the overflowing bookshelf and piles of books and papers on the floor, and the commemorative photos from years past, some in black and white, of nude Stonewall Academy schoolgirls on stage, with the smiling men who'd just deflowered them, celebrating winning first place awards at their Festivals.

She thanked him and reached politely for a handshake, and Principal Darger chuckled kindly.

'I've had a chance to review your file, and I'm familiar with your unusual situation. I understand how strange this new life may feel for you now, but I promise we are all here to help you feel more comfortable and confident as you learn to embrace your duties here as an eligible girl.

'Now, I know you have not had any formal etiquette lessons yet, and we'll remedy that immediately; however, you should know that a girl never shakes a man's hand.

'As a young girl, your entire body is its own greeting, and a welcome one at that; it's proper for you to greet a man by looking him in the eye with your hands politely clasped behind your back, offering him your breasts with precisely the same well-mannered confidence with which you just extended your lovely hand. Let's try that again, shall we?'

Abigail nodded and apologized, and did as she was instructed, repeating her 'thank you' and standing straight and tall as she could and pressing her breasts toward him.

Principal Darger smiled and said it was good to meet her, and gently played with the full undersides of her bosoms over her blouse, finishing his greeting with a friendly little tug on her sensitive nipples through the thin fabric as Mr. Desilva watched.

'Now, if he finds you to be especially charming, a man might finish his greeting by slipping his hand beneath your skirt and saying a little hello to your cunny over your panties, like this...'

Abigail gasped and her knees threatened to buckle as the principal's fingers unexpectedly made contact with her sheer panties and gently squeezed her mound, but she stood stock still, her fingers twisting tight behind her back, and committed herself resolutely to mastering the challenging social protocols expected of an eligible girl in her new home.

'...or, if he prefers, he may take you by the arm like so and turn you to face away from him. If this happens, remember that it's good manners to bend just a little from the waist—straight legs, dear girl, there you go—and pop your bottom out so he can appreciate it properly for a moment by flipping your skirt up onto your back like this, and admiring the the lovely curves of your bottom with a couple happy handfuls like I'm doing now, or gentle pats to test your firmness and bounce, before you both continue on with whatever purpose has brought you together.

'Remember, every time an eligible man meets you, he is determining whether he feels you are a good fit for him to invest valuable time and energy training you and enjoying your body, so a polite girl knows that her greeting should make it simple and pleasant for him to make that important decision.'

He glanced at Ryan, running his fingers up the shapely backs of her thighs.

'Goodness, such a cute pair of legs on her. And very well-behaved already. I'm confident she'll do quite well here.'

Ryan nodded.

'Yes sir. She's been a delight all day. Obviously a little shy and uncertain, and understandably so, but obedient and trusting, and in my experience that's all you need to build on. I think she has the potential to be a really capital girl.'

Abigail blushed with pride to hear Mr. Desilva express such confidence in her, and his appreciation for her efforts to be a good girl.

'Well, Miss Abigail, I think I should sign your final enrollment papers and send you on your way to class, does that sound good?'

'Yes, Principal Darger, sir, I would like that quite a lot, please.'

'Excellent. In that case, I'll perform your first official uniform inspection now to ensure that all is in order; and according to Dr. Andrew's note here, he didn't have time to do a proper depth check on you before he left, so we'll take care of that as well, and then you'll be a fully-fledged Stonewall Academy girl.'

He stood her in front of him as he took a seat on the broad leather couch, and went briskly through the basic checkpoints of the uniform regulations.

'Blouse looks good—open from the throat to the bottom of your cleavage, which is quite impressive, by the way—nipples clearly erect and visible through the fabric, so good job there.

'Skirt is the correct color, and has the green stripe to let the teaching staff easily ascertain that you are eligible for full training sessions; and I can see a little of your adorable butt cheeks just below the hemline here, which is how it should be.'

He produced a slim, four-inch block of wood, which he gently slid up between Abigail's inner thighs until it contacted the gusset of her panties.

'The actual standard, of course, is that some of this little block—which the teachers all carry with them to facilitate their spot checks—should extend below your hemline, and this one clearly does, so that means your skirt is in order as well.'

Abigail sighed with relief; she'd figured that Mr. Desilva knew what he was doing, but it was good to know she was properly dressed now, and not in violation of any important rules.

'Open your blouse for me, please, Miss Abigail, and show me your bra.'

Even though she knew she'd be showing Principal Darger not only her bra, but of course her exposed nipples as well, Abigail quickly unbuttoned her blouse and opened it so he could easily inspect her.

'Very good; white open-cup bra, nipples and areolas fully visible—and quite lovely nipples as well, I must say. Beautiful coloring on this girl, especially with those exquisite blue eyes,' Darger commented, rolling her nipples between his finger and thumb to make them flush a slightly darker shade of pink.

Satisfied with his work, he gestured to her skirt.

'Now please raise the front of your skirt for me, Miss Abigail, and hold it up nice and high—yes, just like so, and keep it there like a good girl—so I can properly inspect your panties and your grooming between your legs.'

Principal Darger had not given her permission to re-button her blouse, and Abigail, knowing the men enjoyed seeing her naked body and understanding more and more that her responsibility as a young girl was to always assist in providing that enjoyment, did not try to, nor even asked; but simply stood quietly, her blouse fallen open and her pink nipples out in the cool air of the office for anyone to see, raising her skirt high to show the men her underwear and her pussy.

She knew he would almost certainly pull down her panties when he'd done inspecting them in order to view her vagina, but she was prepared, and she knew she would let him without protestation—and in fact, she realized to her growing wonder that she was looking forward to it.

The father-daughter party had been unbelievably strange, scary, and honestly kind of gross for her. She had never in her short life imagined she'd spend an afternoon being passed around between four fathers for their enjoyment, and by the end of it, sore and embarrassed and exhausted from her orgasms and covered in cum, she was a bit shaken and overwhelmed.

She was astonished, however, to find that the raw experience of being used over and over as a source of delight and pleasure, until the other fathers had fully expended their most primal evolutionary urges in, and on, her tender body, had awakened something ancient and wondrous and terrifying in her.

She had never thought that much about sex in her young life, to be honest, except as it related to her fumbling romance with her boyfriend and her ill-fated, youthful dreams of spending the rest of her life with him; suddenly, since Saturday, she couldn't stop the overwhelming urges that swept her body and mind almost constantly: in spite of, or perhaps BECAUSE of, that frightening, mind-bending afternoon, she wanted to do it again. And again. And yet again.

She wasn't sure what this meant, but the events of today only further confirmed her feelings. Despite her natural reservations this morning as she was subjected to becoming completely at the disposal of two men she'd never met, her body had betrayed her morals; and her young mind, in thrall to her newly unleashed libido and her biological mandate, followed obediently behind.

She'd been introduced to her proper place in the natural order of things, and now she craved the touch and the adoration and the brute physical desire she knew the men had for her and were so clearly holding in check, withholding their sex from her until they'd decided she was worth penetrating and emptying their seed into her.

Now all she wanted was to prove she was a good enough girl for them to train, and she hoped that her freshly groomed cunny, of which she was justifiably quite proud, would help decide the issue.

As Principle Darger leaned closer to inspect her panties, he again noted her impressive acquiescence to Mr. Desilva, who nodded knowingly.

...And I see a pair of perfectly-fitted panties here, with excellent conformity to the shape of your vulva, and even a lovely, long indentation of your slit,' he said, tracing the clearly formed contours of her outer lips, and gently squeezing the delectably soft and ripe handful of the swollen girl flesh between her legs through the thin fabric, feeling her rising warmth and causing Abigail to suddenly purr with need. 'Good girl. Let's take a look at what's underneath here...'

He tugged her panties down, instructing her to spread her stance a bit so that her insubstantial undies stayed at her knees instead of falling to the floor; additionally, it made it easier for him to inspect her all the way back between her legs. Suddenly beside himself, he clapped his hands softly in delight.

'Mr. Desilva, I salute you—very nice job on this tasty little treat. Very classic style; truly a lovely bush to start with, and now it's presented simply beautifully.'

He ran his fingers hungrily through her soft hair, glorying in the caress of her rich curls.

'I must say, I just love this...perfect, lush length up top here; and then nice and short, but still so lovely and thick, as it transitions back between her legs toward her opening...Miss Abigail, I must say you have one of the most beautiful vaginas I have seen arrive on this campus in the last couple years—oh, dear, what's all this?'

Abigail shuddered involuntarily as he withdrew his hand, which glistened in the afternoon light under a thick coating of her sweet, clear girl cum so copious that a long, syrupy strand followed his fingers like a crystalline bridge leading the way back to a secret place of unimaginable pleasure.

Ryan nodded.

'Yes sir, she's been completely soaked all day, no matter how much we clean her, or what we're doing to her. She's cum at least once—and it was quite a show—and I think, given the sheltered and deprived manner in which she was raised, her body is extremely hungry for copulation at nearly all times now, especially when being handled. Like I said, I think she has potential to be a really high-quality trainee.'

'Indeed, Mr. Desilva, I'm inclined to agree with your hypothesis—and most perceptive it is, as well. You seem to have a good head on your shoulders for the work of handling girls; perhaps you and I should share a drink and a couple of cute young things together some time; it's always a pleasure to meet another thoughtful connoisseur of the young female body.'

Ryan eagerly agreed.

'Anytime, sir. But if I'm to be honest, most of what I know I learned from studying your books, so I'm not sure I'd have that much to contribute. I've been a fan for years; your text on using semen as a reward in positive reinforcement training with first-year trainees was, well, brilliant. Changed my whole approach.'

Principal Darger graciously said he was flattered, and thanked Ryan, returning his fingers to Abigail's drenched vagina.

She uttered a low, inarticulate cry as he split her inner lips apart just below her clitoris, and swirled the tip of his middle finger agonizingly closer to her pouting entrance in an infuriatingly deliberate torment.

Reaching his other hand with a slow, calming movement, he gently tucked a wavy tress of her mahogany mane behind her ear, his fingers following her jawline and gently grasping her chin so he could properly admire the shimmering depths of her cobalt eyes while he played with her beautiful, inexperienced vagina; normally soulful and demure, her gaze had begun to glitter now with the consuming fire of her body's unfulfilled need.

'It's been a blessing for this to be my life's work,' he said modestly, murmuring a soft encouragement to Abigail to assure her she was being a very good girl, and that she needed to continue to be patient and help him by holding her skirt up nice and high so he could keep inspecting her. 'I have simply never found any pursuit more magical than observing and guiding these exquisite young creatures as they grow into the fullness of their sex.'

He gestured, with the hushed delight of a naturalist observing a rare and sacred animal at ease in its native habitat after decades of single-minded searching, to the tender, trembling, half-naked girl in front of him as he at long last pressed the just the very tip of his finger past the hidden gate to her cascading interior.

A guttural purr ripped Abigail's alabaster throat, and her head tossed back involuntarily in the violence of a long-delayed pleasure for which she was far too starved to feel any shame any longer in the sheer unspeakable dirtiness of her present situation, and her flashing eyes begged the men to use her to fulfill her most fundamental purpose for existence, to use her until nothing was left of her, to use her until they had had their fill of her body and cast her aside, exhausted and overflowing with their sperm and unable to escape any designs they could conjure for her.

'Truly there can be nothing more wondrous than this sight, I'm sure you'd agree, Mr. Desilva,' Principal Darger said quietly, a blissful smile on his face as he watched the young girl become subsumed, swept powerlessly away from her futile years of civilizing domestication and all inane concepts of modesty or decency by the thunderous waves of her ancient and irresistible hunger.



He called out to her, his voice reaching from a distant shore.

'Miss Abigail, do you like sex?'

She felt as if she was in a perpetual free fall; her tummy wouldn't stop tumbling deliciously and her head spun and her breath came in gasps, but she tried to focus on Principal Darger's question and answer somewhat articulately.

'I do, sir...I do...I...I need it. Please, I need it...'

'Have you had very much of it, at your age?'

'No sir, not very much...mostly...mostly just the other day...but that was actually kind of a lot...'

Darger asked her what she meant, and she explained as best she could in her compromised state about the father-daughter party; he was quite interested in this, and asked a number of probing questions concerning the details of what she had experienced, and what the men did to her, while his fingers continued slowly, torturously exploring her vagina to monitor her increasing arousal.

He was pleased to observe that she became ever more of a mess between her legs as she recalled the ways her body had been enjoyed by the four men, and she almost had an orgasm as she described witnessing her own father have sex with the other girls, then surrender her, his own loving daughter, to the unyielding customs of their new home and watch in stern, silent approval as Mr. Stevenson fucked her very hard and ejaculated inside her as punishment for a moment of inadvertent impertinence.

Principal Darger nodded and said was pleased with everything she shared, as well as with the conscientious, obedient manner in which she worked to relate her story despite the obviously overwhelming emotional and sexual state into which it was further driving her.

'Good job, dear girl. I think you are going to do so well here with us in your new home. All of these strange and crazy-sounding feelings and desires you're having now are completely normal, and perfectly healthy, and that is why we've worked so hard to build a society that nurtures those needs and impulses you're discovering since your party. You said you didn't used to think about sex overmuch, but you have had sexual urges for quite some time, and now they just seem far stronger and more concrete, is that true?'

Abigail nodded. Like all girls, she'd long had strange flashes of desire that seemed incongruous or even distasteful in addition to her more 'normal' fantasies, even from a young age.

One Christmas, she'd leapt up to hug her uncle, and had been suddenly flooded with a vivid, utterly unexpected heat and desire for him to flip her around and stick his penis inside her that was only matched in intensity by the flood of confusion and shame that immediately accompanied the wild, groundless vision, and she'd had to run to her room to clean herself between her legs, cumming in a shame-filled little orgasm as she did, and unable to look her poor, puzzled uncle in the eye for the rest of the holiday.

Another time, while grocery shopping with her mother, she saw an older, perhaps not very attractive man, and had a visceral vision of her mother giving her to him, and of struggling to take his knobbly old cock into her throat as he held her head tightly until he came in her mouth right there by the stacks of oranges and peaches, in front of everyone in the store; and despite the horror of the idea, she'd found herself suddenly and inexplicably soaking through her panties in befuddled arousal as he watched her walk by, holding her mother's hand.

'Why is it that you almost never acted on those urges, Miss Abigail?'

She bit her bottom lip pensively for a moment, first considering the true reason, then debating how truthful to be in her answer; ultimately, she knew a frank honesty was her only option, and she plunged forward into the breach, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the hem of her skirt to her tummy.

'I...I didn't want to be thought a...thought a...a slut, sir.'

To her surprise, this admission was met by twin gasps of horror and disbelief from Principal Darger and Mr. Desilva.

'Dear girl, that is so sad to hear,' Principal Darger said, genuine sorrow in his voice. 'You could never be any such thing, and no one will ever use such a horrible word to describe you here; I'm so glad your father chose to move you and your family to our little town.

'Everything you're feeling and wanting is completely lovely and good and natural. Your life of training that you will undergo now that you live here is designed to help you to embrace and celebrate those urges, because they exist as part of your most important and fundamental purpose as a young girl.

'When you are being trained by an eligible man, I want you to imagine you're a girl in early human history—barely more than a lithe, furry, vibrant little primate exploring the mysterious forests and the sun-drenched plains, foraging for all manner of exotic and delicious fruits and berries, and always following her instincts and her sharp nose for pleasure.

'This girl does what is interesting to her, or what feels good to her, or what makes her happy, with no consideration of shame or embarrassment or fear; she is naturally extremely brave and inquisitive, and knows that every adult male wants dearly to mate with her, and she with them.

'If you imagine being this ancient and innocent girl, and let your deepest, simplest instincts be your guide, I promise you'll do no wrong here, and your training will be exciting and stimulating, and will enrich every part of your life.'

Abigail's eyes fairly welled as she listened to the headmaster's words, and she was filled with a desire greater and clearer than anything she'd ever felt. Principal Darger smiled at her kindly, and spoke softly.

'If you listen carefully to what your body is telling you, what would you like to do...right at this moment, Miss Abigail?'

She glanced from him to Mr. Desilva, then back again, a wild hope filling her breast, a rosy glow filling her cheeks, and a fresh flush of moisture filling her cunny.

'I can do...anything I want, Principal Darger?'

'Anything your body is telling you it wants to do, young lady.'

Slowly, as if in a dream, as if underwater, her eyes locked on Mr. Desilva's dashing figure where he leaned comfortably against Principal Darger's heavy oaken desk, his spotless white rolled-up shirtsleeves filled with his densely muscled arms as he crossed them in front of himself and a patient, enchanted twinkle behind his mustache and sexy glasses, Abigail pulled her panties the rest of the way down and stepped free of them, unzipping her skirt as well and letting it fall to the floor about her ankles.

Clad only in her unbuttoned blouse and her scanty bra, her pert, pink nipples pointing the way through the cool air of the office, she walked to him while Principal Darger, a pleased smile on his face as he helped yet another young girl step into her purpose with joy and willingness, watched her full, creamy round buttocks swing deliciously beneath the tail of her whispering blouse as she passed through the golden late afternoon sunbeams streaming through the window.

She had started full of a burst of confidence and purpose, but as she drew closer to the object of her day's every desire, the sheer boldness of what she was doing began to dawn on her, and she slowed up a little as she came near, the scent of his aftershave filling her nostrils with a heady musk and causing the hairs on the back of her neck and the nape of her pussy to tingle in an instinctive thrill of danger and transgressive delight.

Ryan was riveted; he'd fallen quite hard for the sweet girl as he'd shepherded her through the full day of strange and intimate activities, and the fact that the wary, gentle little creature was coming to him now, of her own accord, to offer herself to him in some way, was a deeply touching sign of the trust he'd sought to build with her.

His cock began to fill his trousers, his erection swelling and bulging as it hung, caught pointing downward in the leg of his slacks, as Abigail paused, her eyes filled with his trim form, and knelt in front of him.

Slowly, tentatively, her heart in her throat and beating like a drum, she reached out her delicate hand and traced the rapidly thickening lines of his penis through his fine gray trousers.

Ryan lurched inwardly at her touch, his desire for her becoming almost too much to bear, but he controlled himself in order to allow her to play out her fantasy at her own pace as part of the lesson she was receiving from Principal Darger, and with a deep, shuddering breath he uncrossed his arms and leaned back with his hands on the desk, opening his posture and proffering himself more explicitly to her explorations.

Abigail was entranced by the feel and sight of his partial erection beneath the silky Italian wool; his firm, girthy meatiness led down to a clearly visible head that sprang to relief under the draping fabric, and she brought both her hands to bear, becoming more and more aroused and cooing softly under her breath as she sweetly caressed and gently squeezed him, fascinated by the tantalizing promises of pleasure that even just the hint of this penis whispered so irresistibly to her.

She knew what she wanted now, but still unsure how literally Principal Darger had been speaking when he'd encouraged her to follow her instincts, she looked up at Mr. Desilva with question in her eyes, then to Principal Darger, and back again.

Both men nodded reassuringly, and Mr. Desilva held her cheek lightly in his big hand, drawing his thumb gently along the line of her temple and back over her ear, and smiled as Principal Darger confirmed his previous encouragement.

'Yes, Miss Abigail. Anything.'

This was a whole new world for the beautiful young girl from the provinces, and with an overwhelming sense of delight, she found herself unzipping Mr. Desilva's—yes, she said to herself disbelievingly, actually unzipping the actual Mr. Desilva's—trousers, exposing his toned stomach and the tactile sprinkling of peppery fuzz that led further down with every centimeter of zipper until she reached his well-groomed pubic hair, and the root of his dark cock where it plunged further into the darkness of his pant leg.

Carefully, completely absorbed now in her task, she reached down into the warmth of that darkness, grasped his silky meatiness in her small hand with a shuddering thrill, and pulled it free.

He was even longer than she'd thought, and it seemed that she pulled forever before his penis tumbled heavily from his trousers, quickly becoming more erect in the light of day and the adoring gaze of Miss Abigail, who squealed a little in spite of herself at its beauty.

Somewhat naturally, given her upbringing, even in her rare indulgent moments of sexual fantasy as she'd grown up she hadn't spent a lot of time thinking about penises, specifically; and she certainly hadn't had the benefit of attending special classes with the other girls at her old school devoted to learning and mastering the many different varieties of penises, like girls here did, which would have doubtless helped her to form a stronger sense of which types of the male organ she responded most strongly to.

Even at the father-daughter party, her impressions of each man's member had tended to run together and had been overwhelmed by the rest of that day's shocking events; this was the first time in her young life that she felt herself becoming infatuated by a specific cock, and she didn't really know how to process it.

Mr. Desilva's penis was workmanlike and efficient, with a balance of proportion and color that spoke for some reason to the deepest reaches of her DNA; and though she couldn't articulate it, she knew she wanted it, and badly, in a manner far beyond simple explanations.

Sweetly cradling his heavy testicles in her fingers, his shaft rising stronger and straighter each second, she brought her lips slowly to the base of his penis, and was amazed to feel her mouth literally begin to water as kissed him daintily, the soft skin of his cock feeling so very good against her moist lips.

She brushed her kisses gently up his shaft, and then slid her hands upward to grip his stiffening length in both her fists. As she gave him a delicious squeeze, Mr. Desilva groaned a low growl of surprised pleasure, and a great drop of pure, crystal-clear precum spilled forth from the glistening head of his penis and ran down over her fingers; she thought she'd never seen anything so beautiful and wild, and without thinking, she extended her pink, wet tongue and licked it up.

The taste sent electric shivers of the most base pleasure she'd ever experienced coursing through her body and brain; she could barely get her head around the extraordinary reality that she, always a sweet, well-behaved, civilized, intelligent, and refined young girl, was here now on her knees in her principal's office, practically naked, thirstily drinking a strange man's bodily fluids straight from his penis.

She had planned to try to give him what she imagined to be an alluring, sophisticated blow job, but as she took the head of his member into her mouth and began to suck daintily on it, she was quickly overrun by her own instinctive, inarticulate need to have it, to make it hers, to convince Mr. Desilva, by the sheer boundless fury of her aching need for this beautiful sexual organ, that he should use it on her, and in the severest manner possible.

She found herself worshipping it, rubbing her cheeks and lips and forehead against its strong shaft and soft warm skin, like a cat begging for attention, until the precum streaming from the little hole in its sculpted head was smeared across her face in myriad shimmering, pearlescent fairy trails.

Deeply in heat now, and with few remaining scraps of higher-order cognition left in her cerebrum as her mating instincts boarded like a rowdy gang of privateers and decisively took the helm, she tried to fit as much of Mr. Desilva's delicious penis into her mouth as she could, and was disheartened to find that despite her enthusiasm, her inexperienced reach still exceeded her young throat's grasp, and she could only take about half of it before choking, despite desperately, unreasonably, wanting his entire length inside her.

Her disappointment quickly turned to exhilaration, however, as Mr. Desilva, sensing what she wanted, placed a hand on the back of her head and began firmly exploring the deeper regions of her willing, virginal esophagus with the head of his hard cock, paying little mind to her reflexive gurgles and whimpers and her watering eyes that began to streak the small bit of mascara—her only makeup—that she'd painstakingly applied to her long lashes this morning in a sweet and innocent effort to make a good impression on her first day at school.

After a few minutes Mr. Desilva, growing dangerously close to a very badly needed orgasm, released her head and allowed her to resume her snuffling, nuzzling ministrations as he let her continue riding her own rising frenzy of sexual need, and he took a deep breath, calmed himself, and caressed her cheek and toyed pleasantly with her sensitive nipples while she played delightedly with her new favorite thing.

While Ryan had kept Abigail occupied attempting to survive her first rough deep throating, Principal Darger had taken the opportunity to review her file in more detail, and he walked around his desk to take a place next to Ryan leaning against it, Abigail's folder open in his hand, and admonished her not to stop what she was doing on his account, but to look at him while he talked without taking her mouth and hands from Mr. Desilva's penis.

'You're doing such a wonderful job, Miss Abigail, and I'm confident you'll progress well in your training here at Stonewall Academy. Looking at Dr. Andrew's notes here, I see we have two final tasks to complete, and then I'll be able to clear you in good faith to join the rest of your fellow students.

'Firstly, Dr. Andrew did not have time this morning to complete your depth check. This is essential for the safety of girls like yourself who are eligible for training while enrolled at Stonewall; we must verify that you can take a full length of erect penis into your vagina, at some significant degree of force, without injury or undue pain, before we release you to the vigorous lessons our teaching staff will doubtless have planned for you.

'Mr. Desilva is clearly endowed with a rather larger-than-average member, and so he is ideally and fortuitously equipped to perform this test on you for the purposes of your student file.'

Abigail's eyes grew wide with anticipation at this news, and she redoubled her oral efforts on Mr. Desilva's penis to try and show him how ready she was for him to test her vagina with it.

Ryan smiled thinly, his gaze intensifying as he grew ever more hungry to take the sweet girl. As she continued to suck and lick about his cock, he unbuttoned and removed his shirt, fairly tearing it from his broad shoulders in his eagerness as he revealed his abs rippling beneath his tanned skin; and a few dark veins wending their sensuous way down his lower stomach to feed robust circulation to his cock beckoned irresistibly for Abigail's fingers to trace their serpentine enticement.

'Secondly, because you have not had the benefit of the frequent training lessons that a girl must receive after her deflowering for the health of her body and mind, Dr. Andrew has prescribed here that you receive a minimum of two seminal loads each day.

'It is essential that after your young vagina has first been penetrated, it must be regularly stimulated, stretched, and yes, even occasionally pounded, in order to keep your insides strong and vibrant and healthy.

'Likewise, after the inner walls of your vaginal canal and your cervix have been bathed with semen for the first time, they require consistent, voluminous applications of men's cum to maintain their tone and elasticity.

'Keep in mind that biologically speaking, at your age your body is in an urgent quest to be bred and impregnated right now. Since in our modern age we have no interest in you becoming pregnant this young, with all your schooling and life still ahead of you; and because you actually cannot, due to the contraceptive you are required to take until you're married, the inseminations you undergo as part of your training are, in a very real sense, frustrating to your body, since none of them will result in your impregnation.

'Your vagina will thus maintain a constant high, almost painfully intense desire for sexual contact as it seeks ever more desperately for more and more sperm in its natural efforts to propagate the species with your excellent genes, and this need must be properly, of only ever temporarily, sated by frequent couplings with experienced, well-trained eligible men.

'You'll soon find that the daily deposits of sperm into your cunny will have a calming, head-clearing effect as well, and your studies and other pursuits will benefit greatly as your vagina starts to recover from the unfortunate and ill-advised deprivation it's undergone until now; and by a stroke of good fortune, Mr. Desilva and I will be able to provide your two seminal loads for today.'

Ryan raised the young girl to her feet and guided her unsteady steps to the couch, his cock aching with a beastly desire for her, and glistening and dripping with her sweet, bubbled saliva.

Laying her back upon the soft leather, he spread her legs and beheld her drooling cunny, lining up the head of his cock with her opening and gently rubbing it through the mass of creamy girl cum that spoke of how badly she needed to be bred right now, her giant eyes confirming the message in a glorious chorus of need as she beheld the man whom she'd wanted all day prepare now to take her for himself.



'Mr. Desilva will now penetrate you, Miss Abigail, and will see his far he can fit his penis inside you. If you can only take a portion of his penis safely, we will measure how far you were able to get, and I will be making a note in your file that you may only be penetrated in your lessons to that depth.

'If you are able to successfully receive Mr. Desilva's entire penis, he will then test how firmly he is able to drive it into you without injury by repeatedly entering you and progressively increasing the force of his penetration with each successive entry until you cannot take anymore, or until he releases his semen inside you. Does that all make sense, Miss Abigail?'

Abigail nodded, and Mr. Desilva leaned down and gently, hungrily kissed her nipples as he entered her and pressed himself home.

She cried out in ecstasy, and arched and flailed as Ryan held her down and began reaming her out, the wet, sloppy sounds of his thrusts further inflaming his passion and causing him to redouble his efforts as the gorgeous young girl shuddered and shook in a nearly continuous orgasm.

As Coach Kendrick had hinted, her nubile vagina was exquisitely soft and inviting inside, and she gripped him so tightly that he felt as if they were no longer separate bodies, as if she were absorbing him completely into her fertile, velvety loins, as if, when he came, he would simply melt into her in a glorious wave of semen and desire.

She cried out again as Principal Darger admonished her to open her eyes like a good girl and look at Mr. Desilva as he trained her, and her urgent, moaning mantra of 'please, please, please, please,' rose louder and more desperate as she began to wail and thrash and call out for Mr. Desilva and her daddy.

Principal Darger chuckled and observed drily that there was a study group going on in the classroom across the hall from his office, and they'd probably appreciate some peace and quiet, but Ryan had anticipated his concern, and as Abigail's cries of his name peaked, he drove harder into her and fell upon her lips, smothering her ancient song in deep, voracious kisses as he nearly tore her apart with his cock.

'Well done, Miss Abigail,' she barely heard the distant voice of Principal Darger say, 'you are cleared for full-strength, advanced lessons here at Stonewall. Now try to hold still, dear girl, because now Mr. Desilva is going to give you your first dose of semen in your vagina for today.'

Ryan quite literally blacked out as he came; there was first a beautiful girl he was adoring as he gazed into her eyes and fucked her, and then all was silence and darkness and eternity.

He came to a second later in a supernova of light and sound to find his cock delivering rumbling blasts of his hot semen deep into Abigail's spasming, clenching vagina, her brilliant blue eyes welling with relief and reverence and satisfaction as she felt him deliver everything he had into her, and he nearly collapsed atop her as he struggled to find his feet and his head.

Shakily he pulled his cock from her body, a great gout of sperm spilling from her ravaged opening and onto the couch, and he dragged himself aside to let Darger have his turn with her.

Darger surveyed the timeless sight of the young girl shaking and trembling still from the intensity of her ordeal, so full of white, creamy semen that it poured now from her flushed, gently pulsating entrance, her hair a glorious burnished tangle and her mascara streaked across her cheeks, and he slid easily inside her well-spermed vagina to add his professional contribution to her physical and mental health, as was his duty as her headmaster.

Abigail was simply a mushy, incoherent mess now as Principal Darger enjoyed himself inside her; her mind was blown as she felt his penis slickly probing her cunny in a creamy sea of Mr. Desilva's cum, and she moaned and looked dazedly about for her teacher, her memories swimming in delicious aftershocks of his cock.

Ryan was only too happy to oblige her, and he knelt near her head, cradling it in his hand and smiling at her warmly as he inserted his softening penis between her thirsty lips.

Principal Darger had been delighted to see the intense connection between the two of them, and though he too was greatly attracted to Abigail's delightful little body, his was not as intense an arousal, and he spent several minutes pleasantly, rhythmically working her little cunny and savoring her mewling responses as she nursed sweetly on Ryan's cock, dutifully lapping up all the girl- and man cum that coated it and suckling tenderly on the soft, toothsome mouthful of his meat to ensure she coaxed all last drop of his semen into her waiting mouth, until Darger himself released his thick, gooey old-man sperm into her vagina to join Ryan's.

The men disentangled from the panting, trembling girl and dressed, assuring Abigail she could take a minute and not rush to get up; it was obvious this sort of thing was still very new for her, and they saw no reason to cut short her afterglow as she slowly came back down to earth on the big couch, her legs akimbo and her breathing shallow, her delicious little body covered in a sheen of sweat and cum.

Principal Darger retrieved a slip of paper from a pad on his desk, which read:

'I, (blank), have received training from (blank), and am exempt from the clean-panty requirement concerning uniform inspections for the rest of this day, dated: (blank).'

Staff Member Signature: (blank)

He had her add her shaky signature, explaining that while it was late in the day, she must carry the note with her at all times while on school grounds, since with two men's cum in her, there would be no reasonable way for her to prevent her panties from getting soiled as her cunny leaked it out over the next few hours.

Just then, the final bell of the day rang, and the intercom on the desk buzzed as well.

'Principal Darger,' the cheery, staticky voice of his secretary crackled over the speaker, 'there is a Mr. Levi Miller here to pick up his daughter, Abigail Miller, to take her home. He's not sure where she is.'

Principal Darger pressed the button on the intercom.

'Ah, excellent, Miss Rebecca—send him in, please. We've just finished up Miss Abigail's enrollment examinations, as a matter of fact.'

The door opened and Abigail's father walked in, surveying the situation with surprise, his daughter splayed naked and glistening on the couch with a fuzzy smile on her adorably draggled face, in front of two men who evidently had reason to both be re-knotting their neckties at this very moment.

He chuckled, his gaze appreciatively taking in her newly groomed vagina, its fresh icing of her girlish nectar delectably complimenting her dark, thick fur and giving it a sweet shimmer.

'Hi, sweetheart. How was your first day at school?'
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****************************

I awoke a bit earlier than usual on Thursday morning, and since I couldn't get back to sleep, I kissed my beautiful slumbering wife, Morgan Lynn, eased out from under the covers, pulled on my comfortable grey sweatpants and a favorite, well-worn Nirvana t-shirt, and crept downstairs to start my day in a leisurely fashion.

Making my way softly down the hall on the way to the kitchen so as not to awaken the twins, Serena and Selena; and passing my daughter Jennifer's door off of the landing as I descended the staircase, I realized I needed to call my handyman to come back and improve the sound-proofing of her room.

We had celebrated Jennifer's Festival a few weeks ago. After years of careful preparation and agonizing waiting, her virginity had been ceremonially taken, along with that of the other local girls in her cohort, on stage in front of a packed and appreciative house at the ornate old Paramount Theatre downtown, and broadcast on live television. She had won first place, which was a great honor, and had been released with the other debutantes to the public as a fresh, new, sexually available girl.

She was now a trainee, which meant that until she was married she was for all intents and purposes considered community property.

All eligible men—having at least one daughter of their own who'd successfully completed her Festival—now shared both the considerable responsibility of teaching her everything they could about every aspect of her new sexual duties, at nearly any time or place the urge or need struck them; and in return enjoyed the right to use her for whatever sexual pleasure they might imagine, since in the final analysis this was the only proper and fundamental purpose of all beautiful young female bodies.

Jennifer was gorgeous, accomplished, intelligent, and a willing trainee, and she had won top marks in the Festival judging for the perfection of her vagina, among other accolades, and her training schedule had been brisk since her big day; it seemed as if every eligible man in town, feeling the weight of both their educational responsibilities and of their testicles, had rushed to reserve her and to enjoy her exquisite beauty as they taught her their most vigorous, penetrating lessons.

As I tiptoed past her door now in the dawn light, even the good work my usually trusty handyman had already done in preparation for her new life was insufficient to fully mute what sounded like a particularly vigorous and probing early morning training session she was receiving from some enthusiastic male; and the muffled thumps and squeaks of her white, canopied princess bed, and her labored, plaintive cries as she absorbed what were evidently powerfully moving and deeply stimulating lessons from her trainer—whose heavy breathing and curt, guttural instructions to spread her legs wider and give herself to him hinted at the great effort and focus he was bringing to his teaching duties—still made their way, much intact, through her bedroom door.

I shook my head with a little smile and continued to the kitchen, making a note to call my guy later and have him reinforce his previous work; it would probably be best for him to live-test it on her when he was finished this time, to make sure the rest of the household wasn't unnecessarily disrupted by the sounds of our eldest daughter's frequent and often noisy education.

In the kitchen I made some coffee, and took to the big sectional in the living room to comfortably peruse the latest issue of American Girl Trainer Monthly, which had arrived yesterday along with one of my other favorite periodicals, Modern Girl Handling.

As I took my seat in the early sunbeams pouring through the window, I heard the sound of the private trainer's door to Jennifer's bedroom, which opened directly to the side walkway of the house; and a minute later the diesel engine of a big pickup truck rumbled to life as it drove away at the same time as the hiss of the shower filtered from the bathroom across the hall.

American Girl Trainer Monthly was a respected magazine known for its insightful analysis, interviews with top-level girl handlers, and rigorous, effective instructional features on all aspects of teaching and training eligible girls, and I dug into this month's features on the 5 Tips for Helping Shy Girls Feel Sexy Once They're Naked; a pictorial entitled Louisiana Spotlight: Southern Charmers' Southern Charms, profusely illustrated in its efforts to demonstrate the uniquely lush pleasures of well-bred New Orleans girls' pedigreed vaginas (widely considered to be paragons of the form); and Not Our First Rodeo—But Maybe Hers, a think piece on the new and fast-growing sport of competitive girl handling.

Originating in the bars and backlots of more rural areas of the country, then exploding in popularity as a result of a hit show on a scrappy underdog cable network, competitive girl handling comprised a varied and rapidly expanding collection of timed contests.

Typically variations on a theme, the competitions saw trainers, assigned a girl by random drawing, racing the clock to stimulate her successfully to the greatest number and highest intensity of orgasms their skills could elicit in front of an enthusiastic audience.

Points were given for the creativity and craftsmanship a handler showed in his work; the rapidity with which a girl achieved her first climax; and the emotional and physical spectacularity of her orgasms at the trainer's hand, along with their duration.

The classes of competition were ever-expanding as well, and included various age categories for both handler and girl, different combinations of numbers of handlers and girls (one of the most popular new classes, favored for its inherent drama and the sheer volume of stimulation to which it subjected the girl, was 3M1G); bound and pain-based competitions (typically using girls found guilty of severe misbehavior, as a sentence of punishment and as an opportunity for them to signify their contrition and willingness to reform); and variations in the type and amount of equipment available to the handler, from minimalist, purist-oriented contests in which only his hands and penis were allowed to be used on the girl, to a range of competitions spanning the spectrum of paddles, vibrators, dildoes, and machines.

An essential attraction of the sport was that the

girls were understood to be experiencing authentic, pleasurable climaxes, which could only be achieved by a highly skilled combination of rapport-building with a random, unfamiliar young girl under immense time and pressure constraints, requiring the possession of an almost preternatural sense for how and where to touch and caress her in the most pleasurable and disarming manner possible, as well as a solid understanding of young female anatomy and psychology.

Eliciting an intense, aesthetically pleasing orgasm in a girl was considered a craft, and the final result was a work of art as a successful round ended in a shuddering, moaning creature making a delicious mess all over the competition table as her handler fucked her into incoherence and orgasmic bliss before the applauding crowd.

Girls were generally supplied for competitions by local magistrates, who would often commute light sentences in exchange for the miscreant's participation; beautiful and naturally orgasmic girls could become minor celebrities on the competition circuit, however, and the excitement and adventure had begun to attract some regular, otherwise well-behaved girls to submit themselves for the purpose, and to spend a few months as the objects of masterly attention at the hands of top-level handlers.

There was still a vigorous debate concerning the ethics of the sport; a vocal and growing fringe movement was calling for society to progress beyond the Festival process as it now existed, and for all girls to undergo a mandatory period of sexual indentureship during which they would truly be considered property, and could be traded and sold among eligible men, and kept in private stables and collected, trained, and shared at will by the handlers that owned them for the first three years after their Festival.

While the idea had been slow to gain wide support, the rise in popularity of competitive girl handling was felt by some to be greasing the rails of acceptance for the vision, as it normalized the imagery of captive young girls being groomed, trained, and used for sexual pleasure in a manner more reminiscent of domestic livestock than was typical in our current day-to-day lives.

I sipped my coffee and turned the page to one of my favorite features, Cumming Attractions. A fixture from the conception of American Girl Training Monthly, it had become the flagship of the magazine, inspiring countless imitators but no rivals.

Each month, hundreds of girls who were within a year or two of celebrating their Festivals sent the magazine their photos and applied to be a Cumming Attractions Girl, and the editors selected a few, traveling to their homes for short interviews, and getting to know them and sharing their personalities with their readership.

A tasteful nude photo spread was included, typically just shot in the girl's bedroom or elsewhere in her parents' house, and the editors contributed their commentary and observations concerning the girls' desirability as they approached their big day, and noted each girl's most attractive features, giving their readers a sneak peek at what they'd be getting their own hands on shortly.

My cock was soon hard, my testicles filled with a solid night's batch of fresh cum, and I absently reached my hand into my sweatpants and slowly, pleasantly stroked my morning wood as I read, basking in the full sensation of my swollen penis as it responded to the lovely, innocent naked girls on the pages, and I imagined using it to probe their perfect girl bits and deposit my semen inside them.

Suddenly I heard a noise and, looking up, saw Jennifer in the living room doorway, a cup of coffee in her hand.

She was breathtakingly beautiful in her early-morning, freshly-fucked splendor, her long, glossy brunette waves still damp from her shower.

The mornings were beginning to get cooler, and she'd twisted her hair in a single heavy tress that tumbled down her shoulder and over her soft, cozy grey hoodie emblazoned with the purple letters of the state university she'd be attending in a few weeks, which draped lovingly over her small frame and her tidy, perky breasts, her freshly-showered nipples making their presence known as they pushed insistently against the light fabric.

She was bare-legged except for a pair of thickly-knit gray leg warmers, and her hoodie was just long enough that I couldn't tell for sure whether she was wearing panties.

'Good morning, daddy,' she said with a sleepy little smile. 'I couldn't get back to sleep—I didn't know you were already up.'

'Hi, sweetheart,' I answered, pulling my hand from my cock and patting the couch cushion next to me. ''Want to join me?'

She nodded eagerly, her tawny dancer's legs sashaying toward me—a bit gingerly, I thought—and as she swung her perfect backside around to sit next to me on the big couch, I noticed that while her hoodie was too short to fully cover her round, soft booty cheeks, it was yet long enough that I still couldn't tell for sure if she was wearing undies.

I pulled her close, enjoying the feeling of her petite, warm body against mine.

'You doing good, sweetheart?' I asked.

'Yes, daddy,' she replied with a contented sigh. 'He trained me...kind of rough...I think he really needed it. He said I did a pretty good job, though, and he's going to give me another lesson tomorrow morning.'

'You're such a good girl, Jennifer,' I said, kissing the top of her head. 'I'm so proud of how hard you work in your lessons. You're becoming so generous with your body; the way you always share yourself so fully with your handlers, and try so hard to make training you an enjoyable experience for them is really impressive and beautiful, especially for how new you are. I'm sure he gave you some valuable feedback; take it to heart, and I know you'll do better for him in the morning.'

As she nodded her head against my chest and cuddled close under my arm with her coffee, and we browsed my magazine together, I was filled with a bit of warm nostalgia, and I felt she was too.

This had been a special little pastime we'd used to share, and it had been a while since we'd been able to do it; Jennifer would check the mail religiously and come dancing into my office in delight with the new issue, and we'd read it together and discuss the articles and pictures—most of all her favorite, Cumming Attractions.

It was normal for a girl's relationship with her father to change after her Festival; Jennifer had been kept busy with her rigorous training schedule, and I'd been enjoying my own new responsibilities, and had less time to spend with her due to the many young girls I now had access to; and it was only natural that we'd be spending less of this special time together.

Now it was like old times again as she nestled in the crook of my arm to share my magazine and talk about the pictures and articles. Her hand discreetly came to rest on my cock, which was naturally still erect from my reading and from her own beautiful, barely covered body, and she gently squeezed my shaft through my gray sweatpants as my hand played with her breast where it snuggled, warm and soft, beneath her hoodie, while we perused pages.

'Oh, she's really pretty daddy,' she said as I turned to the first girl's interview, which opened with a picture of an adorable smiling young thing standing naked in her bedroom next to her proud father, who draped his arm lovingly over her shoulders.

'Yes, she is,' I agreed, pointing to the next picture of the girl on her hands and knees on her bed, her backside to the camera, her delicious butt perfectly displaying her untouched vagina, 'She'd be a lot of fun to do from behind—such a nice little bottom on her. I'd love to hold her cheeks tight in my hands and press into her as hard and deep as I could.'

'She's got a really pretty mouth, too,' Jennifer added. 'That means she's probably going to be good at sucking on penises, right daddy?'

I nodded and smiled, complimenting my daughter on how good she was getting at understanding the important aspects of the female body that pleased men, and my fingertips softly traced the little bump her nipple made beneath the soft fabric of her hoodie.

'Yes, sweetheart, she has very pretty lips—they'd look amazing wrapped around my penis. She has really big, pretty eyes, too,' I noted. 'When I imagine her taking my cock in her mouth, and then looking up at me with those big eyes...wow...'

'Are my eyes like that, daddy?' Jennifer asked, batting her lashes coyly at me and making my heart skip a beat in spite of myself.

My daughter was always intensely beautiful and alluring; I could feel my body longing for hers despite the fact that I was her father, and I was sure she felt my cock lunge of its own accord in her hand as she ambushed me into remembering her perfect mouth full of my own hard penis the night of her Festival, her eyes shining with excitement and pride as she practiced serving a man with her mouth for the first time.

'Yes, Jennifer, just like you,' I chuckled as I tried to recover my composure, gazing into her deep, trusting eyes, 'I've seen what happens to your trainers when you look at them like that while you're sucking on their penises—you have an powerful effect on men, Jennifer. You've become a very, very desirable girl.'

A warm silence fell between us and pulled us closer; Jennifer's whispered, 'Thank you, daddy,' came as she seemed to be reaching up for a kiss, her hand caressing the head of my cock through my sweatpants. I wanted her so badly, but I couldn't—surely I couldn't—fuck my own daughter? What was she trying to do?

I cleared my throat and redirected our attention to the magazine, picking up where we'd left off.

'...So, um, yeah, I think she's definitely going to be fun to train when she celebrates her Festival. And she says here that she's excited to learn to give oral sex, so you're right, she probably will be quite good at it.'

We made our way slowly through the article, discussing the various naked girls and their charms; we were surprised and happy to see that little Beth Armstrong, one of the twins' friends from church, was one of the featured girls.

I had not seen her nude until now, and I made a mental note to congratulate her and her father when we saw them on Sunday; she was quite a cutie with her newly curvy little frame, her long, strawberry-blonde curls, and her big glasses that perched adorably on her pert nose, and I wondered if Walter would allow me a private, in-person sneak peek at her beautiful body sometime. Regardless, I looked even more forward now for her to celebrate her Festival, so I could enjoy her.

As we turned to the last girl's feature, Jennifer exclaimed excitedly and squeezed my cock, causing a dark spot to form at the head as my copious precum began to soak through my sweatpants.

'Daddy, her cunny looks like mine, doesn't it?'

'It does, honey,' I chuckled, returning her excitement and affection with a gentle grope of her breast, her erect nipple nuzzling my palm.

Like my daughter, the girl had a sculpted, well-defined vulva, with perfectly proportioned outer labia enfolding a delicate but prominent clitoral hood.

'You like cunnies that look like that, don't you daddy?'

'I do, sweetheart,' I laughed. 'I have always been partial to that style of vagina. Your mom has one like that, which is of course where you got yours from.'

'Do they feel real good to be inside, daddy?'

I nodded.

'They do, sweetheart; though to be honest, I like most girls' vaginas, and they pretty much all feel good when I'm using them. But I certainly do think that this style is one of my favorites.'

Jennifer was playfully squeezing my penis as she looked up at me.

'So...do you...do you like my...vagina, daddy?'

I rushed to assure her I did; young girls were sometimes insecure about their genitals, and I wanted my daughters to have no doubts about the desirability of their bodies.

'I certainly do, sweetheart,' I said, 'your vagina is truly one of the most beautiful I have ever seen. It's been such a pleasure to watch it grow and develop, and it's turned out so lovely and attractive—and every man that I've seen enjoy your body has loved it, too.'

She smiled with relief and pleasure as I told her how much I loved her pussy, and then suddenly grew pensive.

'Daddy, can we have a heart-to-heart talk?'

I laid the magazine down immediately; my daughters had always known they could call for a special talk with me anytime they had a something important on their mind, and we could discuss it freely.

'Of course, sweetheart, anything.'

'Daddy, I miss...I miss us...I miss this...

'What do you mean, honey?'

'Well, like, remember how I used to always show you the new movements I learned in ballet? Or how we worked on my senior science project together?'

I nodded, my brow furrowed, wondering where this was all going.



'I always loved sharing with you what I was learning and doing, and now my sexual training is the most important and exciting part of my life, and it feels like I can't show you any of the cool stuff I'm learning in my lessons, or talk about what my trainers are teaching me, and daddy...I think I'm honestly getting...pretty good at some of this stuff...and it makes me sad that I can't do it...with you...'

I nodded again slowly, my cock beginning to ache in its hardness as I began to understand what my daughter wanted. Her fingers fluttered and danced nervously across the soft gray fabric of my sweatpants where it had begun to strain in its attempts to contain my shaft as she forged ahead in broaching her subject.

'And daddy, you worked so hard and gave up so much in raising me, and it makes me so sad that you are the only man who doesn't get to...to enjoy my body and...the things I'm learning to do with it. It doesn't seem...fair...'

She grew serious, her hand slowly moving down my erection to gently cradle my heavy testicles through my sweatpants, her big eyes imploring me not to freak out or judge her as she bravely made her plea.

'And...sometimes...the men who train me hug me or kiss me when they're done, but daddy...I miss your touches. You used to give me baths, and groom my cunny, and we'd cuddle like this, and now we really don't, and...it's just not the same as what my trainers do. I just want you to be proud of me, daddy, and I want to show you what I'm learning, and make you feel good, and be...close to you—I mean, I know you love me, but you're my dad, and I—I want you to love my body the way other men get to love it.'

I groaned in my growing hunger and my internal perplexity; I couldn't believe how badly I wanted to give my daughter exactly what she was asking for, but I wasn't sure how that would work, exactly, or what the ramifications would be of having intercourse with her—besides what would almost certainly be a mind-blowing orgasm. She was so beautiful to me, and I couldn't deny that I'd imagined the pleasures other men were experiencing from her body, but still, she was my daughter.

'Daddy, I've never felt more close to you then the night of my Festival, when you let me suck on your penis for a little bit. It was so special—I loved it so much...'

It was true; she had given me her very first blowjob the night she'd been ritually deflowered, though I hadn't let her make me cum in her mouth, despite her pleas.

It had been almost too hot for me to handle, and I'd replayed that evening countless times since, and I'd fallen ever more deeply in love with my girl as she'd played and suckled contentedly on my cock that night—the first one she'd ever had in her mouth.

'...And I've seen you train other girls, and they always seem so happy and satisfied and adored when you train them, and...and daddy, I want to feel as good as they feel. It's not fair that every other girl but me, your own daughter, gets to be touched by you and penetrated by you and filled with your cum and given orgasms by your penis. I love you more than all of them, daddy. I want you to train me, too, and...I think it's only fair, don't you think so?'

She'd grown progressively more passionate as she made her case, and she suddenly sprang up and straddled my lap, nearly spilling my coffee, her fluffy grey leg warmers squeezing my thighs between her long calves surprisingly tightly, her graceful hands on my chest and her crotch pressed against my hard cock, her pert nipples affirming her earnest appeal by making two very good and persuasive points of their own in support of her arguments.

A fragrant wave of the fresh scent of her showered body, shampooed hair, and the cocoa butter in the lotion with which she moisturized every centimeter, curve, and crevice of her lithe frame washed over me, filling my nose with her olfactory seduction and thrilling my nervous system as I detected the distinct, musky baseline of her female arousal it tried to conceal. Her dark eyes shone as she whispered conspiratorially.

'Daddy, do you know there are families where the fathers and grandfathers train the daughters? Like, actually train them—and it's totally natural and cool and beautiful?'

It was clear where this was headed now, and my heart beat in my chest as I realized what my daughter wanted. I nodded slowly.

'You mean, like the Davises?'

She nodded eagerly.

Jennifer had spent the night last week with her new friend, Elizabeth Davis, who had been staying a few weeks at her grandfather, Martin's, house. She had been noticeably quiet and thoughtful in the days since.

She hadn't told me much about the sleepover, however, other than that it had been fun, so I'd guessed she missed Elizabeth, who had flown back to school in Chicago the next day. Now I surmised there may be a deeper cause of Jennifer's mood.

Her words rushed out in a torrent of emotion as she excitedly shared something she'd recently learned that she hoped, with all the fervency and conviction of any daughter who'd set her heart on something, would persuade her father to see the situation from her point of view.

'Yes, daddy! Elizabeth told me that their family believes girls are created especially as vessels of pleasure for fathers, as a reward for raising them well and lovingly, and that when a man has a daughter, he calls her a blessing, and takes extra good care of her, because he knows that he will be able to use her for his pleasure, and that it feels so good for a man to couple with his own daughters that they call it a spiritual practice, and girls get to be enjoyed by their grandpas, too, and uncles, and, like, even great-grandpas, I guess, if they wanted, and then Mr. Davis actually had sex with Elizabeth while I was there—like, a lot—and daddy, it was so beautiful and Elizabeth was so happy having her grandpa inside her and daddy—I want—I want that with you.'

I sat, stunned and mind-meltingly aroused, listening to my daughter. If he'd slept with his granddaughter the night Jennifer stayed over, I assumed Martin had also had sex with my daughter, which was fine, of course, but I realized the important part of this conversation for Jennifer was the nature of the Davis family relations.

'But Jennifer,' I said, 'I've always called you a blessing, and raised you as well as I could.'

'I know, daddy, that's exactly what I mean! You created me, and you worked hard to take care of me, and teach me, and love me; and daddy, I won first place in my Festival! You raised a champion girl—I'm, like, literally prize-winning—and you deserve to enjoy my body, at least a little bit.

'I want you to kiss me, and hold me, and touch me, and love on me, and...and be in...me...the way I've seen you do to other girls, daddy. I see how happy they are, and how good you make them feel, and—and—and I'm your little girl, daddy, not them.'

Her voice dropped further, a low, confidential purr that I'd never heard from her before that caused the hair to prickle at the back of my neck and a primal rush of single-minded urgency to flood my loins; it was the expressive, perfectly-modulated mating call of a young girl in heat, refined over countless generations of evolution to irresistibly commandeer the chemistry of the male cerebrum and induce him to couple with her.

'I think I please most of the men who train me. But they don't love me, daddy, and I can feel it when they...when they...fuck...me. I know you love me—but I want to feel your love...inside me. I know we don't believe all the same things the Davis's do, but daddy...'

She began to absently rock her pelvis, grinding her pussy against my cock as her fingers traced the lines of my broad chest and she looked up at me with her best kitten eyes; startled, I reprimanded her, too preoccupied by her actions to scold her for using a word she wasn't allowed to say, and reflexively, without thinking, I shoved my hand between us to stop my daughter from masturbating herself on me.

She was not wearing panties.

She was a mess; my fingers sank between her slippery, soaking lips, my fingertips coming perilously close to penetrating her entrance as she shuddered and rocked involuntarily at my unexpected touch.

It was impossible to be sure how much of the slick, fragrant fluid coating my hand was her own lubrication, and how much was her trainer's load of morning semen leaking from her vagina after the vigorous lesson he'd taught her half an hour ago, but the soft, swollen flesh of her genitals and the throaty little growl that escaped her elegantly sculpted throat assured me that much of her shameless wetness was of her own making, as her fertile young mind and body excited itself with her own natural need.

Her eyes suddenly flashed, and then softened, as she felt some of the intimate contact she wanted so badly from me. She froze on my hand, her beautiful features a picture of bliss.

Ignoring her plaintive whine of disappointment, I pulled free from her cunny, turning my hand about and contemplating the slippery sheen of her juices that webbed my fingers like a sweet, gossamer delicacy and glistened in the morning sunlight. My daughter was in an astonishing pitch of need as she asked me to take her.

I knew what she tasted like; I had sampled her at the recommendation of a training expert I'd hired to help me prepare her for her Festival, and I felt the gears of my brain and my better judgement grinding to a halt as a tidal wave of sense memory caused me to relive the sweet, delicate, intensely female flavor of her slickness that now coated my hand.

Jennifer's gyrations had caused my waistband to ride down, and her eyes widened with delight as they fell upon the head of my penis where it protruded obscenely now beneath the hem of her hoodie between her bare, tanned thighs.

Her voice was husky, her lower lip bitten between her teeth, her plea made with every irresistible charm a beautiful daughter could summon in her efforts to persuade her father of the merits of her point of view.

'Please...daddy?'

Her gaze transfixed by the engorged knob, her delicate hand whispered slowly down my chest and abs, and distractedly fidgeted with the firm flesh of my cock's exposed head.

Tentatively, she pressed the tip of her thumb into the little slit at the head to dab up some of the copious precum streaming from it.

Her pink tongue darting unconsciously to lick her rose-petal lips, she began carefully rubbing my cock's lubricating fluid into the silky, sensitive skin in the cleft underside of my glans in tiny, preoccupied circles that instantly drove me wild. I groaned and tried to protest, but felt like I was losing the will to resist.

'Jennifer, sweetheart, what are you—that feels so, so good—you shouldn't be...oh my god...'

Sensing an advantage, my normally very obedient daughter paid no heed to my remonstrations, continuing to play with the head of my penis as she made her final case.

'But that's what I mean, daddy—I'm learning really cool stuff, and...I want to do it for you. But we don't have to do all of it, really! Like, maybe I could just sit on your lap like this for right now, but I could put you...inside of me...and I'd sit really still like a good girl, and not move a muscle—except maybe my inside ones—and you could find out what I feel like inside, and I could hold you in my vagina and feel you filling me up, and we could just talk, and you could teach me some of the things you teach other girls. Even if we only did that, just for a few minutes...oh, I'd like it ever so much, daddy...'

Fighting my way back to reality, I gently but firmly removed her fingers from my penis; I was about to cum right there in her hand if I didn't put a stop to this. I took her by the shoulders and looked her in the eye.

'Jennifer, sweetheart, listen. I...I understand. I never planned on being a father who had sex with his own daughters, but I've—I've—I've been feeling a lot of the same things you're talking about. Sweetheart, you're one of the most beautiful girls in the world, and I've thought countless times about how wonderful it must feel to enjoy your body, and how lucky all the men are that get to experience handling you. I thought that I'd made a big mistake letting you play with my penis after your Festival, but Jennifer, it was one of the most special moments of my life—my penis was the first one you ever had in your mouth, and I feel so honored.

'But honey, I'm just not sure...how to...I'm not sure I can really feel good about...having sex with my daughter as a way to show I love her.'

'But you do love me, don't you daddy?' She pressed, her voice trembling with equal parts frustration, arousal, and a sudden, vehement pang of loss that cut me to the quick.

'Of course I do, sweetheart, you know I do...' I reassured her, sliding my big warm hand up her thigh and under the hem of her hoodie.

I gently brushed my fingers through the closely-trimmed fur at the top edge of her landing strip, then traced the toned contours of her tummy and her perfect belly button with my fingertips as she gave a quiet, happy whimper and arched, leaning back with her hands behind her on my knees and opening her body to my touch.

'I love every inch of you. But sometimes love is more complicated than we think. I want to enjoy your body so much, Jennifer...'

Slowly I forayed further up her torso, my hand slipping dreamily between the impossibly downy inner side of her hoody's fleece and the warm, supple skin of her rib cage; then up even further until I brushed the undersides of her tidy breasts, and my cock flexed beneath her weight as I felt the goosebumps spread across her young tits.

Though not large, they were exquisite, and I knew from experience that their light, budding fullness fit perfectly in my palms; I didn't handle them now, however, but simply traced their soft underbellies back and forth beneath her hoody with my fingertips until her nipples strained against the draping fabric, and she calmed down and began to hum quietly and happily as I petted her.

'...I just need to be sure it's the right thing, and that we do it the right way. I'm going to think about it carefully, and discuss it with your mother, and we'll see if we can figure something out, okay sweetheart?'

Jennifer's eyes beamed with new possibilities as she thanked me, and she kissed me excitedly. I patted her on her bare butt and smiled.

'Aren't you babysitting today? You should probably go get ready—you know Mr. Sutherland likes to enjoy a few minutes inside you before he and Mrs. Sutherland go to work and leave you with Erin and Tamara.'

Surprisingly—or perhaps unsurprisingly, given a household of three young girls whose bodies were rapidly coming into the fullness of their sexual life's purpose, and who were grappling with the bewildering and sometimes disconcerting cascade of physical and emotional impulses that inevitably accompanied their dawning awareness of the fundamental purpose and use of their bodies—my conversation with Jennifer was not the only daughterly drama that came to a head that day.

I was working from home today, and was in my comfortably appointed study when the twins returned from school. I heard them tromp upstairs to their rooms, but shortly there was a knock at my door, and it opened, to my astonishment, to reveal my daughter Serena standing there, completely naked.

She was resplendent in her natural state. I am naturally attracted to most girls, but I typically experience my strongest and most thrilling desires for the darker colorations of the female sex; while doubtlessly biased, Serena's and Selena's blonde voluptuousness was a notable exception, and the sight of their full, fertile bodies never failed stir me deeply with love for their beauty, and base male hunger for the copulatory pleasures they promised the eligible men who would one day train them.

While Jennifer took most strongly after her mother's checkered Italian lineage with her dark hair and eyes, the twins were definitely my offspring, and beautifully expressed my Scandinavian genes.

They were both athletes, Serena playing lacrosse and Selena keeping goal for the school's girls' soccer team, and they were powerfully built despite their petite stature; neither of them was especially lean, and their healthy layer of puppy fat lent their curvaceous bodies a tactile fullness that filled the eye and begged for a man's touch.

The unexpected sight of her standing naked in the doorway to my office caused my breath to catch and my cock to begin to grow heavy and uncomfortably cramped in my trousers where I sat at my desk.

Her hair was down, her heavy blonde tresses tumbling carelessly about her shoulders and over her large breasts in such a magnificent profusion that only her dark nipples were visible, peeking through the rich waves like a pair of priceless, blushing gemstones set in a sea of gold.

Her hips flared extravagantly away from her waist in a jubilant celebration of the archetypal female form, and her vulva, as always, was the pièce de résistance of the work of art that was her body.

The twins possessed two of the juiciest, most inviting vaginas I had ever seen, and the few other men who had been lucky enough to examine them had agreed without exception.

Serena's full, creamy mound formed an impossibly broad and fertile delta between her strong thighs, with a pair of thick outer lips forming a perfect seal protecting her delicate inner bits, and a pristine furrow that clearly extended far into the holy depths at the juncture of her legs, hinting at the untold pleasures it promised to any eligible male fortunate enough to explore its deepest reaches and discover the treasures secreted within.

Her bush was flocked across its breadth with closely trimmed blonde fuzz, the edges shaped to perfectly conform to the lines of her mons, and an afternoon sunbeam dancing through the study window caught the telltale sheen of her girl juices, which had somehow become smeared about her outer lips and mound, and matted the golden fur of her magnificent girl parts in pearlescent fairy trails.

Her big blue eyes, normally dancing with mischief, were distressed and agitated as she restlessly twisted her lovely body about, her heavy, perfect breasts swaying hypnotically beneath her hair and a plaintive whine rising in her throat.

'Daddy, can you help me?'

I managed to escape the awed daze in which her appearance had begun to ensnare me, and regained some of my sense of responsibility as a parent, removing my glasses and tilting my head quizzically, cocking a mystified eyebrow at her.

'Serena—what on earth are you doing, young lady? Where are your clothes?'

While girls were expected to wear the minimum clothing required for any situation in order to best showcase their priceless assets for the enjoyment of anyone who happened to see, and while comfy, casual home outfits were rarely more substantial than a light tank top and panties, it wasn't normal for Serena to waltz about the house naked, and though I had suspicions as to the cause of her consternation, it was still inappropriate for her to be running around the place au naturale like some sort of wild little house pet.

Serena blushed, a lovely coloration filling her creamy skin with a piquant visual reminder of the restless feminine warmth spreading throughout her tender young body.

'Daddy, I don't know if I can make it until Monday...I really, really, really need Dr. Andrew to treat me...'

My brow furrowed in sympathy and concern, though I was also a little exasperated, and I weighed my options.

The twins were approaching their Festival, but Serena had matured more quickly than her sister, and had been exhibiting disruptive mood swings and difficulty in school lately as her body coursed with unfamiliar reproductive hormones and she was suddenly fraught with strange desires which she was not yet able or allowed to act on.



As was customary when dealing with girls in her situation, I had begun taking her to see a feminine relaxation therapist downtown, Dr. Andrew, who had the skills and equipment to touch her and stimulate her properly and bring her to orgasm in a safe, professional setting, helping to balance her body and brain chemistry, and alleviate some of the aching natural need her body was experiencing, but which she must wait a bit longer before she would be allowed to fully satisfy.

The treatment had been a success, and Serena enjoyed having Dr. Andrew work on her, and now I took her to standing appointments at his office on Monday afternoons after school.

Dr. Andrew had taken a few days off for a little trip to Virginia to observe the latest girl-handling techniques at a symposium there, and so Serena was forced to forego her treatment this week. She was now three days longer without relief than she was accustomed, and her next appointment wasn't for another few days, and it was clear that she was struggling.

'I'm sorry, sweetheart, I know that Dr. Andrew's treatment is important and helpful for you, but you know he can't see you until next week. I don't understand why that means you need to run around here without any clothes on, though. Come here please, honey.'

Her face was rueful as she shuffled—a little stickily, I thought—across the room and joined me behind my desk, and I caught the arresting, unmistakable musk of a girl's heady heat as she took her place in front of me.

Her hands wandered distractedly over her bare body, drawn repeatedly toward her pussy like heavenly bodies in thrall to the irresistible attraction of the source of the pleasure of pleasures, before veering away at the last moment, since she knew she wasn't supposed to touch herself in that way.

There were many systems and traditions and philosophies concerning the proper raising of daughters in preparation for their Festival and their public deflowering, and the subsequent commencement of their sexual training; we were a fairly typical, mainstream family, and as was customary, our daughters had always been expressly forbidden from masturbation.

It was generally felt that it was best for a girl to learn to associate sexual touching and pleasure with the hands and bodies of eligible men, and so until her training career began, attempts were made to prevent her from touching herself inappropriately, since it was important that her foundational, initial sexual experiences and responses be imprinted on the act of being used for copulatory enjoyment by mature males, as was her natural purpose.

This had long been a struggle with Serena, who was perhaps the most innately sybaritic of my daughters; she craved pleasure in all its forms, and once she'd discovered how good she could make herself feel by playing with her own vagina, it had been difficult to prevent her from indulging her innocent appetite for self-defilement.

'I don't know, daddy. I've been trying to be good, I really have, but last night I had a dream that Dr. Andrew undressed me and strapped me down on his table and was touching me like he normally does, but then all of a sudden he started...licking...me...here...like, on my slit...and...and then he licked...inside me, too, and I woke up and I was so, so wet, daddy...'

I took her by the arm and held the back of my hand against her forehead; she was lightly fevered, and the flush that had started in her cheeks had crept across much of her naked body as she'd been talking.

'And I just couldn't stop thinking about it all day, and my tummy has been in knots since I woke up, and I can't stop...leaking everywhere. And then Professor Thomas gave me a uniform inspection, and my panties were totally soaked when he had me bend over so he could check between my legs, and he confiscated them and told me to go clean myself up and then come back to show him that I'd done a good job...'

Her eyes shone with pent-up emotion, and I could feel her body heat radiating from her; I realized she was trembling slightly as I reached up and carefully pulled her hair back from her shoulders to help her cool down a bit; her magnificent breasts heaved as her story tumbled out, and I ran my hands soothingly down her sides and over her soft tummy to help calm her.

'...but every time I tried to clean my vagina, I just kept getting wetter again when he would check me and I would feel his fingers spread me open, and so then he would take more of my clothes, daddy, until I was naked, and then he said he was going to have to come up with some other punishments if I wasn't going to be a good girl and keep my vagina clean for him, but then the bell rang and he sent me home. And I went to my room to do my homework, but I can't concentrate or think straight, and I don't know what to doooo...'

Her vulva appeared puffier and pinker than normal, and the copious amount of her juices that were spread about the outside of her genitals betrayed the fact that she'd almost certainly been masturbating already, despite her fabulations of admirable self-restraint.

I pressed my thumb and finger into the wet, sticky blonde fur on either side of her slit and gently spread her outer lips apart in order to examine her genitals; fortunately, she appeared to be perfectly healthy, and not suffering from any more serious an ailment than a simple young girl's nascent, feral sexual hunger, and she moaned and held herself up with the support of my desk.

Her vagina was deeply flushed pink, and clearly swollen to the touch, which was understandable since it had spent apparently the entire, interminable day—if not week—in a state of frustrated arousal, and she was a shameless mess; clear, slick fluid thickly coated her secret areas inside, and her clitoris, which was normally quite discreet and deeply buried in her delicate inner folds, was a furious shade of rose now, and reared its head impressively from under its protective little hood in its urgent efforts to make contact with any accommodating male's hand, or tongue, or penis. Her voice was a husky whine of imploring torment as she bounced her juicy, needy body fretfully on my hand.

'Daddy, pleeeease can you do some of what Dr. Andrew does? You know how he...he kind of pinches my...clitoris...and pulls on it gently, daddy? It feels soooo good when he does it. Please, please can you do it, just for a couple minutes? I need it soooo bad, daddy...'

Despite the nearly irresistible siren song of her petulant clitoris, I steeled myself against the urge to help my daughter with her little crisis; I knew that it was important to allow her sexual frustration to peak as she approached her Festival, helping to ensure that she took to her training with as much enthusiasm and as much of an appetite for her lessons as possible, and would gladly, unreservedly allow her naked body to be used for whatever lubricious purposes eligible men might conjure for it.

I released her cunny and watched her outer lips seal wetly closed again beneath her soiled blonde scruff, gave her a little pat on her mound, and shook my head.

'Serena, honey, I'm sorry you're missing your treatment this week with Dr. Andrew, but sometimes life happens, and it's not an excuse for you to act up like this. I need you to be a big girl for me right now, and go put on some clothes and do your homework. I'm not a doctor, and I'm not going to try to perform a medical procedure on my own daughter, and despite how you feel right now, I'm fairly sure you won't die before your next appointment.'

She gave a dramatic, anguished groan, and huffed out of my study.

A few minutes later while heading to the kitchen for a snack, I passed her bedroom door, which was slightly ajar, and I was frozen briefly in place by what I saw.

She had not obeyed at all, and had neither gotten dressed nor began her homework; she was still completely naked, and sprawled on her bed on her back with her legs spread wide and her oversized stuffed bear sitting proudly between them with his fuzzy belly against her bare vulva.

Her eyes were closed, and through the crack in her door I heard the irresistible private, secret sounds of a naughty girl who thought she was safely alone and unobserved in order to play with herself, and I was enthralled by the beautiful wet, sloppy rhythm of her fingers rapidly diddling her soaked pussy as she whispered breathless endearments to her bear.

'...Yes sir, Professor Thomas, I will clean up my vagina...I'm so sorry, sir, I'm such a mess...I promise I'll clean it, you can check it now...ohhh...look at my cunny Professor Thomas, I cleaned it for you...ohhh...is this better, sir...you can touch it, sir...ohmygoshohmygosh...pleeease, sir...I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I keep getting soooo wet...I'm trying hard to keep my cunny clean for you...'

I opened her door and sternly said her name, and she startled and shut her legs with a squeal, clutching her big fluffy bear to her breasts.

Catching her red-handed, I had no choice but to spank her. Unfortunately, I'd started to suspect that Serena was beginning to respond sexually to discipline as well, and that she sometimes got 'caught' misbehaving simply in order to receive some strokes from my paddle.

Her incompletely shut door and the flagrance of her disobedience were almost too obvious to not be a setup, and I was fairly certain that the dramatic shudders and squeaks and moans she displayed as I administered her punishment were meant to disguise a furtive orgasm. The warm, insistent moisture that fairly pooled in my hand when I checked her vagina after her spanking only reinforced my suspicions that she had finagled a sneaky way to use the household rules against me to checkmate me into helping her cum, despite my earlier firm refusal. I was a little frustrated and disappointed in her, but I didn't see what other choice I had.

Later that afternoon I called my friend, Martin Davis, whose house Jennifer had visited to spend time with his granddaughter, Elizabeth.

I mentioned that Jennifer had told me how he'd had sex with his granddaughter at the sleepover, and said that Jennifer had begun displaying a strong desire for me to couple with her as a way of demonstrating her filial love and affection, but that while I somewhat understood what she wanted, I still had reservations about actually having intercourse with her.

I asked him to share a bit about his daughter-raising philosophy, and he laughed over the phone delightedly and said he was only too happy to oblige.

The somewhat fringe doctrine which Martin espoused taught that ever higher levels of personal awareness and inner knowledge were possible with each successive generation of his own offspring a man coupled with, and his daughters and granddaughters had been raised to believe that, while allowing themselves to be trained and used sexually by eligible men in general was indeed a significant fulfillment of their purpose, the ultimate function of their bodies lay in the pleasure and release they would provide their father, grandfather, and so on, as far up the family tree as were still alive and virile.

It only made sense, evolutionarily speaking, he explained; a young female was irresistibly driven to mate with males who possessed strong sperm, and while many secondary indicators could provide instinctual clues as to a man's virility, such as his strength or fitness or penis size, there could be no more indisputable proof of man's ability to throw strong, healthy offspring than to actually be one of those offspring, and to take the cock of the man who created her and to receive into her body the same powerful seminal fluid in which she had once been shot into her mother, and which had been deposited in her grandmother or great-grandmother before her in order to create her.

While there was still an energetic public debate concerning the degree to which girls should be raised to service the eligible men in their own families, Martin could only say he was completely delighted with the results over the first forty years or so of his experiment.

Elizabeth and her sisters and cousins had been taught their entire lives that their crowning achievement after their Festival would be the lessons they received from him; and the unbridled joy, strong orgasmic response, and close emotional bonding with him Elizabeth had displayed each time he'd enjoyed her body only confirmed his belief in the importance of teaching young girls to find their ultimate fulfillment as vessels of sexual pleasure for their fathers, uncles, and grandfathers.

Additionally, because he'd been able to prepare her for her future role by normalizing the sharing of her body for sexual purposes within the safety and privacy of the family, Elizabeth had begun her training career after her deflowering with exemplary enthusiasm and generosity, more fully confident and free with her spectacular, curvaceous little body than most girls were.

My own experience handling her at the father-daughter party had confirmed this, as I'd found she was delightfully at ease and willingly obedient when I'd fucked her, and offered every inch of her delicious naked body completely to me in the most charming and arousing manner imaginable; I could only hope that my girls—especially the shy Selena—would someday feel as confident letting strangers have intercourse with them.

'Listen, Robert, you don't need to fully embrace my beliefs, of course. But I do know that girls who are trained by their fathers are better adjusted and make superior progress in their sexual education, and have fewer issues adapting to the rigors and challenges of their training.

'I've been fortunate enough to handle Jennifer several times now, and she's an incredible young girl that you've raised, but it was clear to me from some of the questions she asked when she slept over here that she truly wants to share herself with you, which is a completely normal impulse for a young thing in the beginning of her training.

'I can assure you that you'll do no harm by giving her some of what she wants, as long as you want it, too. She needs to feel close to you and loved by you, Robert—and I think, after listening to your thoughtful questions, that you want to make her feel that way, too.

'I promise you this, there is no greater pleasure than being inside your own daughter. Remember, the whole point of reproduction is for a man to pass on his genes and mold a world more perfect for him.

'When you conceived Jennifer inside your wife, you created an ideal combination of you and the woman you love, and Jennifer's body and her vagina were literally designed to be more perfectly suited to your own body's needs and pleasure than any random trainee girl's. It's hard to describe, but there is truly no more rapturous an experience than enjoying a perfect vagina your body created to be ideally suited to your own penis.

'Even if, unlike me, you choose not to make coupling with your daughters a regular practice, I must recommend every father try it at least once—it will absolutely be the best orgasm of your life.'

It had been an enlightening conversation, and I pondered Martin's words the rest of the day, marveling at the simple beauty and reasonableness of his way of thinking, and recalling again how marvelously sexy and fun and free his granddaughter Elizabeth was when being trained by four fathers she'd only just met at the father-daughter party at Martin's house, which was certainly a testament to the success of his methods.

My wife Morgan Lynn did not come home that night. As a married woman with a daughter who had celebrated her Festival, she was now eligible to have sex with any young men she chose between the ages of eighteen and twenty-four, to teach them sexual skills and a proper understanding and appreciation of a female body; Tuesday and Thursday evenings she'd typically shower and change at her downtown law office before going straight to working with whatever young buck, or bucks, she'd selected for their lessons.

As the twins' Festival got closer, and as my evenings were now often engaged in training other men's daughters, they had taken more responsibility for their hygiene and grooming, and now I only bathed them each once a week, on Morgan's training nights.

I always looked forward to bath nights with my daughters; it was an opportunity for me to check in with their bodies and ensure they were healthy and feeling well, and chat about school or friends or life in general with them, and it was important in our full house for each of the girls to get some one-on-one time with me regularly.

Now that Jennifer had celebrated her Festival and was in training, I no longer bathed her, and I now realized with chagrin that in losing things as seemingly insignificant as a weekly bath, she might in fact be missing so much more as well.

Tonight was Selena's bath, and at eight o'clock I followed the trail of steam up the stairs to where it was filtering out from beneath the door along with the rushing sound of the bathtub faucet, and knocked.

'You can come in, daddy!' Selena called.

I opened the door just as she was pulling her white tank top over her head, and her muffled, '...I'm just getting undressed!' coincided perfectly with the delightful, steam-swirled sight of her large breasts tumbling heavily from beneath the thin fabric as her athletic frame flexed and stretched wonderfully.

Shaking her thick head of blonde hair free from her top, she gave a big smile upon seeing me standing there watching her. I couldn't help but smile back at her, of course; how could there be any other reaction to seeing her full, firm figure in the warm light of the bathroom sconces above the big free-standing tub? She was beautiful, and I adored the way the waistband of her simple white bikini-cut around-the-house panties bit gently into the delectable puppy fat that smoothed her wide hips.

I kissed her in greeting and stepped behind her to check on the state of the filling bathtub, taking a moment to admire how her gloriously full butt cheeks hung free, framed by her waistband and the narrow strip of fabric that joined it from between her exquisite curves of her booty.

She bent and peeled her panties down her thick thighs, treating me to a glimpse of what lay buried deep between them, and tossed her underthings aside, turning to face me, completely naked now, and raising her arms to put her hair up in a loose bun.

She grinned, happily basking in my gaze as I looked her up and down; her ease in being nude in front of me the product of long custom.

'Selena, sweetheart, you're looking so beautiful and strong. How's that hamstring feeling?'

She laughed, running her hands over her body and taking a little physical inventory in the charming way girls often do after they take off their clothes, and squeezed her breasts briefly, pinching her nipples gently with her thumb and forefinger.

'Thank you, daddy, I'm really doing my best. It's way better than last week.'

Selena was beautiful; her blue eyes that sparkled in anticipation of her special time with me, her large breasts that hung with such perfect fullness, her dark nipples the highlights of her bosomy landscape where they sprung pertly from the centers of her small, cleanly-delineated areolas.

The twins were identical, and the only ways the average person could tell them apart was by Serena's light scattering of freckles across her shoulders and breasts, and the fact that Selena was the slightly curvier of the pair, and her pussy was a little fatter, with a shorter slit in her mound than her sister, which lent her private area an even more elegantly simple, innocent appearance.

Selena's soccer coach kept strict grooming standards for his players, and she had trimmed her pubic hair into a clean, short landing strip that burst like a blonde exclamation point from the top of her slit.



Both of the twins were shaping up into incredible examples of the female sex, and I had no doubt they would be very competitive in multiple categories in their Festival; it seemed overconfident to imagine they would take first place like Jennifer, but I wouldn't be surprised if they did, and they would certainly make a splash and place well regardless.

The tub had filled, and I'd added some bubbles, and Selena took my hand and climbed into the warm, deep water, lowering herself luxuriously into the soft mountains of white foam, lying back, and sighing deeply as I took her hair down and began to wash it, working the shampoo into her heavy gold tresses and massaging her scalp while we chatted about life and whatever else she wanted to talk about.

Her breasts rose deliciously from the water as she leaned further back so I could rinse her hair, her nipples crinkling immediately as they left the liquid heat of the bath water and emerged into the cooler air of the bathroom; they didn't suffer long, however, as I finished and she dipped them back under the suds where they were kept happily warm and wet.

'Alright, sweetheart, stand up so I can do your front.'

She rose from the water, which was above her knees, the suds coursing magnificently from her body as if in slow motion, cascading in breathtaking, milky profusion down the precipitous slopes of her alpine breasts and spilling off in two torrential, foaming cataracts from their full underbellies; small floes of soap bubbles ran aground against her dark nipples and clung for life to her bath-crinkled nubs for a few seconds before losing their grasp and slipping, beyond the point of return, down the sleek, expansive curve of her bosoms and racing down her smooth tummy and into the beckoning warmth of her broad, smooth pussy mound,

I gathered her hair into a thick, wet twist, and retrieved a large, soft sponge from the side of the tub, soaking it and squeezing it over her chest.

Taking her left breast in my hand, I steadied it with a firm grip on its full, heavy underside, and used my other hand to carefully scrub it thoroughly with the sponge, not neglecting her areola and nipple.

Then I dropped the sponge in the bath and used my hand to ensure the soap had been worked well into her silky skin, rubbing and twisting her nipple to make sure it was clean, and massaging her breast with slow, strong squeezes from both my hands, before repeating the process with her right breast as Selena purred happily while telling me the latest gossip about one of the girls on the soccer team.

'Selena, your breasts are becoming really extraordinarily lovely,' I said in genuine admiration, 'The men who train you after your Festival are going to love them so much...'

She giggled abashedly and thanked me politely; she'd always been the shyer of the twins, and compliments on her body still made her blush.

Lifting her arms above her head, I soaped her underarms, kneading the soap into the exquisite hollows with my knuckles and savoring her short-cropped golden fuzz that caught the bubbles and covered itself in a fine, soft lather under my fingers.

I scrubbed down her belly and sides, the sponge caressing her powerful curves as I delighted in caring for her beautiful body. I tapped the edge of the tub with my hand.

'Up here, sweety.'

Despite their periodic behavioral issues, normal for girls in their teen years, the twins were actually well-trained for girls their age, and already responded immediately and reflexively to many basic commands, particularly concerning the positioning of their body; and Selena instantly complied, raising her leg and setting her foot on the tub so I could bathe her vagina.

I pressed her knee to the side so I had more room to work, and her fat outer lips split apart like the ripest and sweetest of fruit, revealing a dark pink interior that glistened in the vanity lights; we used a special moisturizing soap for the girls' vaginas, and I squeezed a healthy amount of the sweet-smelling cream into my hand and began working it into my daughter's genitals.

I worked carefully, gently massaging the soap into her petite inner lips before locating her clitoris and doing the same with it; Selena's face fell into a dreamy smile as I made sure her pussy was nice and clean.

'Daddy,' she said, suddenly pensive, 'Can I ask you something?'

'Of course, sweety.' I nodded. Her inner bits done, I began scrubbing her outer lips with the fingers of both my hands, kneading the sweetly-scented soap into a dense, fine lather in her blond landing strip, and reaching through her legs and cleaning all along her inner thighs, and back past her untouched opening to her perineum and the undersides and inner sides of her butt cheeks.

She bit her lush lower lip, partly in her troubled puzzlement over the question she wanted to ask, and partly in dreamy, distracted pleasure as my hands rubbed and kneaded and massaged the delicate, nerve-rich flesh of her pelvic area.

'Why do men have to...have to...always be so interested in looking at my...at my vagina?'

I looked at her and smiled.

'Honey, I know your classes at school have explained that. It's how humans reproduce—your vagina is where a man needs to put his sperm, and doing that feels really, really good to the man, so most guys are always interested in a girl's cunny. Turn around and put your hands on the wall, sweetheart, so I can wash your backside.'

She obeyed, the water splashing as she maneuvered in the big tub, spreading her stance wide and placing both her hands high on the back wall of the shower, and stretching her beautiful body out to give me access to every inch of it.

Her buttocks swayed and rolled with the fullness of their own weight as she moved, the strong arch she gave her back in order to ensure I could get to all of her bits offering me a delightful accidental little twerk of her behind that playfully caught my adoring gaze with its coy glimpses of her fat cunny.

'I know that, daddy,' she groaned, suddenly growing plaintive with innocent, shocked sensibility, 'but, like, why?! Why does it have to be my vagina? It's my special, personal place—and why does it have to be their...penis?! It's just...so gross!'

I pressed the heavy sponge against her shoulders at the nape of her neck, watching mesmerized as the thick sheets of suds coursed down her muscular back, eddied in the small of her back at the cleavage of her stocky haunches, and cascaded down into the sumptuous valley between her buttocks, before I followed their serpentine path with the sponge and with my hand.

She had been raised, like all good girls, to consider her female bits to be special, private parts of her body that she should only allow a few, particular people to look at and touch; now, as her Festival drew closer, she was beginning to grapple with the daunting, strange future that awaited her after her virginity was taken while the town watched, and she was released to the eligible men of the community as one of the new sexually available girls for them to enjoy and teach, responsible for allowing them to use her body for any pleasant copulatory diversions they might devise.

Her private parts would become very public parts, and Selena, in her inexperience, was greatly appalled by the admittedly somewhat brutal and at times viscerally indelicate mechanics of her body's natural use, and it was understandable that the idea of her beautiful, delicate vagina being casually inspected and pawed and penetrated and creamed by every man who wanted to try her out might make her ambivalent, at best, and fill her with an honest horror at worst.

'Sweetheart, your vagina is special and very precious, and it always will be—that will never change. But it was made to be enjoyed—you were made to be enjoyed, every bit of you. And part of growing up is embracing the fact that your body is a beautiful blessing in the world, and your most important, natural purpose is to allow that beautiful blessing to be shared and enjoyed, and to learn, from as many men as are willing to take the time to train you, how to give pleasure—you know very well that that is your duty as a girl, honey.

'I promise that your body will do well in your lessons, and you'll learn wonderful things that you were created to do, and the tremendous delight that you were designed to bring to the men who will choose to handle you after your Festival—even though it will mean letting them look at, and touch, and taste your vagina; and yes, sometimes they may even want to put their penises in it for a little while.'

Selena gave a slow, resigned nod against the shower wall, and groaned as if she'd just been told that summer vacation wouldn't mean a break from her household chores.

'Do they have to...to put their whole...thing...in me, daddy?'

I flailingly considered my response, and settled on a factually accurate answer that elided both truth and reality in my attempts to defuse a conversation I wasn't sure how to end on a positive note for my daughter.

'Well, no, Selena, they don't have to put their whole penis inside you—they can sometimes just put the tip in your opening, and train you like that. But if a man wants you to take all of him in your vagina, you need to say yes, sir, and let him, okay?'

She nodded again, a little more brightly this time, relieved somewhat to learn that it was at least possible for a man to train her without fully penetrating her, regardless of how relatively unlikely that would actually be, and said she understood, and that she would try to be obedient in her lessons, even if a man wanted to put all of his penis in her.

I wished there was something more I could say or do to assuage her growing anxiousness; it wasn't uncommon for girls to have some difficulty processing the raw realities of what their training would comprise after they'd celebrated their Festival, and I could understand her reluctance at the idea of being required to allow her young body to be enjoyed and used and handled by any eligible man who took an interest in her.

As I soaped her juicy buttocks and the backs of her thighs, she told me how one of her teachers had recently selected her to play the role of a debutante in a mock Festival with her social studies class, and had made her undress so that he and three of the boys in her class, playing the parts of Festival judges, could inspect and grade her body for the educational benefit of the other students.

The tension of her stance as she told her story caused her haunches to spread, and the view of her body from behind was breathtaking; between her two full buttocks, her exquisite pudenda nestled like a smooth, perfectly ripe fruit bisected neatly by a pristine slit that remained closed all the way back to the very last opportunity, where it hinted at an impossibly tight little opening that had yet to be breached by any cock.

Lifting one of her butt cheeks, I gently scrubbed her vulva and anus, working the soapy water into her most personal areas and checking carefully to make sure that besides her carefully-trimmed patch of fur, every centimeter of her pubic area was smooth and free from stray blonde stubble.

She had done a good job, as she usually did when it came to her grooming, and I finished her nethers with a few slow, thorough rubs of my thumb to her clitoris to reward her, spreading her lips with my other hand and watching closely and with paternal satisfaction as her sweet, hymen-protected opening pulsed and winked in a healthy, normal response to my gentle, experienced stimulation of her little pink button.

Selena's eyes closed and she dropped her head and hung it between her arms, her entire body softening and a tiny, melodic hum drifting from the back of her throat that rose and fell in time with my thumb's slow little circles around the delicate pink hood of her clitoris.

She trained very hard for lacrosse, and while I was happy to see her body's tight, sore muscles relax and release a little in a natural, involuntary response to direct clitoral stimulation, bath nights were not for orgasms—something I'd been amused to find I needed to clarify for my daughters surprisingly early on.

When told, however, that they could either have bath night without cumming, or no bath night at all, the girls unanimously, if begrudgingly, voted for the net gain.

I was carefully observing Selena now as I used my thumb to tell her, with a little pleasure, that she was a good girl for taking such good care of her bikini area on her own; and after only perhaps eight or ten patient little orbits of my thumb's tip around her tiny blushing Venus, I heard a slight, almost indistinguishable change in the pitch of her kittenish hum.

I coolly released my grasp on her genitals and brought both my hands to her soapy buttocks, took two healthy handfuls, and calmly, firmly gripped their magnificent curves to help ground and rein-in Selena as she shivered and whimpered and dutifully tried to regain her composure.

'Selena, control yourself. Breathe.'

I pressed my fingers into her soft flesh, marveling at the powerful spring of my daughter's glute muscles deep beneath the surface of her creamy skin as I felt them flex and shudder in the epic battle being waged between her wanton, inarticulate hunger, and her equally strong desire to be a good girl and save her orgasms for the right time, and quietly reminded her to breathe.

'Yes...daddy...oh...I want to cum...' she whispered into the shower wall.

Her ragged breathing slowed and deepened as I was pleased to see her practice the breath-work exercises she'd been taught to help walk herself back from the brink of impermissible climax.

She was beautifully spread under my grip, and every inch of her gorgeous body shone wet. As she took a final, slow, extra-deep breath and exhaled shudderingly, successfully containing her wayward impulses, I watched a heavy, pure droplet of her clear, slick girl nectar spill from her vagina and roll down her pristine slit.

It gathered momentum as it slipped steeply through some stray soap suds constellating in the region of her clitoris, and plunged headlong, a gleaming pendulum suspended by a diamond thread, into the empty firmament between Selena's thickly sculpted thighs.

I watched, enchanted, as the silken strand on which the bead of her syrupy juices hung gathered tiny soap bubbles from her vagina as it stretched, and they studded its length like minuscule pearls on a string.

As the heavy drop disappeared into the snowy peaks of bath bubbles beneath Selena's peach slit, the strand reached its limits and snapped, bursting into a thousand tiny shining bits of soap bubble and girl-cum, some of which caught the air currents in the steam and floated about the bathroom like tiny stars.

'Good girl,' I murmured approvingly.

Having gotten hold of herself, she threw her head back and groaned the eternal groan of the disappointed daughter who didn't get what she wanted because her father knows best, and I shook my head with a little smile to clear my own reverie.

Maintaining my firm grip on her soft flesh, I slowly drew my hands down the magnificent curves of her buttocks, then down the back of her thighs, squeezing them tightly, and over the hollows behind her knees, and down her sprung calves, glorying in her thick musculature and the extravagant curves of her hindquarters.

I tapped her lightly just below her left knee, and as she'd been trained, she responded by obediently shifting her weight unsteadily to her right leg and reaching her left foot back towards me, offering me her sole so I could wash her foot.

Like the rest of her body, her adorable feet were compactly proportioned—I had always affectionately called them her cave-bear paws—and I savored the intimate feeling of her round, impeccably manicured, water-wrinkled toes slipping delightfully through my fingers as I worked the soapy water between them.

She let out a low moan of pleasure as I took a minute to massage her pink sole, willingly yielding her tight athletic arches to my strong hands, then did the same to her muscular calf; when I'd finished, I tapped her other leg and repeated the process on her right foot, and she continued her woeful school tale.

'...and daddy, the boys were so excited to look at my vagina,' she lamented, mortified, 'and they touched me, and even...tasted me...and so did Mr. Desilva, and they talked about how good they thought my cunny looked, and what kinds of awful things they wanted to do to me...'

Her voice trembled and nearly broke as she related her story; my heart went out to her, but it was a commonly accepted practice to use schoolgirls for educational and demonstration purposes of many kinds, and somehow she would need to come to terms with the fact that her beautiful body was going to be in greater and greater demand as she matured, as was only right and proper.

I stood her up and turned her around again to face me, taking the brass shower nozzle down from its hook and turning the faucet handle to release the powerful, warm stream so I could rinse her body off.

'...I like it when you touch me there, like this in the shower, daddy, but...but I just don't know how I'm going to—I just don't want a bunch of other men to look at me and—and put their big ugly penises in me all the time, daddy. It looks like it hurts—there's no way a man's penis will fit in me and not...'

I tilted her chin up and carefully sprayed down her breasts, pinching her nipples to ensure they responded properly by growing erect and crinkled as the stream pelted their dark nubs; then raised her arms and rinsed the soap from her golden fuzz in the precious hollows beneath them.

I instructed her to lift her leg again and return her foot to the edge of the tub, and to reach up and steady herself with her hands on the shower curtain rod, since the intense sensations often meant the twins had difficulty holding still and staying on their feet when I rinsed their vaginas.

I rotated the shower head to the 'pulsate' setting, spread her juicy mons wide with one hand, and aimed the warm stream into her slit; I'd found that the rapidly repeating rhythm of the softly pounding torrent was especially effective for rinsing every bit of soap from all the nooks and crannies of the girls' cunnies, and I used the gentle jet to carefully, thoroughly irrigate between her sets of vaginal lips, and under and around the edges of her dainty clitoral hood.

I leaned in close to her swollen, tender genitals and spent a few moments doing the best job I could ensuring I'd fully rinsed her copious girl-cum from her entrance, checking my work with a few businesslike strokes of my fingertip across her delicate hymen to confirm that her private area was soft and velvety, and free from the slick drip of her vaginal secretions. Clean vaginas were a very important thing in our home.

Selena closed her eyes and hung slackly from the the shower rod, a long, low hum of pleasure escaping her lips as I worked; despite her best efforts to be a good girl and hold perfectly still as I worked my fingers around her sensitive female parts, gently flipping her labia this way and that under the shower stream and pulling up on the hood of her clitoris up to spray underneath it and make sure it was free of suds, she still trembled and shook as her body responded naturally to even the simple fatherly, non-sexual stimulation I was giving to her secret bits as part of her bath.

She stepped shakily out of the tub when I was finished, and I wrapped her in a giant, fluffy towel and kissed her, trying my best to reassure her innocent sensibilities as I dried her briskly off.

'I know it's strange and weird sometimes when you imagine it now, honey,' I said, her big blue eyes pleading with me in vain to tell her she would never have to let men breed her as I bundled her impressive breasts into the towel and fluffed and bounced their generous heft in the warm, heavy cloth, pinching and rolling her thick nipples through the plush terry to dry them, 'But I need you to trust me, Selena—you know your body was made for men to have sex with, and the training you receive after your Festival will always be designed perfectly for what your trainers think is most valuable for you to learn.'



I dried off her tummy and sides before bending down and buffing the delicacy between her thighs, muffling her plump vulva in the luxurious Turkish cotton weave and brusquely toweling it with firm, businesslike strokes before briskly, affectionately mussing her tidy blonde scruff, and finally gently dabbing the water from between her labia.

'Let's just take it one day at a time, sweetheart, and I promise that when the time comes, you'll be ready for men to enjoy you properly, and they won't injure you, and they're going to absolutely treasure being inside here,' I said with a smile, lightly tapping the silky skin of her fresh, clean pussy with my finger.

I could tell she was still only somewhat mollified, but she said she trusted me, and promised that she'd do her best to be a good trainee when her time came, and I sent her to bed with a kiss and a pat on her clean, bare bottom.

It had been a very busy, emotionally demanding day, and the fact that I had not had a chance to train another man's daughter meant that dealing with my own girls' troubles made my situation even harder; I was in a state of extremely pent-up and frustrated sexual energy when I went to bed, and couldn't stop thinking about my conversations with all three of my daughters, and of their irresistible naked bodies that all needed their own brand of special attention right now, and of how thorny certain fatherly conundrums could be.

Morgan Lynn quietly slipped through the master bedroom door much later, and I heard the shower faucet hiss to life as she cleaned up after teaching her lessons this evening, and I was already hard when she softly climbed into bed next to me; I growled a sleepy greeting and wrapped my big arm around her waist, and she let out a pleasantly surprised squeak as her light, lithe body slid easily across the clean cotton sheets as I pulled her effortlessly against me like a little spoon.

I held her tightly against me with my arm around her tummy, my other arm enfolding her chest and my hand possessively grasping her soft breast, and I pressed myself easily into her as she gasped and bucked a little at the sudden, irresistible nature of my need.

I held her close, warning her to be quiet and not to wake the girls with her moans, and repeatedly drove into her with deep, long strokes, reveling in her tight little body as it struggled to take my full cock.

It was clear from the state of her vagina that she'd recently been fucked, but it was also clear, as I pressed my length into her, that she hadn't been penetrated as deeply as I was probing her insides now, and she whimpered and arched as I forced her body to accommodate my imperative erection, and she struggled to give me her last inches of capacity.

My hand went from her throat to over her mouth, preventing her from crying out too loudly, and I savored the primal sensation of her cunny spasming and gripping desperately along the length of my penis as I showered her shoulders and the back of her neck with hungry kisses, breathing in her womanly scent until I exploded inside her, and we fell asleep together with her in my arms, my slowly softening cock still buried inside her, my cum and hers trickling deliciously out of her well-used pussy.

The next day we had a talk about our daughters, and I related everything that had happened the day before, as well as my conversation with Martin. It wasn't the first time these issues had come up with the girls, but none of them seemed to be resolving themselves on their own, and it was beginning to seem like some changes in parenting strategies might be in order.

As usual, Morgan Lynn's cogent perspective and emotional intelligence added valuable clarity to the situation.

She pointed out that times were different than when we were young, and that there was a growing belief that teaching girls to familiarize themselves with their own bodies, and to understand the things that gave them pleasure, was actually quite beneficial for their sometimes difficult transition from simple, innocent young girls to eager and successful sexual trainees.

Our goal had always been for our daughters to excel in their training after their Festivals, she reminded me, and while it seemed a bit shocking to both of us, she observed that it may be time to consider implementing masturbation as a teaching tool in preparing the twins for their future responsibilities.

'And I know you never planned on being the kind of father who has sex with his daughters,' she said thoughtfully, 'but I understand Jennifer's feelings. You know my dad—he's old-school, and he would never have agreed to it, but when I was Jennifer's age, shortly after my Festival, I had a lot of the same emotions, and I would have given anything for him to do the things with me that Jennifer wants with you.

'Robert, it's hard for a daughter who grew up feeling so close to you and loved by you to suddenly be handed over to other men for their pleasure and instruction; she probably feels a little lost and abandoned, and after sharing herself so fully with you for so long, it's disorienting to lose that connection so abruptly and be forced to look for the tenderness and affection she's accustomed to from you in the arms of strange men she's never met.

'No one said raising daughters was going to be easy, and you've worked so hard to be a great dad for our girls. I think they all are expressing a need in their own ways for you to be their trustworthy, supportive, loving father in a new way right now. I trust you to be that for them.'

I was deeply touched by my wife's counsel, and together we formulated a plan that we hoped would give our girls what they needed, and would keep my relationship with them special, and would help them prepare for their training duties with even more confidence and anticipation. Starting next Tuesday evening, when Morgan was out training her boys, I would begin a special series of lessons for our daughters here at home. I could not wait.

To be continued...






How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 13b

(Continued from Ch. 13a)

Thank you to all my readers for your continued inspiration and enthusiasm. I hope you like this one.

All characters are over the age of 18. This chapter, like most of this series, features graphic scenes of men having sex with their own daughters, so if that's not something you'd like (which I understand), just be warned. There are also scenes of reluctance and authoritarianism/domination.

I love to hear from my readers. Write me anytime, and remember to include your email address in the PM if you want a reply.

Enjoy,

Robert

* * * * *

At breakfast the following Tuesday, I announced to the girls that I had some household changes to discuss, and we would be having a father-daughter meeting that night at eight o'clock, upstairs in the master bedroom; there was excited, puzzled chatter as they tried to guess the reason, but I left the details fuzzy and simply assured them it was all good news.

As the twins left for school, I pulled Jennifer aside after breakfast.

'Sweetheart, one of the main purposes for this evening is that I want to start teaching Serena and Selena a little more about what their training will really be like after their Festival, so they can be more confident and excited about it—especially Selena.'

'You mean, kind of like Elizabeth and Mr. Davis, daddy?' She asked, immediately perking up.

'Kind of; Elizabeth is really impressively skilled and confident in her lessons for how new of a trainee she is, and all of us fathers loved handling her at the party. She was honestly one of my favorite girls there.'

Jennifer smiled a knowing smile, and nodded eagerly.

'I know, daddy...I like her a lot, too.'

'I just want to give the twins every chance to excel in their training after their Festival, and I had a long talk with Mr. Davis about how he trained Elizabeth, and I think there are some good things we can implement that will help them get a jumpstart on their lessons.

'Since you've already celebrated your Festival and are doing so well already in your duties, I would like you to be my assistant tonight, please. Your perspective and experience will be so good for them, I think, and it will be fun for you and me to work together on this.'

Her eyes grew wide with possibility; as the eldest sister she was clearly flattered to be picked as daddy's special helper for such an important project, and she nodded eagerly, assuring me that she'd do her best to aid me in any way I needed.

As on Thursdays, Morgan didn't come home that evening, and after dinner I told the girls to meet me upstairs in their mother's and my bedroom after they'd finished washing the dishes.

The master bedroom was large and nicely furnished thanks to Morgan Lynn's well-honed domestic instincts and good taste, with a couple of overstuffed antique chairs by the bay window and lots of giant pillows arranged on the high, four-poster king bed; the master bath with its glass shower and open granite tub opened off to the side, and across from the foot of the bed was the closet, whose large sliding doors were simply giant mirrors.

I turned the lights down a bit to make a relaxing, tranquil atmosphere, and the girls, who didn't normally spend much time in our room, filed respectfully in, dressed in their usual around-the-house outfits of simple panties and light tank tops, twittering excitedly amongst themselves about what could be the purpose of our meeting. I told them to hop up on the bed, and they kneeled or sat cross-legged on the luxurious duvet, waiting patiently to hear what I had to say.

'Girls, you know that your mom and I want you to thrive in your training after your Festival, and we're always going to try to do what's best for you as we learn more about raising bright, beautiful young girls. We've realized that there are some things we can do better, and so we're going to have special lessons on Tuesday nights about what it means to be a good trainee, and what to expect, and what you can do to feel more confident and excited about your responsibilities after your Festival.'

My daughters' eyes grew wide, and they glanced quizzically at each other and then back at me.

'Tonight is our first lesson, and I'm going to show you what happens when a man trains you, and we can discuss it and talk about any questions or concerns you may have; mostly, however, I want you to see that being handled by eligible men is a beautiful, natural experience that you can enjoy and find fulfillment in, because it is your fundamental purpose.

'Before we do that, however, your mother and I have talked, and we've decided that even though it's different than what we've done until now, and it may seem a little strange at first, we think it's best...that you be allowed to masturbate now that you're getting older.'

This momentous announcement was met with shocked, disbelieving silence, until Serena broke it with her customary pragmatic frankness.

'Wait, daddy, you mean...we can touch ourselves, and we won't get in trouble?'

I nodded, amused at her skepticism.

'Yes, Serena, we want you to start to learn exactly what sorts of things feel good to you when your vaginas are handled, because it will help you feel better in your lessons, and can help you be a better trainee for the men who will be enjoying your bodies after you celebrate your Festival.'

The girls erupted into squeals of excitement; evidently masturbation was high on their list of things they really wanted to do.

'We're going start tonight by learning more about proper masturbation technique, so I want you all undress and we can get started.'

My daughters gleefully stripped out of their already negligible clothing, and were soon naked in a charming little row on our bed, Serena's hand already reaching between her thighs to caress her seemingly always hungry cunny.

I instructed them to lay back and open their legs, and was treated to the incredible sight of my three daughters' beautiful vaginas lined up in a fantastic array as they complied.

'Now, Jennifer has had more experience with this than you other two, so Jennifer, why don't you start by showing us how you touch yourself to get ready for training, and talk us through what you do. Selena and Serena, come close so you can watch.'

My oldest daughter's eyes shone with pride and responsibility as she understood the importance of her role in tonight's lesson, and she began describing to her sisters how she liked to masturbate when being trained, her fingers gently rubbing her vulva as she talked.

'Yes, daddy...so, I like to just use my fingertips first to kind of rub around my clitoris, like this, really slow, until I feel it get kind of...hard...like it is now...and usually pretty soon I start to feel myself getting wet...then I like to use my whole hand, like this, to rub my whole cunny, and then I dip my fingers inside me a little, like this...'

I moved closer to get a better view, and was enamored to see her labia growing slick and glistening with her juices as she touched herself; my reverie was interrupted by Selena's distressed voice.

'Daddy, I can't put my fingers inside me—I just know there's no way I could fit a man's penis in me.'

I understood her concern, and I reminded her that like all girls who had not yet been trained, her precious vagina was protected right now, and would open up once she'd been deflowered at her Festival; it was a good teaching opportunity, and I had the twins spread their labia so they could see each other's hymens and their identical tiny openings, and could compare them to Jennifer's larger, receptive vaginal entrance which had once looked almost exactly like theirs, but that was able to take a man's penis inside it without too much difficulty now.

Using her fingers, she carefully spread herself wide and gaped her gorgeous vagina, showing how she could fit a cock in it.

'Did it...did it hurt?' Selena asked.

Jennifer laughed and shrugged, reveling in the opportunity to play the expert in such an important matter.

'Not really—I mean, a little bit, but it also felt really good in a weird way. It's strange at first, but you can feel your body really wants it once a man puts his penis in you.'

Selena seemed slightly reassured, though far from fully convinced, and I encouraged her to touch herself and explore around her own vulva to figure out what felt good to her; she was lagging behind Serena, who had dived in enthusiastically and was already close to orgasm, her head thrown back into the pillows on the bed and her whole body spread wide and flexed in arousal as she rapidly fluttered her fingers around her pink girl bits, her breathing becoming halting and an insistent whine emanating from her as she diddled herself closer to a lovely, creamy climax.

The room was soon filled with the wonderful sounds of three slick, wet vaginas being teased into a frenzy, and of three beautiful girls' voices whimpering and moaning as they experimented with the kinds of touches that filled them with longing and warmth.

I moved from one daughter to the next, offering helpful tips and sometimes using my own fingers to aid them in discovering their favorite places to be caressed; Selena began to relax and enjoy herself as I played lightly with her breasts and kissed her while she gently circled her untouched entrance, gathering up some of her copious fluids and rubbing them into her diminutive clitoris like I suggested.

As they got more comfortable, I instructed each of them to figure out what kind of touching felt best to them, and then I went to each of them and did a little experiment.

'I want you to show me how and where you're touching yourself, and then I'll try to do the same thing in the same way, so you can feel the difference,' I said.

Selena, unsurprisingly, was happily content with the softest and gentlest of light pets to her outer lips, and she made sweet circles around her mound as she caressed her beautiful vulva, her legs spread wide so her fingertips could explore the full expanse of her broad pussy.

I watched for a few minutes as she showed me what felt really good, her eyes fluttering and tiny, halting sighs coming from her lips as she found her new favorite thing, and then I instructed her to remove her hand from her vagina, replacing it with my own.

She gasped as soon as my hand made contact, and as I did my best to replicate her movements, gently running my hand along her velvet lips in sweet, patient circles, she suddenly came, a silent, shuddering orgasm rocking her smooth, curvaceous body as I stroked her cheek and smiled into her overwrought blue eyes.

Serena soon followed suit, pushed over the edge by the sight and sound of her identical sister achieving sexual release in a way that until tonight had been strictly verboten, and she suddenly cried out in ecstasy and rocked her hips rapidly against her delicate fingers; I could have sworn she shot me a mischievous look of gleeful triumph in return for all the spankings she'd received while growing up for doing this exact thing, before her eyes closed and she was swept up in her voluptuous blonde release.

Jennifer, more experienced in the ways of her own body, prolonged her pleasure a bit longer with her breathing and tempo, and soon came as well, all three of my daughters now splayed breathlessly in panting, spent heaps of naked girl flesh on my bed as they basked in the afterglow of their special orgasms, and we discussed how much more intense and pleasurable it could to be touched by someone else, and Jennifer, taking her role as my helper seriously, confirmed that she found being handled in her lessons to be extremely fun.

I was beside myself with the beauty and intimacy of what I had just witnessed, and I chuckled as I checked on each of them, gently fondling their happy vaginas and savoring their shudders and shivers of pleasure as I touched their sensitive, freshly-orgasmed private parts and told them they had all done a very good job.

I let them cool down for a few minutes, and had them each take a turn describing what they'd learned about how their vaginas liked to be touched and what their orgasms felt like. Selena said that she liked it when I ran my hands softly all over her body as she rubbed her clitoris and labia really gently and slowly, while Serena said she had found that rubbing her clitoris quite rapidly and firmly, and squeezing her breasts, had made her cum really hard.

'Good girls,' I said. 'Being able to use your words to describe to an eligible man how he can best enjoy your bodies is a very important skill; these are the kinds of things you will be able to tell the men who train you, in order to help them get the most enjoyment they can from handling you.

'We'll keep working on this as part of these lessons; I want you to be comfortable articulating clearly and frankly how you respond to different types of training, so that men can make the best decisions on how to use your bodies and get the most pleasure from them.'

A look of growing astonishment and relief was on Selena's face.

'You mean this could be, like, a real lesson, daddy? Like, a man could have me tell him how I like to be touched, and then make me...masturbate...in front of him...and he'd touch me all over, and kiss me, like you did, until I...I have an orgasm?'

I chuckled and nodded, happy that she was already, only this early into our first father-daughter lesson, beginning to realize the possibility that her sexual training was going to be something to look forward to, not fear.

'Yes, sweetheart, as a matter of fact, that is exactly the way many of your lessons will be. Your duty, as an eligible girl, is to learn to be the best you can at letting men enjoy your body, and a big part of that—which Jennifer is already getting very good at—is learning to find your own pleasure in what a man is doing, because that will bring him even more pleasure. Sometimes a man might choose to work with you on developing your ability to have orgasms in different ways; you must focus, and concentrate, and do your best to relax and do exactly what he says, so he can train you properly.'

It was time to move on to the next lesson I had planned for the evening, so I wrapped up our section on masturbation with some homework.

'Your vaginas are now really wet and well-lubricated, girls, and while you can't really tell right now, they are also softer and stretchier inside, and all of this makes it easier for a man to train you without hurting you.

'This is something you need to take responsibility for; a good girl should always be ready, at a moment's notice, to let a man enjoy her body, and so Serena and Selena, I want you to practice touching yourself and making yourself wet this week—your goal should be to train your vaginas to lubricate themselves quickly and with only a little stimulation; ultimately, a girl should become so well-conditioned that she can become very wet in an instant by simply thinking about it, so that she can be easily and conveniently enjoyed by any man, anywhere, and at any time.

'I don't want you to just have a bunch of orgasms for no reason—this is about training and practice—but if you do sometimes accidentally cum while practicing touching yourself, that's okay too. No more spankings for masturbating, as long as you're taking it seriously, and visualizing being trained by an eligible man while you do it, okay?

'This week, I want you to imagine that you have a training appointment in the afternoon, and to practice masturbating to make yourself nice and wet beforehand so that it's easier and more fun for the man to handle you. When I come home from work, you are to meet me at the door and pretend that I'm the man who is coming to give you a lesson, and I'll check your vaginas to see that you've done a good job getting ready for me and that you're properly wet down there, okay?'

The twins nodded eagerly, and promised to take their homework seriously.

'Okay, the next thing we're going to talk about tonight is the penis,' I said crisply, motioning for the girls to sit up and pay attention. Still a little fuzzy-headed and giggly from their orgasms, they hauled themselves comically up from their lolling, blissed-out naked doggy pile they'd collapsed into, and knelt on the bed in front of me in a neat row, their hands on their thighs and their three exquisite pairs of breasts presented attentively.

'Some girls are excited by the idea of penises, but some girls are grossed-out or even scared of them; I want you girls to understand them, and respect them, and learn to enjoy them, and I want you to look forward to your training after your Festival, when you'll be working with many of them.'

I undressed as I spoke, and all the girls' eyes widened as I pulled my pants down and my cock sprung free, already fully erect from teaching them their lesson on masturbation.

While certainly not enormous, I am a serviceable and honest seven-and-a-half inches, with a businesslike, surprisingly meaty shaft; deep blue veins lace its length beneath the dark, soft skin, feeding circulation to the full, sculpted crown of the head, and while hardly massive, I found that most new trainee girls had some difficulty in taking my entirety into any of their bodily orifices, and often much of a lesson would be spent simply helping a new girl learn to take my cock's full length.

While the twins had certainly seen pictures of penises in their classes at school, I was certain this was the first time they'd been this near to one in real life, and it was the first time I'd ever shown them mine.

Serena and Jennifer immediately bounced excitedly forward on the bed to get a closer look, while Selena shrank back imperceptibly, her expression consternated but curious. I sternly motioned her to come join her sisters, and she slowly obeyed, her wide eyes locked on my penis.

'I apologize girls—I wanted to let you examine my penis in its normal state, but I'm already fully erect, which is normal when surrounded by three beautiful naked girls like you. I'll let you take some time to look at it when it's soft again after we finish our lesson tonight.'

I took a few moments to walk them through the basic anatomy of the male genitalia, explaining how the testicles fed semen up through my prominent urethra in order to ejaculate it deep inside a girl's body through the little hole at the tip of my penis, and described the pleasurable sensitivity of the head and shaft and scrotum to touches of many kinds.

My attempts at demystifying the male sex organ seemed to help, and all three girls were fascinated by my cock, leaning close to examine it as I gave them a little tour of the premesis. I gestured to Serena.

'Here, sweetheart, go ahead and touch it—I want you to get used to the feel and behavior of a man's penis when he's training you.'

She eagerly reached out and ran her fingertips up the shaft, then gently squeezed the head between her thumb and finger, giggling at the spongy texture beneath the silky skin. My cock swelled further under her touch, and reared back in her hand of its own accord with a couple strong flexes as I felt the amazing sensation of my daughter's inexperienced fingers exploring her father's cock for the first time. It was...magical.

She looked up at me quizzically, her mouth a silent 'O' as she felt the strong muscles of my penis press into her palm, and I assured her that when a man's member did that sort of thing, it meant that whatever she was doing felt really good to him, and she should keep doing it until he said to stop. She beamed with pride as she realized she was doing such a good job already, with her first cock ever, and studiously, painstakingly continued with her gentle, tentative explorations.



I motioned to Jennifer and Selena to join their sister, and they all began chattering excitedly in low voices as they explored their father's hard cock with their hands and eyes, comparing notes on its appearance and feel in their hands, and imagining the things I did to other girls with it. I was delighted to see them all become so comfortable and at ease around their first penis, and was even more confident that these father-daughter lessons would only be a good thing for the twins.

Selena looked up at me, wonder in her eyes as she processed the incredible experience of touching her first erect cock.

'Daddy, it's really heavy,' she said, gripping my shaft in her fist and shaking it gently, feeling its tumescent heft in her small white hand as she imagined this large tool being used on her.

'And it's really warm, daddy!' Serena chimed in delightedly, caressing the head in her palm and toying with its pink, rubbery crown. 'Why does it have this?'

'That's a very good question, Serena,' I said, as she beamed with pride at my approval for how seriously she was taking this lesson.

'Long ago, in prehistoric times, in ancient human tribes, making lots of strong, healthy babies was a very important thing, and girls needed to get pregnant as soon as they were old enough.

'When a young female had her first period and became fertile, the males of the tribe would take her into the forest a little ways away from the rest of the group, and would all take turns mating with her in order to ensure that she was successfully impregnated.

'Nature made it so that the strongest males, with the best sperm, would be more likely to pass on their genes, and so male humans evolved long penises with heads on them like this in order to do that.

'A long penis means that a male can ejaculate his semen deeper in a girl, and closer to her cervix, than a male with a shorter penis; when a male mates with a young female, and thrusts his penis in and out of her vagina, the head works like a little scoop that cleans the other males' cum out of her cunny so that his cum is more likely to impregnate her. Bigger heads like this can scoop more cum out, and a lot of girls are instinctively attracted to them for that reason.'

There were oohs and ahs of understanding from my daughters as they learned more about their history and their purpose. Selena seemed a little put off by the idea of a group of men carrying her off to breed her together, but Serena's eyes shone with primal fascination as she imagined herself being held down on the mossy green floor of an ancient forest and being sexually initiated by the all ranking males of her tribe.

She took my cock from her sisters, holding it protectively in both her hands, and looked up at me with more tender filial affection than I'd seen from her in a long time.

'Daddy, I really like your penis. It's...so...pretty...' she said, her eyes growing excited as a large drop of clear liquid spilled from my engorged head. 'Oh my gosh! Daddy, is this your...your sperm?'

I chuckled at her honest, frank enthusiasm for learning, and shook my head.

'No, sweetheart, my sperm are too small to see, and they're in my semen, which is going to be creamy and white. That's called precum. It's super slippery, and if it's spread around my penis it makes it easier to put in a girl's vagina without hurting her; it also lubricates the inside of my penis, so I can shoot my semen out further and harder.'

She teased the slick shimmer of clear fluid with her thumb, rubbing it contemplatively about the head of my hard cock.

'Does it feel good when I do this, daddy?'

I could barely contain myself; the situation was intensely arousing, and having my three daughters all learning about their sexual responsibilities by spending some pleasant time simply exploring and playing with my cock was almost too much to bear.

'Yes, honey, that feels amazing,' I said as steadily as I could, gritting my teeth and controlling myself as I tried to relax and let my daughters focus on their lesson.

I explained how putting his penis inside a girl was one of the most pleasurable things a man could do, and that once they'd celebrated their Festival, their responsibility was to bring as much pleasure to as many men as they could; as good girls, they would learn to use their bodies to help men achieve orgasm inside them, which was their fundamental purpose.

'Daddy, I think I just really like penises,' Serena laughed; I was not surprised to hear it. 'Your penis feels really good in my hand...I think I love it. It's so cool, daddy! Can I—can I lick it?'

I shook my head and groaned inwardly. As much as I would have loved to let her, it simply wasn't appropriate for a girl who hadn't celebrated her Festival to put cocks in her mouth, and I realized I needed to move the lesson along if I was to avoid the situation becoming progressively more improper.

Selena raised her hand timidly.

'Daddy, do they have to...have to put it inside the girl? Can't we just touch it? It's so big, daddy—how can something like this possibly fit in my...in my vagina?'

I smiled at her gently, and brushed a heavy strand of her golden waves from her troubled brow as her large breasts heaved with consternation and her sister continued playing with my erection.

'Selena, sweetheart, I'm sorry, but yes—you will be required to let men put their penises inside you. It's why you were made—it's why you're a girl, honey. Your most important purpose as a young, healthy female is to be bred by eligible males. Sex is simply mating, sweetheart; it's perfectly natural, and part of your duties as a young girl is to learn to be mated with by men—and mating, by definition, means penetrating a girl's vagina deeply with a male's erect penis, and ejaculating inside her.'

Her face fell as I soberly explained that she had little choice in the matter of her destiny after her Festival; she was bound and required to submit to any sexual training any eligible men saw fit to administer to her, and she would inevitably be penetrated by many, many penises in the weeks and months after her initiation.

I reassured her, however, that her body would indeed be able to handle her breeding without injury, and that that happened, in fact, to be the focus of the next section of tonight's father-daughter lesson.

'I want to show you now what a typical training session might look like, girls, so you can see that it's a pleasant, enjoyable, and instructive experience that I want you to look forward to.'

I motioned for Jennifer to hop off the bed and stand next to me, and I put my arm around her shoulder and held her warm naked body close to mine.

'Since your sister has already had a lot of experience since celebrating her Festival, and is doing really well in her training, I'm going to have her help me. Jennifer, you will play the part of a girl that I have reserved for some lessons, and we'll role-play a simple training session to show Selena and Serena what happens, and what they can expect, alright?'

Jennifer's eyes were like saucers as she nodded breathlessly, and her mind clearly raced with unanswered questions about precisely how realistic my lesson was planned to be.

'Yes, daddy. Anything you need me to do.'

There was clearly no greater triumph as a daughter than to be recognized for possessing expertise her siblings lacked, and to be trusted to help her father teach them secret knowledge, and she was delighted and honored to be my chosen assistant in this, even if it was only to answer questions or share her experience; she couldn't help wondering dizzyingly, however, and with a sudden pang of hopeful, disbelieving longing, if the already unusually graphic nature of tonight's training foreshadowed significantly more intimate intentions I might have in using her naked, well-trained body as a teaching tool for the educational benefit of her younger sisters.

I caught her eye and gave her a tiny conspiratorial nod and wink to let her know she was correct to suspect how closely I was planning on working with her in this little project, and she shuddered suddenly, a whispered moan of awed realization and happiness escaping her lips as she began to understand just how much I truly did trust and love her.

'Often when a man trains you, he'll begin by having you undress for him so he can inspect your body and formulate a plan around the lessons he wants to teach you, and the pleasures he wants to take from you,' I said, taking Jennifer by the shoulders and standing her in front of me by the bed while the twins watched silently in rapt attention.

I looked Jennifer up and down, stroking my blonde beard judiciously as if I had only just met her and this was the first time I'd seen her naked, and I slowly walked around her, taking in every inch of her beautiful body as she stood perfectly still in her inspection stance, her legs slightly apart, her shoulders back and her chin high, her arms slightly out to her sides and her palms open, basking in my gaze.

She was clearly relishing her role as a random, nameless trainee girl that I was about to enjoy, and she played her part perfectly, her eyes wide and attentive, her body language receptive and welcoming, her demeanor making it clear that she was prepared to willingly submit herself to any sexual acts her trainer might choose to instruct or test her in.

I was greatly enjoying my own role in our little teaching exercise, and I thrilled despite myself at the fact that she was my eldest daughter as I ran my hands over her body, feeling her breasts and squeezing her bottom and running my fingers gently through her warm, wet cunny lips exactly as I would any other girl I was about to couple with, while she shuddered and shivered deliciously in response to my explorations, sensing my need for her body through my touch.

'Selena and Serena, you can see from how hard I am, and from all the precum dripping now from my penis, that I'm very attracted to this girl, and my body is very excited to train her,' I said. 'This is a sign that we're a good match for a lesson; Miss Jennifer's appearance—her beautiful body, her lovely vagina, her scent—all of it is speaking to my body, and telling me that she'll be very pleasant for me to train, and an excellent female for me to copulate with.'

As excited as I was, it was still hard for me to believe what I was about to do. My mind was in a turmoil of arousal and guilt and raw, animalistic hunger for the deeply-seated taboo I was preparing to break, but I heard the voices of Martin and my wife reassuring me this was a good path, and encouraging me to push forward to train my daughters properly, and I felt a burst of confidence as I forged ahead in the plan I had made.

I knelt in front of Jennifer with a hand on her warm naked bottom and kissed her belly button, my heart in my throat at her beauty, and my desire for her, and the loving, trusting nature of her daughterly devotion to me.

'Miss Jennifer,' I said as steadily as I could in my anticipation, committing to my character as her trainer, 'Spread your feet a little wider for me please; I want to check how tight you are.'

Her eyes widened a little as the reality of what we were doing, and the unknown distance I was planning for this little adventure of ours to go, began to dawn on her, and she blushed with excitement, giving me a miniscule nod of understanding and sparkling assent, her hopes high that I would grant some of her desires, as she complied, stepping wider and offering her opening to me.

I dipped my middle finger in her juices where they clung slickly to her inner lips, returned her subtle nod of understanding with a smile, and pressed past her opening, up into my daughter's gorgeous body.

It was the first time I'd ever actually penetrated her, and I was shocked at how closely she hugged my finger inside her, and how soft and delicate her vagina felt. My cock ached again as I thrust my finger gently in and out of her, watching her responses closely as I experimented with pressing against the walls of her interior.

I looked up to see Jennifer gazing down at me, her eyes shining distantly as she rested her hand on my shoulder, her lips parted effortlessly by the beauty of the sensations imparted by my touch, and by the growing knowledge that her father was really and truly preparing to enjoy her body's purpose, just as she'd wanted for so long and had hardly dared to believe would ever actually happen.

I turned to the twins, who looked on in rapt attention, fascination and curiosity written in their faces as, for the first time, they watched a girl undergo a training inspection.

'As a man is preparing to train you, he's looking for signs that you are excited about your lessons, and that you take your responsibility of pleasing men seriously; this gives many men even more pleasure. He might ask you some questions about your body or the ways it responds to training, or about what sorts of skills you're good at, or feel you need more practice with.'

I looked back up at my eldest daughter.

'Miss Jennifer, is there any skill you feel you're particularly good at, or think you need more practice at?' I asked seriously, my finger still deep in her wet, delicious body.

She nodded eagerly.

'Yes, daddy—oops, I mean, yes sir,' she giggled, catching herself in her creamy distraction and recommitting to her role as my trainee, and speaking in the frank, detailed, and proper manner expected of a well-trained girl when describing to a man how best to enjoy her body. 'Men seem to really like my blowjobs, and I think I'm getting pretty good at them, and I really, really like playing with a penis in my mouth...but I'm sure I could be better, and I'm always willing to practice giving oral sex...sir.'

My cock lurched again as she spoke; she had become so good at her sexual responsibilities so quickly, but she had always possessed a gift of connecting effortlessly with men, and had a preternatural ability to earn their trust and make them understand that she wanted what they wanted, and to make them fall very hard for her.

I could barely restrain myself now from taking her wildly right there in front of her sisters, but I fought to maintain my composure; this lesson was meant to clearly assure Selena and Serena that their training would be pleasurable and beautiful, and while both of those words could be used to accurately describe the things I wanted in this moment to do to their sister, I knew that their inexperienced plates would make it harder to convince them of that this early in their lessons.

I got ahold of myself, and refocused on teaching the twins.

'One way for a man to check if a girl is well-trained and ready to perform her duties fully is to have her suck on his penis for a while; not only does this feel extremely good to him, it's also a chance for you to demonstrate your willingness to please, and to communicate the pleasure you take in servicing a penis by the enthusiasm and care you demonstrate with a man's cock in your mouth. Jennifer, go ahead and show me how you can suck me now, please...good girl.'

Jennifer kneeled and eagerly took my cock in her mouth, astonishing me with her confidence and skill as she licked and sucked and kissed me all about my shaft and balls. I groaned in spite of myself, luxuriating in my daughter's sweet wet mouth and feeling my cock growing painfully hard as she looked up at me with her big brown eyes, watching my reactions closely and adjusting her technique masterfully to keep me on the edge of losing my self-possession.

Many girls seemed to take a liking to my cock, but I was astounded by the extraordinary care and devotion and affection Jennifer was showing it; I had never felt more truly worshipped than now, as she tenderly, sweetly kissed down my shaft and nuzzled my testicles with the deepest gratitude and respect I could ever imagine receiving from a young, relatively new trainee. My daughter was highly gifted, and she was clearly trying to share the best of her gifts with me, just as she'd told me she wanted so badly to do.

The twins watched in awe, drinking in the sight of their sister demonstrating her excellent training on their father's penis, as I somewhat hoarsely attempted to explain each facet of the exquisite technique that Jennifer was beautifully displaying, and I saw Serena's hand creep between her legs to masturbate herself more as she observed her lesson.

I was shocked to see Jennifer easily take most of my length straight down her throat, her nose nuzzling into my pubic hair as she worked the fat base of my cock into her mouth; her deep-throating skills were remarkable, and I held her hair back and pressed her head against my groin until I felt her sputter and jerk. Slowly, calmly, I released her and let her get some air, then thrust my penis back down her throat, reveling in the delectably tight confines of her esophagus as the head of my cock probed the far back reaches of her tongue.

'Oh my god, sweetheart, you're so, so good at that,' I murmured in amazement, and her eyes shone up at me in pride, brimming with her dutiful exertions.

Finally, I knew we had to move on, and I released her head with a smile. Remarkably, for so new a trainee, she moved not a muscle, but stayed precisely where I left her, her nose pressed into my pubic hair and her mouth stretched about the base of my cock, her hands patiently resting on my thighs, her eyes betraying the considerable effort of her dutiful service as she gazed pleadingly up at me, laboring with shallow breaths to forestall her gag reflex and keep me inside her until the moment I chose.

Slowly, I withdrew my considerable length from her body, reveling in the marvelous skill she displayed in controlling her reflexes and maintaining her composure as I savored the feeling of every centimeter of her refined throat sliding tightly from my shaft, and gently stood her up and kissed her, whispering how proud I was of her. She beamed, and wiped away the adorable, stringy trails of her saliva that hung from her chin as I turned to the twins.

'Now I'm going to show you two basic positions for training that you'll encounter often; in fact, most of the things men choose to do with you will be variations on these two positions, so if you're familiar with them, you'll be able to easily learn the many other ways a man can enjoy your bodies.

'The first is from behind. This is possibly the oldest and most natural position, and it's a very simple and versatile one that is useful for many training applications.'

I took Jennifer by the arm and directed her to lie across the high bed on her tummy, her toes stretched out to reach the floor and her shapely legs straight. Her upturned bottom was spectacular, and her perfect, soaking pussy was framed beautifully by her full, round cheeks, her anus surrounded by a darker, flame-shaped patch of the flesh around her genitals that looked like a doe's upraised tail, and beckoned invitingly to any full-testicled male in the vicinity.

'This is a simple, convenient way for a man to penetrate you in almost any circumstances; it doesn't require you to be fully naked, and makes it a good way to train you in public, or if time is short for whatever reason.'

I caressed Jennifer's buttocks, dipping my fingers between their full, round firmness to trace the little star of her precious butt hole.

'When I'm at the office, for instance, sometimes we get stuck in long, boring meetings in the conference room, and in order to stay alert and keep morale up, we'll often take one of the secretaries aside when they bring in coffee, take her to the back of the conference room, flip her skirt up over her back and pull her panties down, and all take turns enjoying her for a few minutes like this. It makes an afternoon pass so much more quickly and pleasantly. Once we've finished with her, we let her pull her panties back up and go on with her work as if nothing happened.'



I gave Jennifer's bottom a firm squeeze.

'When I inspected her earlier, I noticed this girl has a beautiful backside, so I've decided I'm going to start her lessons by penetrating her from behind like this, so I can enjoy the sight and feel of her bottom while I train her.'

Serena raised her hand.

'Do I have a nice bottom, daddy? Would you want to train me from behind?' She asked, spinning around on her hands and knees on the bed and presenting her exquisite nethers to me, her plump, swollen vagina glistening with the girl-juices she'd smeared all over herself as she'd masturbated while listening to the lesson.

I reached out and traced her full haunches, dipping my finger gently between her fat cunny lips as she waggled her butt playfully at me.

'Serena, sweetheart, you have an amazing bottom, and men are going to love having sex with you from behind, I promise.'

She giggled happily, and I turned back to Jennifer.

'When a man puts you in a position like this, girls, it's good manners to ask if he would like you to spread yourself for him, so he can get the best view of your private parts.'

She caught my meaning, and looked back at me with her best good-girl eyes; I could tell she was hamming it up just a bit for her sisters' educational benefit, but the earnest shine I caught beneath her little play-act told me she was extremely ready for me use her body to take this lesson to its logical conclusion.

'Would you like me to spread my butt for you, daddy—I mean, sir—would you like me to spread my butt cheeks for you, sir?'

'I would, Miss Jennifer, thank you,' I answered, pleased with her for catching her mistake and staying in character.

She reached back and complied, treating me to a delectable sight as she generously exposed herself fully to me, freely offering her most sensitive, beautiful, secret parts for her father's enjoyment. Her inner labia split apart, their frilled edges dripping with her juices, exposing the rich, dark pink of her interior. My mouth literally watered as I contemplated what I was going to do next.

'Now girls, I'm going to penetrate Jennifer with my penis, exactly as if I were training her, and I want you to see that she can safely take all of my length inside her without being hurt, and that it feels good for her, okay?'

The twins moved closer as I took hold of my cock and slowly rubbed it along Jennifer's slit, spreading her moisture around before gently pressing the head past her opening. She raised her head and looked back at me, her eyes full of consummated, long-held desire, and nodded her head understandingly, letting me know she was ready and willing for me to enjoy her.

'Yes, please, daddy,' she whispered in a low, desperate moan, 'Yes, yes, yes, please, daddyyyyy...'

I was nearly shaking with the intensity of my hunger for her, and the incredible experience of finally coupling with my daughter, as her vagina closed tightly around my cock as I pushed deeper into her.

She laid her head on the bed, sighing deeply and continuing her soft, quiet song of need as she implored me to take her.

She was of course highly primed, and I was able, without too much difficulty and despite her delirious tightness, to fit most of my length and thickness into her on the first foray; a couple gentle thrusts later, and I was buried to the root in my daughter's exquisite vagina.

I took a deep, shuddering breath to calm myself as the incredible sensations of Jennifer's world-class cunny washed over me; Martin Davis had been right; this was unlike anything I'd ever experienced.

Her insides seemed ideally formed to hold my cock, as he'd predicted, and her young vaginal muscles responded and tightened in perfect harmony with the waves of pleasure I felt as I slowly ran my penis in and out of her; it was as if her lithe body knew instinctively, reflexively, how to best bring me pleasure I'd only glimpsed in my most passionate fuckings of other girls, and it was hard to argue with Martin's belief that my daughter's DNA itself was coded by my own to perfectly satisfy my deepest-seated and most ancient copulatiry desires.

The twins let out a simultaneous exhalation after holding their breaths as they watched their sister take my entire hard penis inside her, and they marveled at her ability to fit me in her vagina.

'Whoa, daddy,' Serena whispered, impressed. 'That's so cool.'

Selena leaned over to see Jennifer's face, a creeping concern in her voice.

'Does that hurt?'

Jennifer raised her head slowly from the bed, her eyes half-closed blissfully as she rode my slow, gentle thrusts, and did her duty as my helper.

'No, sis...it feels soooo good...oh my gosh, daddy...'

Forcing myself to not get lost in the magical sounds of her pleasure, I reminded her to stay focused if she wanted to be my helper, and to keep her bottom spread wide for me so I could show the twins how well she was holding me inside her; motioning Selena and Serena to come closer and look at how the soft skin of Jennifer's vagina had stretched beautifully and tightly around my shaft, I showed them how, when I ran my finger gently along the seam where her slick labia sweetly embraced my cock, their sister moaned and hummed in deep pleasure.

'I'm not hurting her,' I said. 'Her body—and yours—is perfectly made to fit me, and even bigger men than me, inside her safely. It's what you were created for, girls. And as you practice and get better in your training, you'll find it feels really good for you, too.'

I pulled slowly out—much to Jennifer's dismay—and showed the twins how wet and creamy my shaft was, explaining that when a girl made this sort of a mess in her vagina during a lesson it meant she was well trained, and her body was responding perfectly to her penetration.

'Now, remember what I said about the head of the penis?' I said, inserting myself back into my daughter's vagina. 'If we were in old times, and Jennifer had just been mated with by several other males, and her vagina was full of their semen, then I would use my cock to pull as much of their cum out of her with long, deep strokes like this.'

I picked up my pace a little, driving harder into my daughter's incredible haunches and feeling myself bottom out in her young cunny as she gasped and laughed and cried out, calling for her daddy over and over again.

'But I would also want to make sure her cervix was as far out of reach of the other males' penises as possible, so I might also thrust into her harder, like this, in order to stretch her vaginal canal out and push her cervix as deeply into her belly as I can. And because deep, hard thrusts from a long penis indicate she's being mated by a male with strong seed, even hard strokes like this actually feel really good for a girl, as well.'

Jennifer caught my meaning, and tried desperately to speak coherently under the deeply penetrating ministrations of my cock as she assured her sisters between gasps and cries that this felt amazing and she never wanted it to stop.

She was so delicious, and I began to lose myself in the glorious sensations of her little body opening up for me as I held her down to the bed with a firm hand between her shoulder blades and drove her hips into the mattress with my own, grinding my length into her and reveling in the the soft warmth of the backs of her legs and her shapely bottom as I pressed my thighs and groin against her.

I was forced to slow quickly; I nearly went over the top and came in her, and I still had more to teach the twins. It was immensely challenging to maintain any sort of presence of mind right now, but I did my best to cool down so I could train my daughters properly.

I caught my breath and pulled most of the way out of her, explaining to Selena and Serena that Jennifer was very, very good at helping men to orgasm, and that it just wasn't time quite yet for that part of the lesson.

Jennifer, a mischievous twinkle in her eye, began slowly waggling her bottom against me, grinding herself on my cock despite my remonstrations, and almost got me to lose control again; I half-playfully cuffed her on the butt and reprimanded her.

The twins both burst into laughter at the unprecedented sight of their older sister, typically the angel of the family, bent over their parents' bed with their father's penis inside her, getting spanked.

'Yeah, but daddy, um, I don't think you're supposed to spank the girls you train,' Selena sassed.

It was my turn to chuckle.

'Well, actually, sweetheart, sometimes girls do need to be spanked during their lessons, for a number of reasons. If you're not obedient when a man is training you, he might need to spank you, too.'

'Yeah, but, daddy,' she replied, disbelievingly, 'you don't spank other girls, do you?'

I sensed the tone of dismay and betrayal in her voice, and I was forced to shrug at her entreating expression as I admitted a truth about growing up that was clearly uncomfortable for my daughters.

'Well, yes, Selena, I do sometimes have to spank the girls I train,' I nodded seriously.

Both twins seemed stunned by this revelation, and I was a little amused to see that they evidently felt that me disciplining other girls was more shockingly intimate than any other facet of their future training they were learning about.

I realized why, upon reflection. Discipline was a serious matter in our house, and spankings were reserved for the worst offenses.

I had always believed discipline should be done in love and with an aim of correction and instruction, not just pain, and I had taught the girls to understand the need for consequences, and to willingly accept their punishment when they misbehaved; they all wanted nothing more than to be good girls, and so rectifying their misdeeds was usually a constructive and redemptive affair.

When one of the girls disobeyed, like Serena the other day when I'd caught her masturbating, we talked about what she had done, and why punishment was now necessary; then I would march her to the master bedroom, where I'd have her undress to symbolize she was hiding nothing, was putting up no protest, and was prepared to take responsibility for her behavior; and I'd have her stand at the foot of the bed in front of the tall mirrored closet doors.

The guilty daughter would then clearly describe what she had done wrong while contemplating the meaning of her naked state, express her sorrow and regret, and tell me she was ready to receive her spanking.

I would order her to bend over and put her elbows on the bed, keeping her legs straight, and then I would reach under her belly and between her legs and gently cup her vulva in my hand, showing that as her father, I was responsible for protecting her innocence and guiding her impulses; we used a wooden spoon for spankings, and I would deliver between five and ten strokes, depending on the severity of her offense, to her bare bottom as she counted the number clearly and with self-possession despite the stinging blows, while I maintained a firm, fatherly grip on her genitals to steady her as she flinched and jumped at each swat.

Her punishment complete and her misdeed cleansed by her tears of penitence and pain, I would hug and kiss her, assuring her she was once again a good girl and that I loved her very much.

It wasn't that surprising, then, that the twins were taken aback a bit by the idea that such a trusting, special form of instruction they received from me was also shared, in whatever manner, by a bunch of other less deserving girls; nor that they were naturally a little shocked at the idea that they would be subject to spankings in the future by any number of men they had only just met; but once again, it was just something they would have to adjust to as they grew older and realized that many of the special things they shared with me would be shared now with other young trainees, and that after their Festival they would have to look more and more for the special moments they craved in the arms and at the hands of other men.

'The second position for training girls is from the front, of course,' I continued on, leaving the twins little time to ponder the discipline that waited for them in their future.

I pressed myself one last time to the hilt in Jennifer's sopping vagina and bent down to kiss her shoulders as she uttered a long, low moan; then I withdrew, my dripping cock springing up under the pressure of my erection as I pulled it out of her panting body.

She was deeply overcome by her first minutes on my penis and could barely scrabble onto the high bed, so I scooped my strong hand between her legs and hoisted her light frame effortlessly up into place, rolling her unresisting body onto her back and spreading her shapely thighs as another tidal wave of hunger for her swept over me.

She was incredibly beautiful. Her dark hair cascaded across my bed like molten bronze, and her toned tummy rose and fell desperately with her breathing as she fell into a deeper state of heat; she had wanted this for so long, and she could barely handle it now that one of her wildest, deepest wishes was coming true.

Her nipples were achingly hard at the tips of her small breasts, and I slowly ran my fingertips down her throat, traced the sculpted promontories of her clavicles, ascended the tidy hillocks of her tawny chest, brushed her sensitive little brown nubs with my knuckles, and swept my hands slowly down the undersides of her breasts and over her belly, tracing the faint, sacred trail of dark fuzz that led from her exquisite navel down, down between her thighs, to the treasure between them.

She shivered and sighed, parting her legs further as she offered herself to me with an openness and totality that could only come from a daughter to the father she loved and trusted completely.

Jennifer knew better than to interrupt me as I taught her sisters, or to speak up with suggestions while being trained without permission, but her eyes shone, and her two endless agate pools sang with her happiness as she nodded and begged me with her gaze to take everything she had to give me.

I was deeply moved by her beauty and grace, and I felt hypnotized, lost in a trance as I contemplated the culmination of tonight's father-daughter lesson.

I felt rooted to the ground, unable to move or even think as I beheld my sweet daughter delighting so naturally and comfortably in her body and her nakedness, and her ability to please me and make me feel good.

She wasn't my little girl any more; she was a full-fledged trainee, and a very good one—perhaps a once-in-a-lifetime girl—and she was everything a man could hope his daughter would become. I was so proud of her, and I was so grateful now to be able to taste the fruits of our hard work.

I shook my head to clear it, fighting through a fog of emotion and arousal as I tried to continue with my lesson for Selena and Serena. My hands gently caressed every inch of Jennifer's body of their own accord, and my words came slowly, haltingly, as if from far away. I couldn't take my eyes off of her.

'...A man might choose to train you...from the front ...like this...because he thinks you have a particularly beautiful face...or he really likes your breasts, and wants to look at them and play with them while he enjoys your vagina,' I said, bringing my cock to Jennifer's drooling entrance.

I lodged the tip just at her opening, and brought my hand to the back of her neck, cradling her head and losing myself in her eyes as she silently whispered, '...Please, daddy...'

'...A man might also choose to enjoy you in this position, girls, because...he wants...to build a stronger emotional connection with you while he trains you...' I said, a catch in the back of my throat and my eyes welling a little with the intensity of the feeling for my daughter that gripped me—and I pressed myself into her once again.

She arched back, tossing her head; her breasts thrusting to the sky as she absorbed my cock into her young loins and a wild, exultant cry tore from her throat as I held her down firmly and slowly, gently fucked her to full depth.

I kept my pace deliberate and my force relatively light; I wanted the twins to be able to clearly see that their sister was truly experiencing pleasure from her penetration, and there would be plenty of time in our future father-daughter lessons in which to deal with rougher and more vigorous training methods; besides, I needed to somehow maintain my own composure, and I was on the brink of climaxing at every second now.

Despite how badly I wanted to rut her as hard as I could, I knew it was more important now to demonstrate the pleasurable basics of sexual training for Serena and Selena, and I reined in my natural impulses with all my might as I continued with the lesson.

Jennifer was losing herself, and she struggled now to describe to her sisters, in fumbling, semi-coherent mumbles, how good she felt with my penis inside her. The twins were agog as they watched their older sister melt into a girl-shaped puddle of sexual pleasure as I worked her cunny, and I was relieved and pleased to see growing signs of excitement and envy in their eyes as they began to grasp how extraordinary and pleasurable their own training would one day be.

I was also so proud of Jennifer for being such a good helper, and I pressed myself deeply into her and bent down, kissing her deeply and telling her she was being such a very good girl for me.

She cradled my head in her hands as she gave me her mouth, sucking delicately on my tongue and thirstily allowing me to explore her lips with my own as she whispered how much she loved me and wanted me to be proud of her, and how happy she was that I was pleased with her body; she ground her pussy against me, desperately trying to fit more of my cock into her hungry cunny.

I rose up again for air, and to compose myself, and moved on to the final lesson I'd planned.

'Girls, remember how good it felt when you masturbated earlier and had an orgasm?'

The twins nodded eagerly.

'I want to show you how good it feels to be trained by an experienced man, so you can see that it's something to look forward to, okay?'

I spoke to Jennifer.

'Sweetheart, can you focus for me one more time? That's a good girl...I want you to rub your clitoris for me exactly like you did when you masturbated earlier—can you do that for me? That's right, just gentle little rubs with your fingers until you cum on my penis...you're doing such a good job, sweet thing...there you go, keep going...there it is...oh my goodness, you're such a good girl, honey...oh, that feels so good on my cock, Jennifer...'

Jennifer's orgasm practically swept her away, and I held her shaking body down on the bed and continued my slow, gentle thrusts as she cried and sang the haunting, ancient song of her foremothers from a hundred generations gone, and became the beautiful, wild, priceless little naked female human in heat she truly was in the final summation.

It was an impossibly beautiful experience, and I was rocked by the reality of my first-born daughter riding the very cock that made her—the cock that she was shot out of into her mother, and that she was now old enough to take deep in her own vagina.

The heady thought brought me to the end of my self-control, and I knew it was time to wrap up tonight's lesson. I took a deep breath to compose myself, and laid a gentle hand on Jennifer's tummy to calm her after her bone-shaking climax.

'Serena, Selena,' I panted, 'I want you to understand how a man ejaculates, and to see what happens when a penis orgasms inside you, so I'm going to have you help me with this last part.'

I pulled my cock from Jennifer's vagina, which still pulsed and contracted as powerful waves of pleasure rippled through her naked body. The bedspread was soaked beneath her entrance from the wet vehemence of her orgasm, and my cock glistened and dripped with her sweet girl-cum, rivulets running down my shaft and into my dark pubic hair and rolling delectably down my scrotum.



The twins were kneeling next to each other near the foot of the bed, and I motioned for them both to come closer.

'Selena, come around the other side of Jennifer, next to me here,' I instructed, taking her hand and placing it on my cock. She made a little face and wrinkled her nose as she felt her fingers slip about in the slick wetness of her sister's vaginal secretions on the thick girthiness of my shaft, but she knew better than to refuse, and she took my erection in her fist obediently.

'Hold it kind of firmly—that's good—and slowly run your hand up and down it—just like that—a little slower—there you go—and when you get to the head, you can pause for just a moment and give it a little squeeze, and then slide your hand back down the shaft, and back up again. You're doing so good, sweetheart—oh, man, that feels amazing, honey.'

Serena was waiting with bated breath, hoping not to be left out, and I wasn't planning on disappointing her. I took her hand as well, and guided it to my scrotum, showing her how to cradle my testicles in her hand and gently massage them with her fingers while her sister stroked my shaft.

'That's good, Serena; bring your hand back a little further,' I said, repositioning her hand under the base of my cock, her fingertips now able to caress softly up and down the length of my perineum, my balls and the base of my cock pressing insistently into her warm palm.

I explained that I wanted her to be able to feel my strong pelvic muscles pumping out my semen when I came, and she eagerly grasped my scrotum, giggling at the strange new experience of feeling my heavy testicles moving slowly about inside as I gently thrust my cock in and out of the twins' hands in time with Selena's tentative, girlish strokes.

'I'm very...close now...girls,' I said in a low growl, my mind blown by the sensation of my gorgeous, golden-haired daughters' first fumbling experiments at using their hands to make a man cum. 'Serena, feel how my testicles...are pulling up tight...against my body? Just squeeze them gently, just like that, honey...oh my gosh...that means you've done a good job in...your lessons...and your trainer is getting ready...to give you his semen...Selena, honey, aim it down a little bit, at Jennifer's breasts—that's it, sweetheart—oh...my...god...you sweet girls...'

I practically exploded, my cock jerking and recoiling in Selena's hand as a huge orgasm blasted me; great jets of white, sticky semen shot from my penis and splashed powerfully against Jennifer's breasts and throat, splattering into her hair and across her cheek as the twins' eyes grew wide with awe and delight, and they tried to stay focused on their tasks.

Selena did an admirable job continuing to stroke my wildly pulsing cock with a slow, steady rhythm until the last shot of cum had been expended, and Serena squealed in excitement as she felt my pelvic muscles retract my testicles and begin pumping my seminal fluid with a rumbling thrum that coursed through her small hand and stunned her with its power.

I didn't know when I had ever cum so hard, and I could barely stay on my feet as I kissed first Selena, then Serena, then shakily bent down and kissed Jennifer, completely spent. Martin had not lied—there was simply nothing like having sex with your own daughters.

'Precious girls, that was so good,' I smiled wanly, caressing one of Serena's full, beautiful breasts as she giggled and glowed with pride.

We disentangled stickily, and the twins, their lips curling naturally in an adorable, instinctive combination of disgust and fascination, investigated the creamy mess of cum I had left all over their sister, rubbing their fingers in it and remarking at its unique gooey, stringy consistency.

I pointed out that they had all begun their existences in that exact same semen, and a sense of deep respect fell on them as they considered their own provenance in the gooey white fluid that they had helped release from my cock.

I gave Selena and Selena a few more minutes to familiarize themselves with a penis in its normal, non-erect state, and they were enthralled with how soft and friendly my cock was now that it had finished with its primary job.

I answered a few more questions, and then sent them off to bed with the assurance that we would be holding these father-daughter lessons weekly for a while, and they kissed me excitedly, gathered their panties and tops, and headed to their rooms, more eager for their Festival than I'd ever seen them.

Jennifer gave me a sweet, shaky little kiss.

'Daddy, did I do a good job helping you?' She whispered. 'I really tried my best.'

'Baby girl, you did so, so good. Thank you for being my helper tonight. You were amazing.' I kissed her again. 'Let's go get properly cleaned up.'

We bathed together in the big glass master shower, and I soaped her tender body and held her close to me under the warm jets of water as they rinsed us clean from our messy lesson, and I reached between her legs and played softly with her pussy in the steaming spray until she came again with a shudder and moan; she would have collapsed on the shower floor under the intensity of her climax if I had not held her tightly against my body and continued caressing her cunny until she was completely overcome.

I helped her unsteadily out of the shower, bundled her in a warm towel and dried her off, and we returned to the bedroom, climbing under the covers and snuggling close.

I gathered her into my arms in the bed, holding her close and kissing her deeply. She was extremely blissed, and she melted further under my touch in her afterglow; and we chatted softly and laughed together as I caressed her happy cunny and sucked and nibbled contentedly on her perfect nipples as my cock slowly grew hard again.

'Daddy, can I tell you something?' She asked, suddenly serious.

'Of course, sweetheart—what's going on?' I said.

Sensing that what she wanted to say was important, I carefully rolled over on top of her so I could see her face as she spoke, spreading her legs and easily sliding my penis back inside her soft, wet cunny.

She gave a little moan, her eyes fluttering as she felt me enter her again, and I softly told her not to put any attention to what was happening in her vagina, but to continue with her conversation as if nothing else was going on.

Her voice and her eyes betrayed the struggle she was having to obey, but she did an admirable job, and carried on as best she could while I pressed myself fully into her and simply stayed there, reveling in the closeness of my daughter's body as I lodged my heavy cock deep inside her and made myself comfortable.

She told me everything, finally, about her sleepover at Elizabeth's, and about how Captain Jack, Martin's brother, had taken her so completely and passionately that she couldn't get him out of her mind.

Her eyes welled with tears of longing as she recalled how much she loved his cock, and his intelligence and skill at training girls, and how he simply left her the next day for a six month research voyage. She didn't know if she'd ever see him again, but she couldn't stop thinking about him, and how deeply he'd touched her.

He'd told her he would reserve her for a private lesson when he was back stateside, and that he wanted to take her out for a special evening beforehand and spend some time getting to know her a little, but she had no way of knowing when or if that would actually happen, and she was struggling in spite of herself to forget him and stay focused on her training duties.

I was amazed at the extraordinary, intimate feeling of being inside my daughter as she shared her most personal, secret feelings, and I thrilled as I felt the intensity of her emotion throughout her body, her heartbeat pounding through the walls of her vagina and her breasts rising and falling with her unrequited desire for more of Captain Jack.

As she described how he'd tied her down and disciplined her with a light paddle before taking her, her vagina grew even warmer and more flushed with her heady juices, and I couldn't help but begin thrusting slowly in and out of her drooling cunny as her young body portrayed the longing pathos of the story of her hopelessly uncertain, girlish crush.

It wasn't unusual for young girls to become twitterpated like this early in their training; though it was perfectly natural and proper, having their bodies used by an endless string of eligible men sometimes left them feeling adrift and alone in the beginning, and they often gravitated to certain trainers and became infatuated with their penises.

Jennifer knew it was not allowed, and I knew it shouldn't be encouraged, but I didn't have the heart now to scold or punish her, despite the fact that it was unlikely a man of Captain Jack's apparent nature and skill would end up choosing her for anything more serious than a vigorous fucking; and I kissed her tenderly and smiled as I luxuriated in her perfect vagina, and told her that everything would be okay.

'He'll be back before you know it, sweet girl,' I reassured her, 'and sweetheart, I'm certain that you had at least as much an effect on him as he had on you—you're a treasure. But right now you should be committed to your training,' I reminded her. 'Take it seriously, and use every lesson you receive from other men to improve your skills and become even more desirable for Captain Jack—or whichever man ultimately chooses you for his wife.'

She wiped the tears from her eyes and smiled a sniffly smile, thanking me for listening and for being her father.

'Daddy, can we have heart-to-heart talks like this from now on?' She giggled. 'Like, when I have something important to tell you, you can be inside me? It feels soooo good, daddy...'

'Of course, Jennifer, sweet girl,' I replied, 'And if I have something important to tell you, we can do the same thing?'

'Yes, please, daddy! Even if it's bad things or sad things, it's just so much better this way...'

She ran her hands over my shoulders and my big arms, and reached between her legs to play with her pussy while I fucked her softly. Suddenly, she perked up, a twinkle in her eye.

'Daddy, can I show you something cool a man taught me the other day? Hold still...'

I pressed my cock all the way into her and paused, and she squinched her face in concentration; a moment later, I was amazed to feel her vaginal muscles begin to massage my penis with rhythmic, rippling contractions that felt almost like she was using her mouth to suckle on me. It was wildly arousing, and felt incredible, and I breathed deep and relaxed, and let my proud daughter show off her new skill.

'Baby girl, that feels so good,' I murmured, my entire frame beginning to shake as I relished the delicate, intimate service her body was giving mine. 'Jennifer, sweetheart, If you keep doing that, I'm going to cum again...'

'Yes, please, daddy—inside me this time?' Her eyes lit up at the prospect, and she redoubled her efforts, pulling me close to kiss me sweetly and use every charm a tender, well-trained young girl has to convince a man to give her his semen.

I felt a fresh, drenching burst of her nectar flood her insides with a tender spasm, soaking the entire length of my deeply-embedded cock as her body made its final preparations to receive my cum, and I tipped over the edge.

My orgasm was like a dam bursting, and it felt as if a river of cum came roaring from deep within my belly, flowing strong and constant as I filled my daughter's perfect vagina with my semen, my countless sperm swirling and mingling with her sweet girl-cum deep inside her vagina in an exquisite, forbidden cocktail that only she and I could make together.

Rivulets of her cum and mine trickled from the tight seal her little entrance made on my cock, and I melted into my daughter, one of the most perfect, beautiful things I had ever made, showering her with kisses and suckling on her stiff brown nipples as I faded in and out of consciousness, my body giving hers everything it had.

Her eyes filled again with tears of happiness and relief as she realized she had successfully brought her father the greatest pleasure a man could hope for, and I gazed into her glowing countenance, enraptured by her beauty.

'Precious, precious, precious creature...' I gasped, 'You are such a good girl...'

* * * * *

Much later that night, after Jennifer had gone to bed, Morgan Lynn returned home and crawled into bed next to me where I slept. She woke me with kisses, and asked how the first father-daughter lesson had gone.

I told her how amazing it had been, and how the twins seemed much more prepared and excited for their training after their Festival, and how Jennifer and I had connected more deeply as father and daughter than we had in quite some time.

Morgan Lynn smiled proudly, and said she had known it would be a good thing for our daughters.

'I'm so happy for you, honey,' she said, 'And I know it will get better and better. And it will give you something to look forward to on Tuesday nights now, and something special to plan. The girls are so lucky to have a father that loves them as much as you do.'

'Thank you, honey,' I said, deeply touched. 'How was your evening?'

I had grown hard again as I'd described the lessons I'd taught the girls, and Morgan Lynn's hand had crept slowly down my chest and stomach to fondle my erection, which was still sticky from Jennifer's girl-cum.

'It was great,' she smiled, licking her lips. 'He was a very nice barista I and a girl from work found the other day at a coffee shop. Handsome, well-muscled. He did a pretty good job for us. Not circumcised, which you know I find a treat sometimes...but I think I need a little late-night snack before I can sleep, and it looks like, somehow, you might still have something tasty left for me here...'

I closed my eyes in bliss and laid back as Morgan Lynn made herself happy with my cock in her skilled mouth, and I whispered a prayer of thanks for all my blessings. The days and weeks ahead were full of goodness.

FIN
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For Miss E, who is an excellent trainee and a very good girl, and who has inspired more of this little world than she knows. Thank you.

Thank you to all my readers, and please don't hesitate to write me anytime; I love to correspond. Just remember to add your email to the PM if you want a reply; they are anonymous by default :-)

Authors note: This story, like all the chapters of this series, contains graphic scenes of men in sexual situations with their own daughters, as well as some nonconsent/reluctance. I understand completely if these don't appeal to you, so please be warned. All characters are over 18.

* * * * *

The sun was warm and golden in the balmy Indian summer Saturday morning as my good friend Dave Kendrick and I pulled up in front of a lovely old colonial house, whose stone steps ran down the steep hill of the broad, shady front yard to the street.

'Hey, thanks again for helping me with this little project,' he said. 'I know this will be a wonderful memory and a helpful lesson for Emily.'

I chuckled and assured him I was happy to be of assistance, and that I'd been looking forward all week to enjoying the special girl we had come to pick up.

In addition to being a firefighter and owning a small business downtown, Dave was also the girls' soccer coach and the physical education instructor at Stonewall Academy, the high school both our daughters attended.

He'd met Emily Fox last year, her final one at the Academy, when she'd wandered uncertainly into the gym between classes in her schoolgirl uniform and puzzled awkwardly about some of the machines, clearly without any idea how she was meant to use them.

She was a quiet, introverted girl by nature, highly intelligent and academically focused, but she had begun to have misgivings about her body and her poise as her Festival drew near, and despite the intimidating nature of the weight room to the young girl, she had resolved, with her characteristic pragmatism and her faith in the scientific bent of her own capable brain, to figure it out.

Dave had kindly, respectfully helped her learn to use some of the equipment, and she had fallen in love with working out as she mastered the movements and exercises and nutrition; she became a frequent visitor to the gym, and he had continued to assist her with tips and plans that matched her expanding abilities and goals.

She was ecstatic as she felt her strength grow and saw her body change, and Dave was happy to see the once shy, insecure girl walk taller, smile more confidently, and begin to wear clothing to the gym that displayed and flattered her transforming little body, typically doing her workouts now in the tiniest of booty shorts and a little bra that did nothing to hide the curves and features of her pleasantly large breasts.

He was filled with pride at how she had begun to blossom into a strong, self-possessed girl, and it was clear as he described her to me that he was quite taken with her.

She'd celebrated her Festival a few weeks before graduation, and Dave had been delighted to have the chance to fully enjoy the beautiful, strong body she had built with his guidance, and to give her several vigorous, advanced lessons in the weight room and in the girls' showers before she left for summer break, and then on to university.

He hadn't expected to see her again, but a few weeks after the semester started he'd received a beautifully written letter from her, explaining that while she was excelling in her college classes, she was struggling greatly in her sexual training.

She was still painfully shy, and she knew that the men who were training her now could tell how anxious and flustered she got every time they stripped her down for a lesson, despite her earnest and tortured attempts to relax and let them enjoy her naked body to the fullest.

There were still parts of her body that she was enormously insecure about, and which she could do little to change through exercise and good nutrition; she was particularly sensitive about the appearance of her vulva which, because it didn't look like the simple, innocent peach slits she heard men enthusiastically discuss amongst themselves, was a recurring source of consternation for her in the moments when her trainers would peel her panties down her thighs for the first time; and she sometimes had minor panic attacks as she reluctantly let men look at and investigate her vagina, which made it even harder for her to focus and relax in her lessons, unfortunately often leading to the need for her to be disciplined by the men handling her.

Her sensitive temperament meant that her spankings rarely had the desired effect, and generally only exacerbated her insecurities; she knew it was her responsibility to trust her trainers and freely give them her body for their pleasure in whatever way they saw fit, but she was having a very tough time.

She also felt she had trouble with attention to detail about her grooming and clothes, and she was jealous of the girls at school who always seemed effortlessly put-together, and was worried that men care about those things a lot, and in all, she was feeling pretty defeated about most of her lessons.

A young girl's training career was supposed to be an extraordinary journey of discovery and purpose, but poor Miss Emily only felt like she was floundering.

Dave had made a deep impression on her, both in the interest he took in her fitness instruction, and in the way he'd let her express her gratitude for his efforts by giving her strong, trim little body to him in nearly complete abandon, with nothing but encouragement and adoration for her as she worked her hardest to say 'thank you' by giving him the best orgasms she possibly could as he trained her.

She trusted him more than any other man she knew, she wrote in her letter. She said she totally understood that he was already very busy with his training responsibilities and the many girls to whom he gave lessons each week, and that she knew she might not be as beautiful or skilled as a lot of the other young girls he got to handle and enjoy, but she ended by asking him sweetly and respectfully if he would consider being her mentor, even if only for a little while, to help her overcome her fears and do better in her lessons.

A letter like this from a girl was a great honor, and Dave had written back saying that he was delighted to be asked, and that he was more than willing to take her under his wing for a bit as she adjusted both to college life, and to her important and challenging duties as a sexual trainee.

Now they corresponded regularly; he assisted her in picking clothing and underthings that best flattered her figure and made her feel desirable, and she would send him pictures or videos of her naked body and of her outfits before she left her dorm for training appointments, so he could inspect her and ensure she was properly groomed and attired for her trainer's pleasure; and it gave her immense peace of mind to know that Dave approved of the state of her girl bits and her clothing before she met with a new trainer for the first time, and let him handle her.

She would write Dave short, detailed reports of her training sessions, relating what she had learned, and how her trainers had chosen to enjoy her body, and any feedback they had given her on her performance, and she could ask him any questions, or voice any apprehensions, and he'd always calmly assure her she was on the right path, and becoming a better and better girl every day.

She drove back to Stonewall every other weekend to stay at her parents' house, and Dave would spend some time with her reviewing the skills she'd learned from her other trainers, and assessing her developing abilities by putting her lovely little body thoroughly through its paces, giving his frank valuation on where she was improving, and what areas she should spend more effort working on, as she continued to strive to be the best girl any man could want to enjoy—which, after all, she was made to be.

She had made great strides under Dave's firm mentorship, and today was her birthday.

She'd gotten much more comfortable with allowing men to handle her and couple with her, and she'd recently shyly confided a few times to Dave, in sweet moments of quiet, unguarded afterglow, that she'd begun to fantasize about servicing two men at the same time, which flummoxed her.

She'd had considerable difficulty transitioning to even her basic sexual duties after her Festival, and she'd never imagined she'd be the kind of girl who wanted to share her body in that intimate way with more than one man at a time, though it was only a matter of time before some men would eventually select her for such lessons anyway; but as Dave's steady hand and constant encouragement deftly cultivated and heightened her naturally deeply-seated mating instincts, she'd begun to embrace ever more authentically her beautiful, fundamental purpose as girl, which was simply to bring great pleasure to men with her body.

With long practice and trial-and-error, she had been amazed to begin to discover how responsive she was to the pleasure of her handlers; as they became more aroused and euphoric while enjoying the charms of her body, her own orgasms would begin to send her to another place as she embodied her reason for existence as a beautiful vessel of ancient pleasure in the shape of a girl.

Now she was beginning to glimpse how profound a fulfillment of that purpose it would be to offer herself, completely and utterly, as nothing but a naked, receptive young female, for the primal pleasures of two eligible, grown-up men who knew how to make the best use of a girl's willing, fertile body and mind, and she couldn't get the idea out of her head.

She had been a very good girl lately, and Dave knew that she was ready for more advanced lessons, so he had decided to reward her with a birthday surprise; he had told her, to her heart-fluttering, trepidatious delight, to make sure she dressed nicely and groomed herself well this morning, because he was bringing a friend to help teach her to please both of them, together, as part of her special day.

A girl's birthday called for dressing up of course, and we had both chosen some of our nicest suits; I wore a dark blue check with hints of purple that flattered my athletic frame and long shock of blonde, and Dave cut a dashing figure in an urbane cocoa that set off his well-groomed red fireman's mustache and twinkling green eyes perfectly, and he grinned in anticipation as he turned off the ignition and we strode up the stone walkway to the door of Emily's parents' house, and Dave knocked.

A trim, reserved man opened it and invited us in with a smile, shaking Dave's hand warmly and introducing himself to me as Emily's father, Dr. James Fox, before calling up the stairs to his daughter to let her know we were here.

'She should be almost ready,' he explained. 'She just got back from the gym.'

Just then we heard a door open above the landing, and dancing down the stairs came one of the prettiest little creatures I had ever seen, throwing herself into Dave's arms with a joyous cry, kissing him deeply and kicking up her feet behind her as he hoisted her easily into the air with a booming laugh.

'Dear Miss Emily, you look marvelous—happy birthday,' he said.

I was even more glad that I'd accepted Dave's invitation upon seeing his trainee for the first time; she was quite petite, with dark shoulder-length hair she'd gathered back into a charming little ponytail clasped by a yellow ribbon, and gentle brown eyes, adorned with just a modest sweep of mascara on her long lashes (the only makeup that she wore, aside from a demure touch of lip gloss), that shone from behind a large, fetching pair of glasses perched on her defined nose.

Beneath her excitement at seeing her mentor, she possessed the serious, matter-of-fact demeanor of an intellectual girl; the care and precision of every aspect of her dress and grooming, while excellent, also hinted at the effort and practice that had gone into her appearance, and she struck me as a girl who was generally most at ease tucked away in a hidden corner of the library with a messy bun and an oversized sweater, her pencil nibbled gently by her teeth. She had clearly committed herself to expanding her horizons, however, and she was lovely.

She was dressed simply but adorably in a flouncy white-and-yellow floral sundress that tied in the front between her breasts, and that just managed to be long enough to keep her pert, sculpted bottom mostly covered, and made no effort to disguise the fact that she was braless; her generously proportioned breasts, comfortably filling the low-cut neckline of her dress, were all the more impressive for the diminutive, shapely body they adorned.

Her father leaned close to me as we watched his daughter greet her mentor after their two weeks apart.

'Thank you for doing this. Dave has been so great for Emily—she's a changed girl since she started working under him, and it means a lot that he's taken such an interest in her growth and training. I'm glad he decided he wanted to be the one to teach her how to serve multiple men, and I know you fellows will make this a great birthday for her.'

I said the pleasure was mine, and that Dave had only ever spoken warmly and fondly about Emily, and seemed quite proud of her hard work and dedication to her training. I thanked him for raising such a lovely daughter, and assured him I was very much looking forward to enjoying her body, and was happy to teach her anything I felt would be good for her to learn.

Dave lightly set her down in her white strappy heels with another kiss and stepped aside, gesturing to me with an open hand.

'Emily, this is Mr. Stevenson,' Dave introduced us. 'I brought him to help me celebrate your birthday like I promised—Robert, Miss Emily Fox.'

Emily, still with her hand affectionately resting on Dave's chest, noticed me for the first time; her quizzical expression froze briefly as she took me in, and the meaning of Dave's words fully dawned her, and she realized she was getting her first glimpse of the second man who would be training her today.

Slowly her eyes widened and a delighted, disbelieving smile danced on her lips, and she looked from me to Dave, and back again.

Dave chuckled, his big hand resting warmly on her small shoulder.

'Well, sweet thing, do you like him? I picked him out just for you,' he teased with a wink.

I'm not a small man; I'd spent my earlier years in personal training and construction, and at a little over six foot, I wear most of my two hundred twenty-odd pounds as muscle, and my blue eyes smiled at Emily from behind my rich blonde beard, their twinkle of appreciation for her gentle, sensible beauty perfectly complemented by the Milanese cobalt of my fitted suit.

Emily looked back up at Dave, her eyes wide and full; though whether it was from her excitement at seeing me, or from trepidation at the knowledge that today she would be handled by two men for the first time in her life, or from some potent combination of the two, I wasn't sure, and I could just make out her stumbled, whispered response to her mentor.

'Yes, sir, Mr. Kendrick—oh my gosh, he's...really...handsome—thank you, sir! Thank you so much...I didn't think you were actually going to do it—oh my gosh, I'm so excited, Mr. Kendrick!'

I chuckled to myself at her discombobulation as she realized how completely Dave was committed to her success as her mentor, and how seriously he had taken her birthday training, and of the new, somewhat frightening experience that awaited her today, which she found herself inexplicably longing for despite her shy, innocent misgivings.

Dave laughed again, and patted her on the behind.

'Well, remember your manners dear girl, and go introduce yourself to him.'

She composed herself for moment, smoothing her sundress and pushing her glasses up her nose and clasping her hands behind her back like a good girl before walking across the room to me, a bright smile on her lips, and politely offering her breasts to me in greeting as she said it was good to meet me, and that she was looking forward to sharing her body with me later today, and that she hoped I would enjoy handling her.

I found myself falling under her spell. She was delightfully sweet and earnest in her efforts to be a well-behaved and desirable girl; and my smile softened as I realized how hard the shy little creature must have worked to become this brave and confident, as she maintained her composure beautifully while presenting herself as an obedient, willing vessel of delight to a man she'd never met, and who, at the direction of her mentor, was going to challenge her body and mind today in ways she'd never before experienced.

Dave and her father looked on approvingly as I expressed my pleasure at meeting her with a warm, courteous smile and a gentle, slow, introductory kiss, and softly caressed her breasts over the thin cotton of her sundress.

She was well-endowed, though not disproportionately so, and her breasts rested pleasantly in the hands with a palpable weight to their full undersides; her nipples were clearly well-developed, and even the tight confines of her sundress, struggling somewhat to contain her generous bosoms, were unable to mute the prominent, insistent efforts of her nipples to make their presence known through the thin fabric.

Her dress was in fact light enough that I could clearly see, to my delight, that she possessed lovely, large areolas; and though she had elected not to wear a bra, the dark silhouette of her panties flitted enticingly beneath her short skirt.

I continued to enjoy the feel of her breast in my hand, and I brushed her nipple with my palm and tested its sensitivity with a few progressively firmer squeezes between my thumb and finger; as I reached her first pain threshold, she gasped silently, admirably maintaining her composure and fighting the urge to flinch or shrink away as I took her gently by the chin and tilted her head to one side so I could examine her delicate profile, and the exquisite lines of her jaw, and the long, elegant muscles of her throat and neck, where her heartbeat visibly pounded beneath her soft skin as she submitted, breathlessly trembling, to my first inspection of her little body.

'What a good girl,' I said quietly, kissing her again with a smile. 'Dear Miss Emily, I am very much looking forward to spending your special day with you and Mr. Kendrick. He's told me a bit about you, and how diligent and committed you are in your lessons, and I can say right now that I am already very impressed with you. I think you're going to be a pleasure to train this afternoon.'

She beamed, ecstatic that her long, hard training from Dave was paying off.

'Thank you, Mr. Stevenson. I will try my very best for you, sir, I promise.'

Dave spoke up, satisfied that I had decided his adorable little trainee was worth spending my time handling.

'One of Emily's biggest battles has been understanding that her body in general—and especially her vulva—are beautiful and desirable to the men who select her for training, and a lot of the work we've done is to help her feel more comfortable with being looked at while she's naked, and having her cunny viewed and touched without losing her nerve, and instead working on helping her feel excited and receptive when asked to show men her girl-parts.'

Emily blushed as she listened quietly, and father nodded appreciatively.

'Like I said, Dave has really helped her turn things around—she used to get so anxious just knowing a man had reserved her for a training session, let alone some of the issues she'd have while he was trying to enjoy her body. I'm super impressed with how she just greeted you; I always knew she could be a great trainee, and it just took some good guidance from a strong, trustworthy mentor.'



I chuckled and turned Emily around by the arm, admiring her shapely, well-trained booty where it swelled enticingly beneath the gentle drape of her sundress.

Lifting her skirt to admire the curves of her nethers, I was charmed to discover a pair of simple, plum-colored panties trimmed with a discreet black lace, which rose softly from between her round cheeks and rode their curves perfectly in a flattering bikini cut.

I slid my finger tip beneath the demure lacy trim where it lay stretched across her bottom, following it inward to where it dove between her buttocks and enjoying her shiver as she felt my touch inside her underwear and on the sensitive, private inner areas of her plump cheeks around her soft gusset; and I ran my hand over her backside and down her hamstrings, impressed with her toned lines and healthy musculature.

'Well, if I didn't know better, I honestly wouldn't know from how she's greeting me that she'd started her training career with such difficulty,' I said, appreciatively squeezing her buttocks and registering my enjoyment with a raised eyebrow and approving nod as her father beamed proudly. 'She's being quite friendly and well-behaved, and very nicely compliant, and I would have imagined she was always a natural at sharing her body by how she's responding to me right now. Just a delightful little creature.'

Dave cleared his throat.

'Yes, well, and on that note, I think she might be a little too taken with your handling style, Robert—she seems to have forgotten the special greeting we have been practicing to help her get more accustomed to sharing all of her, not just the parts she is comfortable with...'

Emily's head spun around, her face chagrined, and looked pleadingly at Dave.

'Mr. Kendrick, do I...do I have to?'

Dave nodded seriously.

'Yes, Emily, you do. This is exactly the sort of situation where it's warranted, and I need you to push outside your comfort zone a little right now and do what you know you should do. Mr. Stevenson has taken time out of his day to train you with me, and you need to practice relaxing and trusting that he will like what he sees. Don't make this more difficult than it needs to be, sweet girl—I'd rather not have to discipline you on your birthday.'

Slowly Emily turned to face me, her expression pained and embarrassed. She mustered her composure, and spoke in a careful, dutiful manner.

'It's good to meet you, Mr. Stevenson,' she said, laboring mightily through her next words. 'Would you...would you like to view my...my vulva, sir?'

It was clear now how needed Dave's steady hand was for her; girls her age, while sometimes still fighting traces of their native, innocent modesty, and not always fully confident in the attractiveness of their reproductive accoutrements, were typically far from this conflicted about exposing their genitals for the appreciation of eligible men, and my heart went out to her a little as I witnessed the struggle the girl was going through to obediently offer her cunny for my inspection.

I knelt in front of her, attempting to assure her with a kind smile.

'Why, thank you, Miss Emily—I would very much like to view your vulva. Would you show it to me, please?'

Her face fell a little as she'd evidently hoped, against all odds, that I would turn her offer down, but she caught Dave's eye telling her this was not optional, and she took a deep breath, bit her soft, full lower lip, raised the front hem of her sundress high above her perfect belly button, and tortuously tugged the gusset of her purple panties to the side so I could see her treasure between her legs.

She was lovely; her outer labia were cleanly-defined and symmetrical, and the perfect size to hold gently in my teeth and nibble on; but they served mostly as a setting for her luxurious, frilled inner lips, which spilled from between her sensible outer labia in an exuberant profusion of tender, richly-pink girl-flesh that hung enticingly heavy, and enclosed the insistent bud of her healthy, generously-proportioned clitoris within their extravagant petals.

She was impeccably groomed; as far as I could tell, her carefully trimmed patch of soft, dark fur was the only hair on her nethers, which appeared perfectly smooth and soft all about the rest of her privates.

Her breath came raggedly and overwrought, punctuated by adorable, tiny whimpers of mortification as she bravely showed me her most personal parts, glancing in barely-contained alarm from me to Dave as she worked to control her breathing and accept my cool gaze on her naked pussy until she was instructed to cover herself again.

I must have licked my lips without realizing it, drawing a laugh from Dave and Emily's father as they watched me discover her secret bits.

'In answer to your unspoken question, Robert,' Dave chuckled, 'Yes, she is very tasty, and a delight in the mouth. She's really remarkably sensitive and responsive, so you can imagine how fun she is to tease and torture with your tongue.'

Emily uttered a shuddering moan and a pleading, desperate, 'Oh...nooooo...' as Dave and I discussed the best ways to enjoy her body and get the most pleasure from training her.

I looked up at her, charmed by the great effort she was making to be a good trainee for Dave, and by her troubled, gentle eyes that shone in a heady tonic of shame, embarrassment, and arousal that fairly shook her small frame with its startling vehemence.

Although she was a willing and eager trainee who was deeply committed to embracing her purpose, and to mastering her difficult sexual training as she strove to become the best girl she could possibly be, it was clear that it was still a big step for this sweet thing to allow men to please themselves with her body, and I was touched to see her trusting, obedient nature as she made the hard choice to do what was right, rather than refuse or run away.

'Oh my goodness, Miss Emily, your vagina is very lovely. I'm now quite looking forward to playing with it today. Thank you so much for being such a good girl and offering to show it to me.'

Her eyes lit up, and she basked for a fleeting moment in my praise; unfortunately, however, I wasn't quite finished.

'Can you be a good girl one more time and spread your lips for me please, Emily? I would love to have a sneak peek at what I'll be enjoying later.'

She only needed a moment to battle a fresh wave of apprehension as I requested that she share more of her intimate area with me, and we were pleased to see her set her chin resolutely, nod her head graciously, and gasp softly at the sensation as her own fingertips made contact with her swollen labia and she carefully spread them apart for me.

'A little wider, Emily,' Dave instructed quietly as he observed closely, and with a mentor's keen eye, how she behaved while I handled her. 'Mr. Stevenson deserves to see a little bit of your insides if we want him to train you later.'

'Yes, Mr. Kendrick.' She nodded and immediately complied, blushing furiously as she spread her little wings far apart until they were like glossy, pink pillows on either side of her clitoris, pinned in place by the colorfully manicured nails of her delicate fingers.

The light pouring through the open front door instantly caught the rich, dark pink of her interior, and she glistened in the sunbeams, her slit already drenched in her juices and her clitoris, a tiny rosy bead nestled snugly in its dark, velvety hood, shining proudly as it dripped with her clear nectar, and the sweet, earthy scent of her femininity tickled my amygdala.

'My goodness, she's already so wet. What a sweet girl...this is really quite a lovely cunny, James,' I said to her father admiringly. 'She's got a beautiful little clitoris on her. Congratulations—she's delicious.'

Her father thanked me, and pointed out encouragingly to Emily that I was yet more proof that men truly did find her vagina attractive and enticing, as Dave nodded in agreement.

'Do you find her acceptable, Stevenson?' He asked.

'I do,' I grinned. 'I'm quite looking forward to playing with this little kitty.'

I stood up and kissed her, and gave her permission to release her pussy lips and put her vulva back in her panties, and told her she had been a very good girl; but without even bothering to cover herself again, her bare cunny still out in the cool air of the entryway for anyone to see, she returned my kiss with a fervent relief which took me aback as she pressed her lips deeply against mine and offered her tongue sweetly to me, her hands gently clasping my face.

Dave chuckled again as he saw the pleased surprise on my face at his trainees's eager kiss.

'I have rarely seen a young female so responsive to being called a good girl,' he mused pleasantly. 'It seems to be some unusually deeply-rooted conditioning, and I've found that she's willing to attempt any act, receive any instruction, and is never happier than if she has simply the prospect of hearing those words.'

Emily finally pulled her lips away from mine, gazing deep into my eyes for a surprisingly touching moment before releasing my face from her hands, tugging her panties back into place over her adorable vulva, and throwing her arms around Dave in an ecstatic hug.

'Thank you so, so much, Mr. Kendrick,' she said, her eyes alight with hurry to commence her lesson. 'This is the best birthday ever! Are you going to train me in the living room like normal, so daddy can watch, or do you want to go upstairs to my bedroom? I cleaned it and tidied it and everything for you and Mr. Stevenson, in case you wanted to use my bed.''

Dave's booming laugh filled the house.

'Oh my, no, sweet girl!' He grinned with anticipation for the program of birthday activities he'd put together. 'This is your special day, cutie, and I have lots of fun planned. Let's go get a coffee, and then we'll go to the museum to see the new exhibition; then we'll get a nice lunch, and in the afternoon I've reserved a suite at the Rylsky Hotel downtown, where we'll train you. I think Mr. Stevenson will be going home this evening, but you and I will sleep there so I can give you a good solid morning lesson, too. Does all that sound like fun?'

Emily could hardly contain her excitement, and she twirled around, her yellow sundress rising about her hips and flashing her purple panties as she thanked Dave for planning such a lovely afternoon for her.

'This is going to be amazing!' She danced about, jumping up to kiss Dave again. 'And look, Mr. Kendrick, I remembered what you said about practicing being more comfortable with men being able to see my body, and so I didn't wear a bra today—look, everyone will totally be able to see my nipples—and it feels kinda crazy going out in public like this, but also kind of cool...'

I could tell she was touched, as it was rare for a mentor to spend such personal time with a trainee outside of her actual sexual lessons, and she clearly understood that this meant he was very proud of her, and happy to be her mentor, and she was beside herself with joy.

'Well, I'm glad you're excited, Emily—I am, too,' Dave said, taking her by the shoulders to refocus her on his voice. 'We're just about ready to go, but there's one more thing—this is your birthday, but it is still also training, of course.

'You've come so far in your confidence and poise, Miss Emily, and I'm proud of how much more comfortable you've gotten with sharing your body with your trainers, but we still have a ways to go, as we all just saw when Mr. Stevenson asked you to show him your vagina.'

Emily's face fell as Dave mentioned her shortfalls; she was clearly a very sensitive girl who only wanted to please, and it was a cruel irony of fate that she should also be stricken by such petrifying shyness when it came to letting her body be used and enjoyed to its potential by her trainers.

'Now, Emily, I know this next lesson will challenge you, probably more than any of the lessons we've had together so far; but I also know you are strong enough, and brave enough, and obedient enough, to accept it as necessary, and to do your best in it.'

Emily's eyes searched his for his meaning.

'Yes, sir. What do I need to do?'

'Emily, I want you to begin to understand how your naked body is the most beautiful, captivating thing anyone could imagine, and for you to feel how your own skin—your wild, natural, skin—is everything you need to be your true, wonderful self.

'If a girl isn't comfortable being naked in the first place, her lessons will always be a struggle for her; so today, it's time for you to practice being at ease while naked—in any circumstances.'

A shocked gasp came from Emily as Dave explained the lesson she was to learn today, and she realized the cruel truth that her efforts to show her improvement by going braless, while already uncomfortable for her, didn't go nearly far enough.

'Emily, sweet girl, I'd like you to undress so Mr. Stevenson and I can take you out for your special day, please. Completely.'

There is little as absorbing as watching a girl struggle through the throes of a sexual conundrum, and the three of us men stood quietly, patiently, captivated by the series of emotions that chased each other across Emily's sweet, intelligent face as she looked from one of us to the other, hoping for some sort of addendum or reprieve.

'You mean...I have to be naked all day, sir? Like, in town and at the museum?'

Dave nodded.

'Yes, sweet girl. It's time for you to learn how to comport yourself as easily and confidently while in a state of undress as you do while clothed. You're a beautiful girl, and you have nothing that should be hidden—today you need to learn how to share that beauty freely. Go ahead and take your clothes off, and we can get going,' he said, with a gentle but unyielding smile.

Despite his daughter's beseeching gaze, James refused to offer her solace, and nodded in agreement with Dave's instructions.

'Sweetheart, you remember what you promised when Mr. Kendrick agreed to be your mentor?'

Emily nodded glumly.

'Yes, daddy. I promised to obey him in everything he says, and to trust that he will always teach me the best things for me to learn.'

She looked at Dave.

'Yes, sir. I'll do it, Mr. Kendrick.'

'Good girl.'

Feeling the weight of her duty, she slowly untied the bow at the front of her dress, loosening it and letting it fall from her shoulders.

It slipped easily down the gentle slopes of her breasts, revealing the top portions of her dark areolas before the hem of her neckline caught momentarily on her clearly swollen nipples, hanging on them and pulling them down under its weight before they sprang triumphantly free into the sunlight, and her dress fell to the glossy hardwood floor of the entryway in a tumbled heap around her white heels.

She stood now in only her purple panties, and I raised my eyebrows and shook my head in amazement at how lovely she was.

Her cheeks were flushed a bright pink, and her hips flared away sleekly below her toned waist, her breasts heavy and succulent above; her legs were splendid, with excellent muscle and smooth, sweeping curves that beckoned the hand.

She twisted about, attempting to behave and let us enjoy viewing her body despite the pounding in her chest.

'...Mr. Kendrick—not my...my panties, too?'

'Yes, Emily, your panties too.' Dave nodded. 'I said completely.'

'But sir,' she protested, 'Everyone will see my...my vagina? Everyone...oh my gosh...'

Despite her desperate desire to refuse, she knew this was an important lesson, and she painfully pulled her panties down and stepped gingerly out of them, and stood quietly, her eyes closed and her breasts heaving, letting the three of us enjoy looking at her body in its natural state.

A low chuckle came from Dave as he watched his trainee perform beautifully.

'Good girl, Emily,' he said, as she blushed again, her tummy tumbling a little from hearing her favorite words from her mentor after such a challenging test. 'You're very beautiful today. Open your eyes—I have a present for you.'

He'd produced a small white box from his jacket as she'd disrobed, and he handed it to her with a kiss, wiping a stray tear from her eye; obedience to a good trainer was often an emotionally cathartic experience, and it wasn't uncommon for a young girl to shed a tear or two as she experienced breakthroughs in her training.

She took the box with a giggling sniffle and opened it, and she was rendered nearly speechless by what she found.

'Oh my gosh, Mr. Kendrick, this is so beautiful!' She said, holding up a perfect string of pearls made into a simple, elegant choker. 'I love pearls, sir, they make me feel so pretty and feminine and grown-up—oh my gosh, these are so beautiful...'

Dave stepped behind her and took the necklace gently, securing it about her throat with the tiny golden clasp, wishing her a happy birthday and telling her she was a very good trainee. She was radiant, and we all agreed that she was now perfectly dressed for our day.

'How are you feeling, Emily?' Dave asked. 'Are you ready to go?'

Emily took a deep breath, a delicious shiver running through her naked body, fluttered her fingers nervously for a moment, and calmed herself, nodding her head.

'I want this day to be special for you, too, Mr. Kendrick—and you, Mr. Stevenson—and I want to do everything I can to please you and make you both feel as good as I can with my body, whatever that means, sir. Yes—I'm ready to go.'

She kissed her father goodbye, and he patted her bare bottom and wished her a happy birthday, reminding her to be a good girl for Dave and me, and to make sure to listen and obey, and do her best to please us and let us enjoy her body, and he confirmed that Dave would have her back home tomorrow morning in time for church.

She gave a little disbelieving squeak of exclamation as we stepped outside into the sunshine and she felt the first gentle whisper of the fall air against the bare skin of her most sensitive bits, and she giggled at the audacious experience of going outside her house in nothing but her heels and a perfect string of pearls.

Her hands reflexively wandered toward her cunny and her breasts, to cover them from both the fresh air and the appreciative eyes of anyone who happened to be nearby, and Dave firmly reprimanded her, reminding her that she was to behave like a proper young lady while in public today, and was forbidden from touching her breasts or her vulva until we got to the hotel and began her training there.

'I know you're already wet, dear girl, and no, you are not even to touch your vagina to clean yourself there,' he said in answer to her unspoken question.

'I want you to pay close attention to how you respond to different experiences today as we're out and about; every time someone looks at you or discusses your body, or you are suddenly struck with the reality that you are naked and sharing your beautiful self with anyone who happens to want to appreciate you, I want you to associate those moments with your arousal, and to consider what it means to be a vessel of pleasure, and to try to let yourself get as wet as possible.

'Mr. Stevenson and I will be checking your vagina periodically through the day to observe how much of a mess you become until we're ready to take you to the hotel to begin your lesson there.'

Emily's white strappy heels, while hardly extreme, were a little higher and narrower than she was accustomed to wearing, and Dave and I each took her by a hand and helped the beautiful nude girl unsteadily descend the stone staircase to the street below, her shoes clicking delightfully against the granite and her breasts swaying and bouncing lightly with each stair step.

Dave opened the front passenger door of his SUV and helped Emily as she climbed up in as ladylike a fashion as she could manage, though the inescapable anatomical mechanics of entering a vehicle meant we were still treated to a couple happy flashes of her beautiful bare vagina before she was able to primly close her thighs; he'd already turned on the heated seats the way he knew she liked, and she purred delightedly as she sat down and felt the low thrum of the massage feature vibrate up through her bare bottom.



She already loved the rare opportunities she'd had to ride in Dave's rig while clothed, but the soft, warm leather and the gentle vibrations felt even better against her naked skin, and she visibly loosened up and relaxed as she melted into the safety of the big vehicle's darkly-tinted windows.

I rode in the back seat, and got to know the sweet girl better as we drove. She was studying physics at university, and it happened that I had just returned from a brief trip to London, where I'd been fortunate enough to visit the Greenwich Royal Observatory.

It was one of my favorite places I'd ever been, and I told her how I'd gotten to see the little cottage where Astronomer Royal Neville Maskelyne had lived with his family and his telescopes, and had taught his daughter, Margaret, the science of the heavens. She had helped him map the stars and measure, for the first time, the mass of the earth, and Emily and I chatted pleasantly about scientific history, and the place she hoped one day to hold in it.

Dave interrupted our diverting conversation by asking Emily her favorite coffee shop and, caught off guard, the naked girl blurted out the truth.

Too late, she realized her mistake and tried to change her answer, but Dave just smiled and said we'd go to the first place she'd named as her eyes grew wide and she pouted.

I chuckled to myself. He'd timed his question to get an authentic response, and he knew that she was regretting accidentally giving him the power to take her to a place where she was a regular, and was more likely to be seen by people she knew and saw often; but that was precisely the situation he knew would challenge her obedience and trust, and which would yield the best results from his meticulous training methods.

We pulled up shortly to the coffee shop, which bustled on this agreeable Saturday morning, and Dave looked over at his trainee.

'Now, Emily, I want you to imagine you're dressed in your favorite outfit—that sundress you were wearing earlier, for example, was very flattering, and you looked beautiful—and to act exactly as if you are fully clothed, and behave like a perfect lady while we're in there, do you understand? Be polite, look people in the eye, and don't touch your breasts or your cunny.'

Emily nodded, visibly steeling herself for her first nude walk in public.

'Yes, Mr. Kendrick, I'll be good, I promise.'

'Excellent. I know I can trust you—all of your training has led to this. Are you ready?'

'Yes, sir,' she nodded again, 'I'm ready.'

I got out and opened Emily's door, offering my hand to help her alight, and I was enchanted.

The timid, uncertain girl of just a little while ago was gone, and a confident, strong, beautiful trainee was in her place.

Emily's heels stepped to the pavement and she stood tall, her chin high, her pearl choker seeming to magically clothe her more completely and elegantly than any dress; and she appeared to draw power from the elegant strand of iridescent white ocean gems, cloaking her naked body in their ephemeral, stately aura and carrying herself like a princess who was sure of her duty, and of herself.

Girls were generally expected to wear as little clothing as possible in any circumstances, and their outfits were chosen to enhance and showcase their physical charms, rather than to conceal them; but while it was not unheard of for a girl to be seen in public completely naked, it was the exception rather than the rule, and usually meant a girl was either undergoing severe punishment, or was an exceptionally well-trained girl receiving highly advanced lessons, and Emily's fetching nude form drew pleased and appreciative, though respectful, looks from the tables outside the coffee shop as we walked to the door and I opened it for the birthday girl.

Her admirable poise seemed to take a blow as she entered the shop, however, and she suddenly turned back and tried to make an exit, running headlong into Dave's broad chest.

'Oh my gosh, please, Mr. Kendrick,' she pleaded, 'Please, can we go somewhere else?'

Dave took her by the shoulders and calmed her.

'I'm sorry Emily, but no; we'll get coffee here. Tell me what is bothering you, sweet thing.'

Looking like she was about to die, the poor girl pointed to the boy behind the counter, a tall, lanky young man with a dark, curly shock of hair and a relaxed, intelligent smile that competed for one's attention with the surprisingly sculpted biceps filling the sleeves of his polo shirt behind his apron.

We listened as she explained that he was a senior at the university, a teacher's assistant a couple years older than her, and facilitated a few of her differential equations study groups; and it turned out she had a pretty major crush on him.

'...He's clever and funny and real smart...and really...good-looking...and he's always nice to me,' she whispered in growing horror at her current situation. 'I get the craziest butterflies in my tummy every time we pass in the halls or I see him anywhere, Mr. Kendrick, or when he sends me notes about how I can improve my contributions to our group projects. I thought he was off work today, and I can't believe he's here—please, please can we go somewhere else?'

Dave smiled understandingly, and shook his head.

It wasn't unusual, of course, for a girl to have crushes on boys, but while a young man like Emily's cerebral heartthrob might ask a girl like her out on an occasional, harmless date, he was never permitted to have sex with her unless they married; the unparalleled pleasures of young girls' bodies were reserved exclusively for the discerning, rightful enjoyment of eligible men, like Dave and myself.

I could see that Dave, like me, was a little touched by Emily's earnest and understandable desire not to let the object of her puppy love see her while she was naked and clearly in training by two men; but he patiently explained that her objections had no relation to the intent of her lesson, and were ultimately irrelevant anyway, pointing out gently but firmly that a young girl's fleeting feelings for boys were far too trivial a matter to take seriously in light of the important responsibility he and I had to the essential work of guiding her sexual development.

Emily knew he was right, of course, and she apologized for her moment of weakness, thanking Dave for his patience and assuring us that she would be good from now on; then she pushed her glasses up her nose, squared her shoulders, and set her chin with a smile as she turned around and walked to the counter as if she were wearing a sweeping gown, her breasts proudly leading the way, her nipples resolutely erect.

She greeted him politely, and as we ordered our drinks the poor fellow could hardly speak a word, he was so overcome by the unexpected sight of his classmate appearing at his counter in nothing but a pearl choker, and while he clearly tried to remain circumspect in his glances at her naked body, his blushing brow and his stammering replies betrayed how affected he was by her nude radiance, and how dearly he wished to stare in adoration, rather than merely glance, at her most intimate parts.

We were pleased to see Emily attempt to carry on a conversation with the boy as he made our order, despite his sudden tongue-tied state, and when she asked him if he was going to the student picnic next weekend, he said he was and managed, with great effort, to ask her if she'd like to go together.

She played it surprisingly cool, and said she'd think about it and let him know on Monday, and we were about to leave with our drinks when I stopped to get the barista's name and phone number; I knew he was Morgan Lynn's type, and my wife would probably enjoy training him.

'She's very good,' I told him, as Emily silently watched, the crestfallen look on her face plainly wishing, with all her heart, that I was speaking about her and not my wife. 'Very confident, very skilled. I think she'll like handling you.'

Back in the car, Emily gave a huge sigh and burst into giddy laughter, relief and adrenaline flooding her naked little body as she completed the first item on her special day's training agenda, and we praised her and told her she'd been a very good girl in the coffee shop.

'Oh my gosh, that was such a crazy rush!' She said, squirming a little. 'Oh man, Mr. Kendrick, I'm so wet right now—I'm going to make a mess on your seat...'

Dave laughed and reminded her not to try to clean up either the seat nor her leaking nethers; we wanted to continue to build on her budding associations between her public nudity and her arousal; and if she was obedient, the slick, warm flow between her legs would be a constant and undeniable reminder of her body's sacred purpose that would stoke its own fire, and she would be far more of a mess before we were done today.

'Let's discuss what you experienced in there,' he said as we drove to the art museum. 'Were you constantly getting wet the whole time, or were there moments that pushed your body into arousal?'

Emily thought for a moment. Often one of the more difficult skills for girls to learn was to be comfortable clearly, frankly communicating to men about every aspect of their young bodies and minds.

It was essential for a girl to understand that every part of her person was a possible source of pleasure for a man, and that she must always be a beautiful, open book for her handlers; and being able to accurately and explicitly describe her body's responses and proclivities, and to communicate clearly to a trainer the best ways he might choose enjoy her body, was an important thing for a girl to be able to do.

This sort of open communication about even the most intimate elements of herself was especially essential in the relationship between a trainee and her mentor, and Emily had clearly been working on this with Dave; it was heartwarming to hear the sweet girl thoughtfully articulate how her naked little body had responded to her exposure.

'Well, I actually got really wet when we talked and I decided I could do it, and walked to the counter,' she said, remembering with a giggle. 'I was so alert and sensitive to everything, cause I was kind of scared, honestly, and I could actually feel my inner lips slipping and sliding together a little with my juices as I walked, which I've never felt before. And then it was kinda like a dream—I don't remember much until—well, I don't know why, Mr. Kendrick, but when Mr. Stevenson was talking to him at the end, I felt...a lot...of moisture...'

'That makes sense,' Dave nodded thoughtfully. 'Sometimes not getting something we want, and seeing it go to someone else, makes us want it even more.'

He listed the factors that may have contributed to the puzzling state of Emily's hungry young vagina.

'You really like that boy in there, and you're never permitted to have sex with him, and we forced you to let him see you naked and look at your whole body; and then Mr. Stevenson made you watch while he reserved him for a training session with his wife, which caused you imagine the beautiful thing you want so badly being enjoyed by someone else—someone more skilled and knowledgeable than you, who has the right to enjoy the thing you want, but aren't allowed to have.'

Emily's eyes grew wide in astonishment as her mentor described exactly the emotions that had coursed through her, and the intricate chain reaction of small emotional and physical relationships that had culminated now in her drenched and needy cunny, and she sat quietly for a few minutes, contemplating the vast, complex interplay of the innumerable points of meaning that comprised her, and grateful for Dave's attentive, thorough guidance and insight in all matters of her sexual development.

'I'm glad I was there to witness that,' he continued. 'It is useful for me to know how your body responds to withheld pleasure, and it will add more depth to your training program now that I have observed just how strongly it affects you, sweet girl.'

Emily blushed a little and smiled out of the window, clearly awash in the feelings of trust and care that marked a good relationship between a trainee and her mentor, confident that Dave had her best interests in mind, and her sexual education—and her adorable naked body—in hand.

After a moment of quiet, she looked over at Dave, her voice soft.

'Thank you for being my mentor, Mr. Kendrick.'

I smiled to myself as he replied by simply reaching over and brushing her cheek softly with his hand, and giving her white breast a gentle, affectionate squeeze.

The Stonewall Museum of Art was a dynamic, contemporary structure, and as we pulled up Emily gave a cry of excitement.

'The special exhibition! Oh, Mr. Kendrick, I wanted to see this so badly—I'm so happy I get to visit before it ends!'

She was far more comfortable in her nudity now, and we walked together into the museum and purchased three tickets for the special exhibit, her splendid little figure and clean lines earning appreciative looks and nods from all directions, then entered the main gallery through a short hallway decorated in baroque style and into a high, skylit gallery beneath an ornate banner that read, 'Odalisque and Courtesan: Visions of Pleasure.'

Emily was beside herself, and seemed almost to forget her nakedness in her excitement as she wandered, transfixed, from canvas to canvas of sensual, opium-hazed orientalist harem scenes and erotic portraits of carelessly nude seraglio girls adorned with exotic and priceless jewelry lounging on beds and couches, whose serene countenance and languorous, open poses made it clear they knew their bodies were objects of exquisite pleasure and beauty, reserved only for the most powerful of men to enjoy, but that they still welcomed the humble viewer's adoring, hungry, and forbidden gaze as a fulfillment of their very purpose for existence.

The museum made a lovely interlude during a warm day, and several fathers and their daughters meandered through the gallery, avidly conversing in low tones about the ways in which the artists and the girls in the paintings explored the essence of the erotic, and discussing how the daughters could apply that knowledge in their training after their Festivals; this exhibition was excellent lesson material for any young girl, and I made a note to bring the twins here next week.

Dave and I followed along behind her, discussing the atmosphere and emotional resonance of the pieces with Emily, who, despite her passion for the paintings, was by far the most compelling work of art in the place.

A placard explained the history of the odalisque, and how in the old, less civilized days, only certain young girls were selected to fulfill their natural purpose and be trained in the secret arts of pleasing men, and that they were considered highly-prized possessions.

Now, happily, in our more enlightened times, all girls received a thorough sexual education after their Festival, and were taught to be excellent envoys of their sex for the enjoyment of all eligible males; the old paintings were still excellent sources of inspiration and education for today's young girls, however, in their heritage of girlhood and their copulatory responsibilities. Emily giggled as she read a historical passage from the placard.

'"...If anyone possesses a pretty-looking slave, the fact soon gets known. The gentlemen who wish to buy an odalisque, make their offers. Many men, indeed, prefer to take a slave as a wife, as, in such case, there is no need to dread fathers, mothers, or brothers-in-law, and other undesirable relations..."'

She turned to us, her teasing eyes dancing.

'Mr. Kendrick, I could be your odalisque, and Mr. Stevenson's...would you buy me and make me your wife?'

I was amused as both Dave and I chuckled and raised our left hands in unison, displaying our gold wedding bands as her lower lip pouted playfully.

'I would absolutely buy you and make you my wife if I could, dear girl, but unfortunately I'm already taken, and I love Mrs. Kendrick very much, as you know. It is my pleasure, however, to have a hand in training and molding you to be the best little odalisque you can be for every man who chooses to enjoy your precious body.'

I shook my head as she blushed and laughed again and I watched her full, plump bottom tick-tock on her strappy white heels to the next picture, her toned back musculature rippling softly beneath her skin, and I remarked quietly to Dave how beautiful her body was from behind.

She turned a lovely shade of rose as she heard me, but like a well-mannered girl, she played as if she hadn't, studiously examining a splendid piece by François Boucher, bending low at the waist as she pretended to read the signature and playfully wagging her bottom at us, her full, glistening labia catching our eyes where they spilled delightfully from about her opening.

'I know, right?' Dave murmured, and I knew Emily could just pick up his voice as well. 'She's actually quite strong despite her small size—I've seen her do thirteen pull-ups in a row. So sexy. You should see her when she needs to be restrained during a training session, whether by hand or with ropes—she's so cute when she struggles and bucks.'

'She's such a sweetheart, too,' I mused. 'Clearly she's developing really under you. You should be proud—good job.''

Dave nodded and thanked me.

'She really is—she's naturally so eager to please and willing to work hard; there's not much more a mentor could ask for in a trainee.

'She had a lot of trouble in the beginning, right after her Festival, with accepting and embracing the fact that the pleasures of her body now belonged to any and every eligible male who took an interest in her. You know how girls can sometimes struggle with this at first; but it does seem to be the more intelligent ones like her that have the hardest time with it.

'She's come such a long way. Having an orgasm was initially impossible. She had trouble relaxing and giving herself over and trusting; it happens a lot more now, but she knows she'd be a lot more desirable if she were better at it. Especially with a quick session, or being fucked anywhere that isn't a bed, she still definitely struggles with it.

'And she still feels very self conscious when men lick her vulva, or even just want to look at it; she seems to be doing really well right now, but I won't be surprised if we still have to overcome some trepidation on her part when we take her to the hotel and it's time for you to enjoy her.'

I nodded understandingly; it was normal for new girls to feel protective of their genitals, and to balk when instructed to allow strange men to root pleasantly about in their tender girl-bits, but it was not something to be indulged, and should be dealt with immediately.

I knew that even if Emily had second thoughts about giving herself to me, Dave and I had sufficient skill and strength to ensure her misgivings didn't prevent us from fully enjoying her delightful little body to our hearts' content, as was only right and proper.

'She's so small,' I remarked quietly, recalling the considerable size of Dave's cock. 'Can she even take a full-size piece?'

Dave chuckled, and a rosy glow crept across Emily's body as she eavesdropped.

'She used to have considerable difficulty taking larger penises inside her, but we've been working on that, and she can take all of me now, though it's still a bit of a challenge at first—I'll be interested to see how she handles you, since you're even a little bigger than I am.

'I think it only helps that she really honestly loves cocks, and she loves the feeling of semen inside her or on her body—she adores the taste; so much so that I've actually seen her bring herself to orgasm without any vaginal contact, simply by holding fresh cum in her mouth. She's a little treasure, really.'



I wanted to begin accustoming her to my touch, and I moved close behind her, running my fingers gently over her smooth bottom and on up her spine as she stood and shivered deliciously, leaning cozily back against me as I placed my big warm hands on her bare shoulders; I felt her tremble in spite of herself as I gently pulled her naked body against me and held her there, my heavy cock pressed patiently against the precious curve of the small of her back.

Her body was peppered with goosebumps; the museum was kept quite cool, and it was obvious from the painfully erect state of her nipples that she was a little cold, but I was impressed that she hadn't uttered a word of complaint, knowing that all of this was training for her benefit, and that she had a duty to keep her body on display for us.

I bent down, my beard brushing her back and causing her to shiver and gasp as I kissed her shoulder and spoke softly to her.

'Do you like listening when men discuss your body, and what they want to do to you, Miss Emily?' I asked.

She tried to answer, but her tongue was suddenly unruly, and she gulped, then swallowed again before she was able to form her words.

'Yes, sir, Mr. Stevenson—I...I like it very much, sir...ohhhh, Mr. Stevenson...''

I ran my hands slowly down her arms, and gently cupped her chilly breasts, warming them in my large palms and savoring their perfect handfuls, but taking care not to touch her cold nipples, despite her plaintive whimpers imploring me to aid her poor, crinkled, dark nubs.

'Do you like this one?' I asked, indicating the Boucher we were standing in front of with a nod and ignoring her struggles to maintain her composure as I played torturously with her lovely breasts. Emily nodded and smiled after shaking her head first to try and clear it.

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson. I like how...happy and relaxed she looks.'

The Boucher odalisque was one of my favorites too, and showed an adorable, curvy little blonde sprawled comfortably on her tummy on an opulent golden lounge, her juicy thighs splayed innocently wide behind her and her healthy white bottom offered like a delicacy for the pleasure of the viewer in the center of the canvas.

I agreed she looked happy and relaxed, and asked Emily why she thought she looked that way. She ventured to guess it was because she liked being naked, and I encouraged her to look closer at the painting, asking her why she thought the girl's sheets were so rumpled.

She considered for a moment, and suddenly her eyes lit up, her mouth forming a perfect 'O' of recognition as she recognized the truth.

'Mr. Stevenson—she just had a...a lesson, didn't she?' she whispered dramatically.

I laughed.

'Yes, cutie. She's thinking about what her handler taught her, and how grateful she is that he took the time to train her; it was a good, stern lesson, and she feels a little wonderfully sore and swollen where he penetrated her, which is why she's lying with her legs apart and a scandalous hint of the pleasure that lies just there, between her spread booty cheeks, and she's feeling his cum slowly leak from her cunny back there.

'But what is truly erotic about this picture isn't that she's beautiful and naked, or that a handler just finished enjoying himself with her body—it's that WE are seeing her. We're in the room, and perhaps the man who just trained her still is, as well; and as a man, there is nothing more enticing than seeing a well-fucked young girl all laid out like a lovely little bowl of cream—she's happy, and purring, and nicely broken-in already, and if you and I were there, Emily, I'd walk up beside her and dip my fingers into her freshly-trained cunny and kiss her before climbing atop that adorable bottom and enjoying her myself, while you watched me take my turn with her...'

As I described my impulses and desires upon studying the painting to Emily, my cock grew fully hard, and she gasped as she felt its thick length unfurl forcefully in my trousers as I held her close against me, my hands enfolding her breasts and riding them pleasantly as they rose and fell with the sweet girl's ragged breathing as she followed my analysis to its conclusion.

'...It's a very special thing for men to share a girl, and to take turns training her until she is completely spent, feeling her body and her soul open up and yield more and more of herself to them until there is nothing left in her but their cum; and this picture fills me with that longing.'

Emily listened, her eyes wide behind her glasses and a tiny whimper catching in her throat as she recognized herself in the painting, and felt herself become part of her own ancient, primal history.

'You mean...like what you and Mr. Kendrick are going to do with me later, Mr. Stevenson?'

I ran my hands down her tummy and over the front of her hips, my fingers foraying pleasantly through her short, soft muff, and then gently parted her lips, touching Emily's private parts for the first time.

She released a sudden, involuntary cry that echoed sharply through the quiet gallery as my fingers made contact with her sensitive, swollen cunny, attracting some attention from the other patrons, whose heads raised in unison from their contemplation of the art like a herd of gazelles that just saw one of their own get carried off by a lion, and I quietly, but firmly, hushed her.

'When you are nude in public like this, Emily, you must act exactly as if nothing were out of the ordinary, no matter what else happens. We are here to look at the paintings, dear girl, and I just need to check how wet you've gotten since we arrived. Spread your legs a little for me, and hold still. There's no need for any loud noises—you may whimper quietly, if you must.'

Her white heels clicked unsteadily on the marble floor of the gallery as she stepped her feet a little apart, and I was impressed to even see her bend her knees a little to give me more access in her efforts to obediently offer her vagina to my hand. She was truly a well-trained and thoughtful girl.

She was a tremendous mess between her legs; I simply ran my fingers once through her luxurious labia, and my entire hand came away coated in her juices, which were already running down the insides of her thighs.

I held my hand up to show Dave, and he nodded approvingly as Emily, her eyes glazing with her growing need, looked back up at me and begged me with her soulful gaze and her insistent, imploring whine to return it to the warm, famished confines of her vagina, and touch her there some more.

There was no need to check her further, however, since it was clear that she was responding favorably to her lesson; but I pretended to not realize that until the last moment, and brought my hand to within a cunny-hair of her vulva before suddenly 'remembering' and pulling away from her poor, shocked vagina with a soft chuckle, and she barely controlled her outraged, frustrated growl of disappointment as I brought my hand to her lips.

'Clean your mess off, Emily. Good girl.'

She obediently licked and sucked her juices from my fingers, but her eyes, fixed on mine perhaps just a bit too attentively and dutifully now, flashed with a little fire as her body began to roil with her insistent, growing need that neither Dave nor I was going to satisfy for her quite yet.

As we moved on to the next painting, which we were surprised and pleased to discover was Manet's original Le Déjeuner sur l'Herbe (a charming, classic portrayal of historical girl training that startled and delighted Emily with its undeniable parallels to her own current, present day situation, as well as the universal simplicity and timelessness of the venerable custom of handling and training young girls), we were joined by a couple of other men and their own girls.

'Pardon me,' one of the men said, introducing himself and his friend to Dave and me. 'We just wanted to say how impressed we are with this young lady. We've been watching, and she's so confident and poised and comfortable, and it's an inspiration to see a girl so clearly well-trained like this out in public.'

Dave thanked him for his kind words about Emily and she fairly glowed from the praise as all the men shook hands, and the other gentleman gestured respectfully to her naked body.

'She's so cute; and I love those breasts—may I?'

Dave nodded with a smile and encouraged him to make himself at home, only to please not touch her vagina so as not to disrupt a lesson she was currently being taught, and Emily stood very still with a polite smile and breathed with well-trained discipline as the man gently, appraisingly took her breasts in his hands and tested their weight, running his fingers admiringly over her soft skin, tracing the tantalizing circumference of her areolas, and tugging firmly on her nipples, which he seemed pleased to see grow firmer and harder, and turn a darker shade of pink under his practiced touch as he stimulated them, and caused a tiny whine to emanate from deep in her compliant throat.

While Emily was having her breasts inspected, Dave complimented the gentlemen on the beautiful girls they had with them as the girls stood quietly, their hands clasped properly behind their backs.

'This is my daughter, Evelyn, and this is Peter's daughter here, Melanie. They'll be celebrating their Festivals in a couple years, and we were pointing out to them how remarkable Emily is, and how she is clearly bringing you two fellows a great amount of pleasure with her lovely body, and how hopefully our two girls can learn something from watching her. You're obviously a couple of excellent handlers; Pete and I were actually also wondering if you guys ever work with girls who haven't had their Festivals yet, or would be willing to consider coaching our daughters, for a fair price, of course?'

Dave and I cast an appreciative look at the two girls; the spirited-looking Evelyn in her cute, form-fitting off-the-shoulder minidress the curvier and bustier curly-haired brunette, her breasts, bouncy and impressively well-developed for her age, constantly on the verge of escaping from the precarious, low-cut refuge of the light knit fabric; and Melanie, a statuesque blonde with flashing blue eyes clad simply in a little white tube top, her prominent nipples making it clear that chill of the air conditioned gallery had no problem penetrating the thin layer of cotton, and a very high-cut pair of daisy dukes that didn't even fully cover the front and gusset of her pink thong, which peeked flirtatiously from behind the soft fringe of white denim thread at the leg holes of her cutoffs; Dave said it was certainly something we'd be willing to discuss, and as Emily and the girls watched, we exchanged contact information before parting so we could arrange the particulars at our leisure.

The final part of the exhibit as we made our way to the exit was a fun photo booth opportunity for visiting girls. A small stage had been set up, furnished with a couple antique couches and ornate drapery, and girls could undress and pose as their favorite odalisques from the exhibition, and museum photographers took their pictures as souvenirs of their visit.

Evelyn and Melanie and their fathers were just ahead of us along with a few other girls, and we spent a pleasant little while in line waiting for Emily's turn, watching as the other young girls stripped naked and took turns having their photos taken.

This unexpected stroke of good luck that allowed us to see Evelyn and Melanie nude confirmed the impression Dave and I had gotten when we met them, and we agreed that whatever precisely their fathers wanted us to teach them, we were both very interested in assisting the girls with their training to help prepare them for their Festivals.

When it was her turn, I was charmed to see Emily immediately choose the lounge and sprawl across it in her best homage to Boucher's odalisque, her legs carelessly and innocently apart and her perfect round bottom in the air, and she kissed me sweetly when she was done, handing me a copy of her photo and telling me she wanted me to keep it to remember her by.

Dave said that since she had been such a good girl, we should stop by the museum gift shop to see if there was anything she'd especially like.

The gift shop was full of books and tote bags and puzzles and art prints, of course, but Emily was quickly drawn to the jewelry counter, which was filled with lovely pieces inspired by the exotic adornments of the odalisques, and Dave and I both felt that she had earned a special present; he bought her a beautiful, simple set of pearl pendant earrings, and I, a lovely, delicate anklet made from a string of pearls set in gold, with tiny golden bells that sang sweetly with every step.

Dave carefully put her earrings in and I had her lift her foot onto a bench so I could fasten the golden hasp of her anklet around her sculpted ankle, just above the delicate white leather strap of her heel, and she was radiant now, clad literally from head to toe in nothing but pearls.

Our good friend Tavio Milano owned Padre's, an upscale Italian restaurant downtown, and as we walked up to the hostess' station he saw us from the bustling kitchen and ran through the crowded dining room to intercept us, his hand extended in warm greeting as he gestured to one of the only empty tables.

'So good to see you, Dave, and always a pleasure. Robert,' he exclaimed, his eyes lighting up as he took in the naked little vision that was Emily. 'My goodness, my friends, what a beautiful girl you have with you today!!'

He gently fondled her nipple as he took her cheek in his hand and kissed her on the lips, coming up for air a moment later with a comical gasp as Emily blushed deeply at his enthusiasm for her charms.

'My god, she is bellisima,' he laughed, taking her by the chin and closely admiring her face as Dave introduced her. 'I'm so glad you are here. What is the special occasion?'

Dave explained that it was Emily's birthday, and that he and I were going to teach her to be enjoyed by two men at the same time later today. Tavio grinned.

'Well, she clearly deserves it,' he laughed, looking her up and down and running his fingers gently through her pubic hair. 'What a healthy, vibrant-looking pussy on her. I love these full lips—there's not much that feels better on a hard cock than labia like this caressing it while you give a girl's cunny long, slow strokes.'

We agreed, of course, and took our seats around the crisp white table linen. Tavio's stunning daughter, Liya, had been in the same workout class as my daughter, Jennifer, and we had grown close as our girls' Festival drew near.

When Jennifer had won first place, I was allowed to choose the girl I wished to deflower, as well as choose the man I wanted to open and inseminate Jennifer for the first time. I had immediately chosen to couple with Liya, and had offered my Jennifer to Tavio, who had gleefully accepted and had enthusiastically taken my daughter's virginity on the stage at the old theater, welcoming her formally into her new place in life as a sexual trainee.

He was a vigorous, well-built Sicilian with a thick handlebar mustache and one of the biggest cocks I had ever seen, despite his relatively short stature, and he was always ready to celebrate for any reason.

'Happiest of birthdays, Miss Emily—I shall bring out my finest birthday champagne for the birthday girl, yes?' He asked Dave, who shook his head and held up his hand with a wink.

'Unfortunately, Tavio, Miss Emily is not old enough to drink champagne yet,' he said, as the momentary excitement on Emily's face fell again in disappointment that she was not going to get to taste grown-up bubbles for the first time today. 'She is, however, old enough for one of your special Italian cream sodas—you know, the one the girl gets to help make?'

Tavio's eyes twinkled behind his mustache.

'I know exactly what you're talking about,' he chuckled. 'An excellent choice for the signorina. Come back to my office in two minutes.'

When we entered his comfortable office a short time later, we found Tavio flanked by a pair of very attractive, smiling, dark-haired young men, both dressed in crisp white uniforms, whose dark eyes lit up the moment they saw the lovely naked form of the girl we'd brought with us.

Tavio introduced them as his nephew and sous chef, Luca, whose muscular frame and head of thick obsidian curls echoed the square jaw and twinkling eyes of his uncle; and Franco—tall, lean, with a luxurious dark ponytail and a short, closely-groomed beard—his maître 'd.

Emily looked quizzically at Dave, and he smiled and kissed her.

'This is part of your birthday present, sweet girl,' he said as her face went from astonishment, to disbelief, to outright glee as her mentor explained.

'Luca and Franco are here for you—you are to go to them and please them with your mouth and your hands, and help them both cum, alright? It will be good practice for you, and will allow me to watch and note any areas you need to improve in being responsible for two penises at the same time.'

Emily was clearly beside herself with excitement, and she trembled visibly as she realized what she was being told to do by her mentor. She had felt her tummy tumble and a fresh flush of moisture saturate her secret parts the moment she'd walked into the room and seen the two gorgeous young Italian men smiling at her naked body, and she couldn't believe this was the reason she'd been brought here.

The giddy thrill in her tummy at the knowledge that she was going to get to play with Franco's and Luca's cocks, and put them in her mouth, and make them cum, was only overshadowed by one concern.

'Mr. Kendrick, I'm so excited—oh my gosh,' she whispered, her eyes darting from the pair of young Italians to Dave, and back again. 'Just...um...sir...will you and Mr. Stevenson still train me...together...later? Or...is this my present? It's totally awesome and great if it is, sir, I just...um...wondered...'

Dave laughed heartily and kissed her again, assuring her that he and I were most certainly still planning on taking our pleasure with her little body this afternoon, and she should consider this her apéritif to her main lesson at the hotel later.

He patted her on the butt and told her to go introduce herself to the boys and offer to suck on their penises like a good girl, and Emily, barely able to contain her excitement in her small frame, tripped lightly across the room and offered her naked little self for the pleasure of Tavio's staff in her quiet, respectful voice as we looked on approvingly.

The young men undid their trousers and pulled out their already quite tumescent cocks as she approached, and with friendly smiles they each took her by one of her wrists and brought her hands to their penises.

She gasped audibly as her fingers made contact with their erections and she held two hungry cocks in her hands for the first time ever, and she was swept by a visible shiver at the intensity of the experience as she stared, transfixed, at their aquiline features and sensual Mediterranean lips, and felt the ruddy Etruscan heat coursing through the pair of heavy, hard shafts she grasped possessively in her fists, filling her hands with their insistent warmth and causing her to suddenly never want to let go.

Clearly more overcome by the encounter than she'd expected to be, she absently and somewhat awkwardly tried to stroke the boys' cocks together, but she was obviously and charmingly far too distracted and atwitter to be able to pay much attention to her technique.

The young men didn't seem to mind, however, and Franco gently pulled her in for a deep kiss as she played with his member, and she moaned softly into his lips as Luca kissed her shoulders and back as he crouched down behind her and admired her bottom, working her plump cheeks between his sure hands and spreading her so he could admire her drenching vagina.



They spoke no English, and murmured appreciatively to each other and to Tavio in their Sicilian patois as they explored and discussed her delightful body, and its taste and its scent.

'They can touch her anywhere they like, except her vagina, please,' Dave spoke up, and Tavio translated, understanding nods and smiles coming from the boys, and a desperate, betrayed moan emanating from poor Emily as Luca immediately withdrew his fingers from where they had just softly transgressed her perfect little anus on their way to investigate her drooling entrance.

With a sure hand on her shoulder, Franco guided Emily to her knees so she could properly serve him and Luca with her mouth, and she went about her work with an endearing thoroughness and enthusiasm, switching from one penis to the other, her hands never leaving both of them as she suckled and licked and nuzzled their hard cocks, pure delight in her eyes at her incredible good fortune and the thoughtfulness of her mentor.

'Goodness, she seems to love that,' Tavio remarked appreciatively as we watched the sweet girl revel in her birthday present.

'She absolutely does,' Dave replied proudly. 'Pretty much every man that trains her comments on her blowjob skills; she's naturally very orally fixated, and she positively loves the taste of semen. She's actually got a pretty strong gag reflex, and she's working hard to control it; this is some of the deepest throat work I've seen her do, in fact—it probably doesn't hurt that I think she's naturally very attracted to those two, and understandably so.'

Franco and Luca were in heaven; while normally boys their age wouldn't be allowed to enjoy a young girl like Emily in this way, it was part of their job at Padre's, and so workplace exceptions applied, which made them appreciate their work all the more.

They lifted her shakily to her feet and helped her lie back on Tavio's big oaken desk, her creamy body illuminated by the sepia light of the antique stained-glass lamps on either side of his workspace, and Luca took a turn steadily fucking her willing throat for a while, caressing her cheek and encouraging her in low Italian, while Franco ensured she continued dutifully stroking his penis as he bent down and kissed and nuzzled her breasts and sucked hungrily on her nipples, his fingers tracing the curves of her thighs and teasing cruelly and deliciously about the forbidden borders of her pouting mons.

Poor Emily was losing herself in the heady grasp of the two young men, and she whined insistently and continuously on Luca's cock, her legs rubbing lubriciously together as she twisted and moaned on Tavio's desk in her attempts to deliver some tiny scrap of stimulation to her neglected, swollen nethers as she obeyed her mentor and did her best to help the two young studs to cum.

As she slid her wet, shapely thighs together, the tiny bells on her delicate ankle chiming sweetly, the glisten of her juices in the soft lamplight made it clear that her unrequited feminine need had dripped and smeared its way nearly to her knees; despite the unprecedentedly stimulating nature of her birthday activities, her poor cunny had so far today only been touched once—and then ever so briefly—when I'd checked the state of her vagina at the museum; and her hand now slowly, surreptitiously crept toward her girl bits in a desperate, instinctive effort to soothe some of the heedless, throbbing hunger of her young vagina.

Dave, observing her closely as her unruly fingertips reached the outlawed frontier of her dark, silky clitoral hood, knew better than to overlook her lack of discipline, despite how understandable it was.

'Emily, I told you to be a proper young lady today—if you touch your vulva, you will receive a spanking when we get to the hotel,' he warned quietly, and she whimpered again in frustration, quickly withdrawing from her private parts as Franco and Luca chuckled at her travails and admired the beautiful naked body of the tortured young girl as she sucked and tugged all the more urgently on their penises.

Franco looked up at Tavio and hoarsely said something in Italian, and Emily, sensing he was about to cum, opened her eager mouth wide, her tongue extended and a light of anticipation in her eyes, preparing for his ejaculation and the savory, vital taste of the handsome young man's semen that she wanted so badly.

To her astonished disbelief, he stroked his cock a few times, rubbing the purple head against her slick pink tongue, and then suddenly, roughly pulled himself away from her, taking a small glass beaker from Tavio and releasing himself into it with an untranslatable string of profanity and shooting several long, heavy streams of semen into the clear vessel as Emily, crestfallen behind her glasses, watched in confused shock, her expectant pink tongue still sticking mournfully from between her disappointed lips.

Dave calmly worked to refocus his trainee.

'No, Emily, they will not be cumming in your mouth, sweetheart,' he confirmed, with only a trace of sympathy in his voice; girls often wanted things that they weren't allowed to have in their training, and just as often needed things they didn't want at first, and he was in no way unduly swayed by the quixotic emotional tempests of a young female whose sexual training he was responsible for, and who still had much to learn about her place in the world, and the proper use and purpose of her delectable body.

She knew better than to ask why, but she still held Dave's gaze a moment longer, and with a touch more reproach in her eyes, than was decent, and he cocked his brow sternly, his fiery mustache curling downward a little fiercely to let her know he was serious about correcting her behavior.

'Stay focused on your responsibilities, young lady—help Luca finish now.'

She dutifully, if begrudgingly, obeyed, using her best technique to try and please Luca and bring him to a wonderful orgasm, even though she knew her only reward would be getting to put his penis in her mouth in the first place, and I was certain I glimpsed a few furtive, sullen looks toward her mentor from the corners of her eyes as she let Luca hold her head and vigorously probe the back of her throat with his cock until he, too, pulled heartlessly away from her parched lips and uncomprehending eyes, and instead delivered his thick load of cream with a triumphant, relieved laugh into the beaker, where it joined Franco's semen and made an impressive effort to fill the little glass vessel.

As Luca came, Tavio shrugged his shoulders with a smile and began undoing his trousers.

'Normally I don't do this, but she is just too lovely,' he said to Dave. 'If it's alright with you, I'd like to add my own contribution—compliments of the house, of course.'

Dave and I laughed as Tavio pulled his meaty piece from his pants and stepped to his desk where Emily lay in a bit of a creamy daze after her work on the two boys, and he turned her head toward him with a firm hand and inserted his hard cock into her parted lips; her beautiful eyes grew wide and she immediately began suckling and nursing on his massive erection, her young, well-trained body instinctively going into action and perfectly fulfilling its rightful purpose in response to being used by the capable, mature penis of an eligible male.

It was clear that Tavio, though an accomplished and experienced girl trainer who had enjoyed handling many of the finest and most beautiful and talented young females our town had raised, was quite taken with the gentle Emily and her earnest, wholehearted yearning to be a desirable, pleasurable mate for the men who handled her, and his demeanor softened noticeably as she ministered ardently to his penis, her contented whimpers of pleasure and dutiful service harmonizing with his low growls of approval as he caressed her naked body and watched her try avidly, and ultimately futilely, to fit his entire, enormous penis in her mouth.

He shook his head at Dave and me in wondrous appreciation for her beauty and skill as she blushed a bright pink at his warm approval in front of her mentor, and he gently, somewhat reluctantly extricated his cock from her hands and mouth as he approached orgasm, smiling apologetically at her disappointment as she lay limply on her side, her head resting on the leather top of his desk, woefully licking her lips as she watched him launch a massive ejaculation into the glass, his powerful blasts of semen roiling and swirling the loads of Franco and Luca, and threatening to splash over the side as he groaned and emptied himself next to the wistful, naked, obedient girl whose sweet mouth he'd just used to bring himself to climax.

We helped the shaky Emily to her feet, and thanked Tavio and his employees for their assistance as we returned to the dining room and our table; Emily was glowing, and she thanked Dave profusely for her birthday present, though it was evident she was still a little disappointed and unclear on why she had not been allowed to take the cum she had worked so hard to coax from its respective penises, and which she was so thirsty for.

We had just sat down and begun consulting the menu, however—Dave choosing the steak and I the octopus, while Emily selected the lamb—when Tavio arrived again at our table with a giant smile, a folded towel and a tray of glassware on his arm.

'For the gentlemen,' he said, setting flutes of finely-bubbled Prosecco in front of Dave and me. 'And for the young lady—Padre's special Italian cream soda.'

He placed a tall glass of sparkling imported strawberry mineral water before her, and then retrieved from the tray an elegant crystal cruet filled with a heavy white cream.

Emily did a double-take, recognizing the contents of the little pitcher, and squealed in excitement as her eyes darted to each of us, pleading wordlessly that her hopes were correct.

Dave nodded and chuckled at her glee.

'Yes, Emily, sweet thing—you did a very good job extracting the special cream that makes Tavio's Italian sodas so delicious and nutritious for young girls, and now you'll get to enjoy his signature drink. Happy birthday, cutie,' he said indulgently, as Emily watched, spellbound, as Tavio expertly drizzled the stringy, thick white mixture of semen over the softly hissing pink surface of her strawberry soda with a flourish.

'This is from Franco, and Luca, and me, signorina; buon compleanno, and happy birthday, Miss Emily; salud,' Tavio said, giving the cruet a flamboyant little shake to deliver a last, extra-gooey bit from where it clung to the spout as the three voluminous loads of cum, each slightly different in its consistency and color, swirled in marbelized ribbons of ivory and white betwixt the ice cubes and bubbles behind the dripping condensation of Emily's glass, and she bit her lower lip in eager anticipation as she admired the results of her hard work and training being used by a culinary master to create such a beautiful and unique treat for her enjoyment.

We encouraged her to drink up, and she took a large sip, her eyes widening with delight as she tasted the strawberry's sweetness offset by the earthy, salty tones of the fresh Italian semen, and she giggled as she felt the bubbles dancing about her mouth and happily imagined the countless millions of tiny sperm she had coaxed from the three beautiful penises she had been allowed to play with that were now swimming and swirling around her teeth and tongue, and she again felt a flush of wetness fill the intimate space between her cunny lips as she sat on a linen napkin in her chair in the restaurant and realized how expertly Dave was guiding her as his trainee.

She looked up to see Tavio beaming at her as he admired her understated beauty and delicate poise, and she felt a sudden, unexpected sense of warmth and intimacy with him as their eyes met and they both thought, at the exact same moment that she swallowed a thirsty gulp of soda, of how much of the rich, viscous seminal fluid she was drinking was his; and she was once again deeply grateful for Dave's efforts to expose her to kind, expert girl-handlers who made her feel safe, and generously taught her the many ways she was capable of bringing them pleasure, and she solemnly promised herself she would never, ever do anything to disappoint her mentor for as long as he was willing to spend his valuable time and energy in teaching her.

Once we'd eaten our delicious lunch, and Emily had finished her nourishing beverage while we watched to ensure she drained every last drop of precious cum from the bottom of the glass, and she primly gathered a last stray stringy glop of someone's semen from her lips into her mouth with her tongue, Dave pressed a generous tip from him and me for the boys into Tavio's hand, and we departed for the hotel.

The Rylsky was a fancy place a few blocks from the restaurant, and our comfortable nineteenth-floor suite was lushly furnished, and decorated with a lovely selection of erotic and nude art featuring beautiful young girls; it opened onto a balcony with splendid views of the city and the bay, and Emily danced nakedly to the railing and leaned over, her round backside a wonderful addition to the already lovely vista.

She spun around and leaned sensuously against the railing, her breasts glowing in the sun, her eyes shining with happiness for everything that had happened in her wonderful day so far, and in anticipation for everything that was yet to come, and I took a moment to enjoy her beauty as Dave poured him and me a scotch from the bar.

'Come here, Emily,' I said, and as she happily complied, I took her in my arms and kissed her, my hands wandering hungrily over her body as Dave waited with my glass and chuckled in mock puzzlement.

'Well gosh, what shall we do now?' He said.

I sat down on the bench at the foot of the giant four-poster king bed and stood Emily in front of me so I could better admire her body, and I ran my hands down over her full breasts and across her tummy, and ruffled her soft little scruff with my fingers, making her purr as she looked down at me with the sweetest look of willing desire on her face as she stood stock-still so I could touch her where and how I wanted, admirably controlling her urge to leap into my lap and rub her needy, naked body all over me.

'Well, I've been hungry all day for this little vagina,' I said, taking a sip of my whiskey as I grasped her clitoral hood gently between my thumb and finger and tugged upward on it so I could examine her clitoris, which was delightfully pink and full as it glistened beneath a heavy coat of her nectar. 'And I've been so looking forward to finding out what she tastes like. I think Emily needs to lie down on the bed and open her legs and show me her cunny so I can inspect it fully, and can take my time lapping up the sweet juices she's been secreting so abundantly all afternoon, and I can observe how she responds to having her different bits sucked and nibbled on.'

Emily suddenly let out a strange, sobbing moan, and she closed her legs and pulled away from my hand with a look of panic. The ice in Dave's glass clinked as he set it firmly down on the walnut sideboard.

'Emily, I'm disappointed in you,' he said, as she covered her pussy with one hand and her mouth, in alarm at the entire situation and her role in it, with the other, and looked at Dave with embarrassment and defeat. 'What on earth are you doing? I thought we were past this.'

It was clear that even with how well she'd been doing in her lessons, and even after spending so much of the day nude, Emily still struggled with comfortably allowing me to fully enjoy her vagina; there was something so extraordinarily intimate for this girl in letting men view and inspect and eat her cunny that it literally stopped her in her tracks, though she was aroused and compliant in every other respect, and it was unfortunate that at this late hour, she still felt too abashed to willingly offer me full access to her private parts.

'I'm SO sorry, Mr. Stevenson—I'm SO sorry, Mr. Kendrick, sir—I know I shouldn't have pulled away—please, can't I just suck on your penises instead? I don't know what happened—I'm so sorry—I—I—I like you, Mr. Stevenson—a lot, sir—and I just got so scared all of a sudden when you decided it was time to—to enjoy my vagina—and I know you have the right to, sir—'

Dave stopped her with a raised hand, his voice disappointed at Emily's stumble as he spoke to me.

'This is the kind of thing we've been working on, Stevenson, and you can see it's been a process. Helping her focus and simply comply, and trust that her handlers will appreciate and take care of her body properly has been the main goal; still, however, even though she knows better, that unfortunate display just now can't be overlooked.'

I agreed; there was simply no excuse for a girl to pull away from a man and hide her genitals while in a lesson; and if nothing else, as her current sexual trainers, we had a responsibility both to deal with her misstep for her own good, as well as to the other eligible men who would handle her in the future to ensure that they weren't inconvenienced by her lack of discipline when they chose to enjoy her body—that was just good girl-training etiquette.

Dave looked at Emily.

'Sweet girl, we'll need to address this issue before we can proceed with your birthday lesson,' he said seriously, as her eyes quailed with contrition for her lack of poise, and apprehension at her due consequences. 'However, since it is your birthday, and you have been very good so far today, I am going to let you choose how you would like to be corrected and trained today. Miss Emily, would you prefer to be spanked, or tied up?'

Emily waited not an instant before fervently casting her vote for the latter, and Dave nodded knowingly, and began removing his necktie, indicating that I should do the same.

'I expected you would,' he said, turning to me. 'Sometimes all a girl needs to reset her behavior is a few sharp smacks on the behind, of course, but I try to be sparing with the pain when training Emily, though she has left me with no other option a few times—she seems to respond very well, however, to having it made inescapably clear that she has no choice in the matter; and restraining her for a while at the start of a lesson can help actually help her relax and submit fully to whatever she needs to being taught.'

I loosened my tie and pulled it from my collar, beckoning to Emily, who stood blushing as she twisted her lovely naked little body about and contemplated her fate.

'Come over here, Emily,' I said. 'Give me your wrists.'

She stepped forward and took her place in front of me with all the regal self-possession of a princess as she submitted to her remedial lesson, disappointing and embarrassing as it was to have committed such an egregious, ill-mannered faux pas in front of her mentor, and on her birthday of all days, and serenely crossed her hands one over the other, offering her delicate wrists to me like a good girl so I could bind her, her shining eyes begging me not to hurt her.

I crossed my necktie over and around her wrists with practiced ease, gazing into her wide jasper eyes as I cinched the soft silk securely to ensure she could not escape, and leaving a long tail on the knot as she quietly watched me work until Dave, standing close behind her, gently removed her glasses.

I held the tail of my tie close, keeping a firm rein on her bound hands and smiling reassuringly at her and soothingly petting her full breasts, which were squeezed together invitingly and bounteously between her arms, her aching nipples presented beautifully, until she fell into darkness as Dave deftly positioned the wide end of his tie over her eyes and tied it around her head, blindfolding her, and paying no heed to her whimpers of aroused contrition.



'Good girl,' he said lightly, leading her to the bed and helping her climb up on it and lay on her back; stretching her arms high over her head, he knotted the tail of my tie through a slat in the heavy oaken headboard.

We removed our belts and each took one of her legs, buckling her ankles into the leather straps and pulling her reluctant thighs wide apart as we secured our belts to the posts at either corner of the foot of the bed, and we took a moment to sip pleasantly on our scotch and survey our work.

Emily was beautiful as she lay, a mystical, captive triskelion unwillingly unfurled and stretched out like a rare and priceless specimen, pinioned and blindfolded, all her precious, secret mysteries now exposed and offered wholesale to us her captors, and all the peerless pleasures her body held now at our disposal, naked except for her heels and her pearls; her tummy rose and fell shallowly as she tried to calm herself and wait patiently for us to enjoy her body as we pleased, and her cunny, which had already made a smearing, slick mess all down her inner thighs, had wasted no time dripping a flow of fresh girl cum from her opening, soiling the luxurious bedding on which she had only been restrained a few minutes.

Dave climbed onto the bed next to her and bent down to kiss her; she moaned and reached for his lips, her neck straining as she begged for his reassurance, but he simply gave her a gentle peck on the lips and pulled away with a smile, his fingers tracing the delicate string of pearls that held her throat.

'You're securely restrained, Emily—you can't go anywhere or do anything to disrupt your lesson now,' he said calmly to her as I climbed onto the foot of the bed and made my way to her defenseless cunny, and Emily whimpered again. 'Mr. Stevenson is going to inspect your vagina now, and will probably want to lick you and nibble on you; I know this is a little embarrassing for you, but you there's nothing you can do now to prevent him. Take a deep breath...relax...Mr. Stevenson is very close between your legs now, and he's looking right at your vagina, sweet girl...and you are quite a mess down there...goodness' sake, your cunny has no shame, does it? It just wants to be touched and nuzzled and adored so badly all the time, doesn't it? Look at how much of your juices are leaking out of you just from being tied up and having Mr. Stevenson inspect your girl parts...'

Emily was uttering a nearly constant whine of overwrought arousal and shame, and she struggled and fought her bonds now, just as she struggled and fought against her native modesty and shyness in her difficult journey to become a truly good girl.

Dave had been right—her strong little body flexed and shook in her restraints, and while it was of course impossible for her to free herself, her toned, curvy little frame was a delight to watch as she was wracked by emotions and sensations that were still too much for her inexperienced body and mind to bear without her handlers taking such severe measures.

I leaned close to her vagina, and she shuddered and cried as she felt my warm breath caress her unguarded flower, the shivering sensation rippling out from her secret places simply another undeniable reminder that I was very close to her now, my eyes hungrily taking in every detail of her obscenely soaked genitals with the patience and thoroughness of an experienced eligible man who understands his right to drink deeply of the pleasures of any young girl's body, regardless of how she may feel about it.

There was no way for her to deny anything now; she was truly and simply a healthy, responsive, naked young female in a deep heat, and her body was taking over from her brain as it instinctively, shamelessly advertised its fertile, desirable nature and offered itself indiscriminately and desperately now to any full-testicled males in the vicinity.

She shuddered again, and one of her dark inner labia fell wetly open, another drop of her juices forming at her entrance and spilling down over her perineum as her cunny released a gentle pulse, and I reached between her legs and spread her lips, butterflying her pussy and softly dragging my finger up her soaking opening and across the slick little valley between her labia, bumping her clitoris with a couple inquisitive rubs from my fingertip as she cried out in pleasure and mortification.

Paying no heed to her cries, I grinned as I leaned down and repeated the journey with my tongue, lapping up her copious nectar with big, broad kitty licks and enjoying her frantic and powerless struggles as I tortured her with slow, thirsty sweeps across her swollen vulva, taking her extravagant lips in my teeth and tugging gently on them, and kissing her clitoris firmly and affectionately until she bucked and screamed in her bonds, begging, in yet another impertinent breach of her training, for us to please, please fuck her as the tiny golden bells of her anklet jingled with her body's futile attempts to escape the lesson Dave and I needed to teach it.

She was clearly highly-primed, but she was delicious, the sweet earthiness of her femininity melting limpidly on my palate, and so I took my time, unhurriedly exploring her vulva with my lips and dipping my tongue deep into her tiny entrance between long stretches of contentedly sucking on her clitoris until it grew firm and excruciatingly sensitive, poking its head eagerly into the light and offering itself to the warm bath of my tongue as the adorable blindfolded girl to which it was attached shook and cried in swelling waves of inescapable pleasure.

Dave was watching closely from beside her on the bed, but he didn't touch her; this part of her lesson was about getting her accustomed to men enjoying her vagina, specifically, and he didn't want to distract her from what was happening between her legs, despite how good it would feel to her—and how enjoyable it would be for him—to fondle her naked body and play with her breasts as I occupied myself with her cunny.

All her attention and focus needed to be on the shameful, drooling little hole into her body between her thighs, and what I was doing as I took my pleasure with it; nevertheless, the inexperienced girl trembled in her bonds, and thrills of goosebumps rippled across her electric skin as her body frantically and fruitlessly sought any contact, any caress, anywhere, from anyone.

'She's looking pretty ready,' Dave said thoughtfully, motioning me to move aside for him; as Emily's mentor, he took responsibility for monitoring her arousal and her young body's progression as it prepared itself for us to breed and inseminate her. 'Let's see how she's doing.'

He undid his trousers and pulled out his large penis, which was already hard, and climbed between her spread legs, carefully supporting himself to ensure he didn't touch any part of her body except her girl bits, and lowered his cock to her cunny.

He smacked her swollen clitoris a few times with the bulbous head of his penis, smiling as she arched and moaned, and then pressed himself smoothly, without warning, into her body, her abundant lubrication causing her vagina to offer little resistance to his length, and she screamed as she absorbed him, her entire body shaking and her tiny bells chiming in an endless shimmering carillon as he lodged himself deep within her with a second firm, workmanlike thrust, and took his rightful mentor's place comfortably inside his trainee's nubile little body.

He paused, admiring her beautiful naked form as she gasped and fought to handle his length, and he held still, closely observing her responses and using his sensitive shaft, which was finely attuned through long practice to sense and interpret every quiver and shuddering contraction of Emily's young cunny, to take a careful, intimate inventory of every inch of her vaginal canal as it squeezed and spasmed deliciously along his cock.

'Oh, this is nice,' he murmured to me, flexing his erection deep inside her and watching with satisfaction as Emily threw her blindfolded head back into the pillows, her beautiful mouth open in silent song, overcome by the masterly presence of her mentor's penis in her tight confines as her body was forced to give itself up fully to being used for its primary, copulatory purpose. 'My goodness, she feels really good today for some reason. I'm so glad you're going to get to enjoy this little dish, Stevenson...'

He gave her a couple slow, exploratory thrusts, and as her frantic cries quickly neared a tipping point and she approached orgasm, he smoothly pulled his length out of her body to disrupt her badly-needed climax, bending down to examine her now gaping vagina, coolly stretching her open with his fingers and poking dispassionately about in her drenched private parts so he could inspect her insides, as she fairly sobbed beneath her blindfold with frustrated arousal.

'Come look, Stevenson,' he beckoned, holding her open and inviting me to peer into her softly-pulsating depths, which he had just begun stretching and opening with his cock in preparation for her full fucking by both of us. 'She's in such a heat right now, you can see her juices are actually flowing and pooling inside her against the back wall of her vagina.'

She wailed again as I bent closer to examine her, and I couldn't resist reaching my finger gently into her captive entrance as Dave held her firmly open, and I dipped my fingertip delightedly in the surprisingly deep, shimmering little puddle of her juices that was forming inside her, gathering some of the sticky, slick fluid and rubbing it onto her clitoris, working her own lubrication deep into the folds and furrows of her hood as she travailed and moaned.

Dave released her cunny lips and gently rubbed her vulva with his hand, speaking in a low, masterful tone as he carefully trained his young charge.

'Emily, are you ready to be a good girl, and let Mr. Stevenson do whatever he thinks is best when he wants to enjoy your body? Are you ready to be a vessel for his pleasure?'

She nodded desperately, her breasts heaving with her ragged breath.

'Yes, yes, yes, Mr. Kendrick—I'll do anything, I promise sir—I'll be a good girl, pleeeease let me be a good girl, sir—Mr. Stevenson, sir, you can touch me or kiss me or lick me anywhere, you can do whatever you want with my body, sir—just please use me to make yourself feel good, sir, please...'

Dave smiled into her eyes as he removed her blindfold and Emily emerged blinking into the light again, her face the perfect picture of a beautiful young female caught in both the pitched throes of her heat and the capable, inescapable thrall of her handlers as they prepared her body to best fulfill their desires, and he kissed her tenderly and told her she was a good girl.

I unbuckled her ankles, kissing her feet as I freed them from the unyielding leather, and Dave loosed my tie from the headboard; he left Emily's wrists bound, however, observing that while she seemed repentant and willing to obey now, keeping her hands tied up for a little while longer in her lesson would be a helpful reminder for her to not forget herself again, and to be a good girl while we trained her.

The sweet girl scrambled shakily to her knees on the bed and watched eagerly, her bound hands clasped enchantedly under her chin, as Dave and I undressed.

She squealed a tiny squeal of delight as my cock sprang free from my trousers, hard and already dripping with glistening precum, and Dave and I climbed up and lay back on the bed on either side of her, stroking our sizable penises pleasurably as we surveyed the delicious naked girl we were about to enjoy.

Emily was suddenly like a kitten who'd been unexpectedly given two of her best-loved toys at once, and she fluttered in a tizzy between us, wrapping her bound hands lovingly around our cocks and sucking and licking in an adorable frenzy, kissing us sweetly and running her fingers and soft lips down our broad chests and shoulders, and over our abs and down through our treasure trails back again to her favorite playthings, before catching a glimpse in the corner of her eye of the other hard cock next to her, and dashing away with an exclamation to tend to it and its owner.

'Okay, sweet girl, take a breath,' Dave chuckled. 'There's no rush—this will be a long lesson, and you'll be busy for a while. Why don't you take good care of Mr. Stevenson for a few minutes, and show him how good you're getting at using your mouth?'

'Oh, yes, sir—yes, please, sir,' Emily said, as I put my arm around her and pulled her close, nestling her next to me as she curled up and took my cock gently in her hands and put it in her obedient mouth, stretching wide in her attempts to fit its girth between her lips.

She was clearly well-trained, and her skills were exceptional for her age, but it was obvious that she also possessed a true, personal love for caring for penises, and I noted to Dave, with a deeply satisfied groan, that the sheer exultation and ardor she was displaying were priceless qualities that couldn't be trained into a girl.

He grinned with pride as he watched his trainee work, softly riffling his fingers through her cunny lips to let her know she was being a very good girl, as she blushed.

'That's the honest truth,' he said softly, nodding in approval as Emily, unprompted, shifted her angle slightly so she could cradle my full testicles in her bound hands and gently massage them with her thumbs, urging them to release as much seminal fluid as possible for her eventual insemination, and singing sweetly to them with quiet little hums as she avidly worked more and more of my length into her throat. 'As soon as I met her, I knew she was a little thoroughbred—she's got tremendous heart and intelligence, a strong instinct to please, and great genes; she just needed some careful training and guidance to help her blossom into the exceptional little filly she's becoming, and was made to be.'

I lay back with a deep sigh, feeling my balls growing heavier and tighter in Emily's soft hands, and gently stroked her cheek as she suckled on me, and Dave rose to his knees, affectionately petting her smooth flanks and repositioning her muscular thighs on the bedspread to open her nethers for him.

'But speaking of pure talent and genetics...' he said, climbing between her thighs and taking her round butt cheeks firmly and appreciatively in his big hands. '...Jennifer—my goodness, your daughter is turning out just incredible. She was so good when I trained her at the father-daughter party, and her blowjobs are wild. I was planning on finishing in her beautiful vagina, but Martin was hogging it.'

We both laughed as we recalled that fun afternoon, and Dave brought his cock to Emily's opening, rubbing the head up and down her slit between her full, sticky labia as she whimpered and meweled.

'But then you and I both used that adorable little Abigail from out of town, remember?' He chuckled. 'I mean, they obviously don't give first place at the Festival for nothing, but Stevenson, your daughter is genuinely a world-class girl.'

Emily flushed a bright pink as her mentor praised my daughter in front of her for her excellence in her sexual duties, and she learned for the first time that I was the father of a Festival champion, who doubtless had high standards for the girls he trained, and she redoubled her efforts to please me, and make a good impression for her mentor.

She didn't have much time to dwell on her insecurities, however, as Dave, holding her hips securely, pressed his cock home into her and began slowly fucking her.

The simple act of being fucked was still a very new and intense thing for Emily, and her inexperience was clear as she closed her eyes and threw her head back, her mouth withdrawing from my penis and opening in a silent flood of sensation, her bound hands slipping from their assignment at my testicles and clutching blindly, like a kneading cat, at the bedspread and my thigh as Dave worked his length into her.

As soon as her mouth left my penis, however, a long, shimmering strand of her saliva stretching from her panting tongue to my full, sculpted glans, Dave pulled his cock from her body, and she cried out in frustrated confusion.

'When you are serving two men, Miss Emily,' Dave said, reaching forward and turning her head to look at him with a hand on her slobbery chin, 'Your vagina and your anus are not important for you to worry about—they'll be used and enjoyed by your handlers as they see fit. Your hands and your mouth, however, are your responsibility—you must always work to give pleasure to any penis that is not currently in your cunny or your butt; even if you're being fucked, and even if you're cumming, you must strive to continue doing your best work tending to the other penises in the room, and never stop until you're given permission, do you understand? Now let's try that again.'

She apologized to me for being so easily distracted from her duties, and Dave instructed her to continue, re-entering her and encouraging her to stay focused as he gradually picked up the pace, probing her cunny deeply with firm strokes; and though her whimpers and whines grew louder and more insistent, the delightful creature gamely did her best to continue the tender, sweet blowjob she had been giving me, struggling to act as if it were her only care in the world as her mentor vigorously tested her mental and vaginal fortitude.

After a bit Dave withdrew from her trembling body, breathing heavily as he slowed himself down, and we praised her and told her she was such a good girl as she looked at us beaming, her cheeks flushed and her eyes welling with the intensity of her lesson, the effort of her eager ministrations to my cock, and her pride at serving two eligible men for the first time in her young life; and she was radiant.

Dave smiled and pushed her butt over to me.

'Want a turn, Stevenson? She's all yours, brother.'

I decided to let Emily accustom herself to my size on her own, and I scooted down on the bed, grasping her by the waist and guiding her to climb atop me.

She eagerly complied, lifting her leg and straddling my hips on her knees, her hands caressing my erection and pulling it hungrily to her sopping entrance as she prepared herself gleefully to be penetrated by a second penis in one lesson for the first time in her life.

'Wait, Miss Emily,' I said, as she looked to me for instruction. 'First can you spread your pussy for me like a good girl?'

She blushed a bright pink, but was over the hump of her initial reluctance now, and happy for a chance to redeem her earlier mid-step, and she obediently reached her hands between her legs.

I took hold of the tail of my tie and lifted it aside so I could clearly see as she grasped her cunny lips and spread them wide for me, willingly showing me every detail of her intimate parts and letting me admire her lush young vagina.

'Oh, you are such a good girl,' I murmured as she presented herself generously to me, holding nothing back now as she offered her entire body to me for my pleasure with a plaintive whimper. 'Now I want you to take your beautiful labia in your fingers and use them to gently rub your juices about the head of my penis, and if you do a good job I'll put it inside you—can you do that?'

She moaned again as a fresh flush of warmth saturated her privates with its wet urgency, and as I held my cock pointing straight up between her legs, she gingerly took her velvety lips between her fingertips and worked them carefully around the crown and tip of my cock like a pair of wonderfully soft, slick pink tongues until it glistened and shone beneath a thick coating of her cream mixed with my precum, as I groaned again and luxuriated in the sensation of her assiduous labors and her precious cunny lips.



Instructing her not to stop, I guided her hips lower and slowly pressed my length into her as she continued massaging each inch of my pulsating shaft with her labia as it entered her, until I was most of the way inside her body.

'Good girl,' I said, quietly impressed, as Dave nodded in agreement. She was tremendously tight and warm, and I relished the intimate feelings of her young internal muscles as they tightened and flexed involuntarily at the unforgiving size of the penis that had just invaded their sacred environs. 'Now just go ahead and get all of me inside you, so I can fuck you properly, okay sweet thing?'

She gasped and bit her lower lip as she pushed herself down onto me, my length and girth challenging her inexperienced insides, but she refused to quit and, aided by her copious, still-streaming girl-cum, she finally made it to the bottom, her clitoris nestled deep in my dark pubic hair against the thick base of my penis and a look of exultation and pride on her face.

'Oh my gosh...Mr. Stevenson, you're stretching me...so deep...sir...' She fumbled with her words as she began gently rocking her hips against me, exploring how much she could move against the unprecedented fullness her young vagina was struggling to handle.

'Does that feel good, sweet thing?' I smiled as she found her rhythm and began riding me with bigger and bigger bounces, a long wailing cry coming from her throat as she became caught up in the deeply satisfying reach of my cock.

'Emily, Mr. Stevenson asked you a question,' Dave said severely, causing Emily to utter a desperate, ragged moan. 'Don't forget your manners, young lady.'

'Aaaaaaah—Mr. Stevenson—yes sir—it feels so—so good, sir!'

I was enchanted watching the sweet girl pleasure herself on me, the ardent flush of her cheeks traveling down now and enriching the white softness of her full bosoms, which bounced and swung beautifully as she tried to fuck every last centimeter of her insides with my penis and work herself to orgasm; I reached to take one of her heavy, dark nipples in my mouth, but Emily was losing herself in her frenzy, and her nipples were now charming moving targets that danced and sprang lightly away from my lips as they rode the crests of her heavy breasts.

Dave saw what was happening, and swiftly moved in to help. Loosing her hands from my tie, he brought her wrists behind her back and pinned them there with one of his large hands, guiding her breasts into a good position for my enjoyment.

'There you go, Stevenson—now you should be able to take full advantage of our unruly girl's breasts. And while you enjoy yourself, I'll start preparing her bottom for our cocks.'

Thanking him for his assistance, I took a firm hold of her upper arms so she couldn't move or struggle while Dave secured her wrists, and I brought her succulent nipples to my mouth, sucking and nibbling and tugging on each of them with my teeth as Dave and I held her fast; and as I fucked her cunny deep and hard, and she screamed and begged and moaned incoherently on my hard penis while we held her securely in our inescapable grasp, Dave used his other hand to play with her anus, pressing his fingers into her and chuckling as she bucked and tossed and clenched down on his fingers and my cock.

'She's really good at letting men use her butt,' Dave said with satisfaction in his voice, his index and middle fingers buried in his trainee's anus, over her overwrought cries as I fucked her. 'Emily, I think it's time for you to take two penises inside you now, sweet girl.'

Emily could hardly move now, and could only give a low, sobbing moan as she realized the moment had come for her to truly become the best girl she ever been, and let two men please themselves with her lovely body as they saw fit; nevertheless Dave, in his vast experience training young girls, still kept her wrists firmly in his grip behind her back as he slowly straddled my legs and ran his other hand calmingly down her back and haunches, helping to center and soothe her as he prepared to take her butt.

I released her nipple from my mouth with a delightful pop, and pulled her down to lie on my chest, holding her close and tightly so Dave could enter her as my cock throbbed deep inside her pussy.

We could tell she was instinctively tightening up as she contemplated her impending double penetration, and I turned her head and began kissing her deeply, letting her relax and open up again for me as she gave me her sweet lips.

'That's such a good girl,' I whispered to her, smiling into her shining eyes as I slowly pumped my cock in and out of her cunny and she moaned again. 'I want you to keep kissing me just like that, sweet and gentle, as Mr. Kendrick puts his penis in your bottom. I'm going to keep holding you nice and tight like this so you can't struggle or get away while we both fuck you, precious girl.'

I felt her melt into me, yielding her body to us fully and without reserve as she embraced her natural purpose and became a shining, beautiful creature who existed solely for our pleasure, and who was only more fulfilled with every drop of primal enjoyment we could harvest from her fertile, tender young body.

I explored her lips and tongue with mine, drinking deeply of the precious girl as Dave pressed his cock into her bottom, and with a few gentle thrusts he made most of his depth, and together we began working Emily's beautiful body between our muscular frames, her sweet song of pleasure filling the room as we began driving deeply into her, testing the very limits of her delicate girl bits and going nearly mad with her delectable shudders and trembles in our strong hands as we made ourselves at home inside the sweet creature for the afternoon.

Dave wanted a turn, and leaned over her, taking her jaw in his hand and turning her head around so he could kiss her as he explored the deepest reaches of her butt, and she whimpered softly into her mentor's lips as he thrust powerfully and deeply into her, her entire little body wracked with spasms and shudders that felt wonderful as I continued to slowly fuck her vagina, my hands gripping her firm buttocks and spreading them wide to ensure both Dave and I could penetrate into her furthest depths.

After a bit Dave indicated he was ready to change, and since I needed a break to cool down anyways, I gladly allowed him to pull Emily off of me, my penis springing free from her tight, drenched vagina with a wet pop as she gasped, his cock still buried in her anus, and continue fucking her on the bed while I got a drink of water.

I watched pleasantly while he worked her over, switching from her butt to her vagina after a few minutes and holding her tightly as he lay beside her and had his way with her pussy as her cries and moans became ever louder, and soon I climbed back up on the bed, kneeling by her head and instructing her to take care of my penis with her mouth while Dave enjoyed her cunny, and I closed my eyes and growled in pleasure as the dazed girl tried her best to suckle obediently on my erection in the midst of her mentor's penetrating lessons.

The energy changed in the room as both Dave and I approached orgasm, and he rutted her more fiercely and pawed more roughly at his devoted, diligent trainee's naked body as his climax grew close and he instinctively sought to bury his length as deeply inside her as possible before his ejaculation.

He pulled her on top of himself in a reverse cowgirl, ordering her to put his penis in her butt again, and Emily complied shakily, her beautiful face a picture of well-fucked and pliant girlhood as she lowered her little anus down onto his thick cock and he resumed driving into her, her now empty and drooling cunny offered openly to anyone who might desire to fill its aching void, and her plaintive cries a compelling mating call as her body sought to keep itself filled with the hard penises of eligible men.

Dave pulled her back onto his torso, nestling her head against his chest, and took her by the wrists, spreading her arms and pinning them against the bed as he offered her beautiful body to me.

'Here you go, Stevenson,' he growled with a chuckle, nuzzling her neck and causing her to whimper as his mustache tickled her shoulders and he pumped slowly in and out of her bottom. 'She's feeling just delightful right now. Get your cock back in her and help me fuck her.'

I gladly positioned myself over her between her spread thighs, my hands on her soft, defenseless breasts as I kissed her nipples and pushed her down against Dave's strong body, and I lowered myself, entering her from above and drilling deep into her tight cunny, gently but firmly forcing her insides to make room for both Dave's large cock and mine, and she screamed out again as I buried myself in her warmth and began to match her mentor's irresistible thrusts.

She was so beautiful now, her mascara streaked and her ponytail falling loose, and I raised her head with my hand and kissed her deeply, reveling in her sweet, creamy insides as my penis churned them slowly and powerfully.

'Is Mr. Stevenson doing a good job training you, Emily?' Dave asked, his throat tight as his trainee moaned.

'Yes, sir...ohhhh my gosh...he's training me so well, sir...ohhhh...' She gasped in between my thrusts, her eyes closed in bliss and her head tossed back as she gave herself to us.

'And what's one of the best ways for a good girl to say 'thank you' when a man trains her well, Emily?'

It was a moment before the sweet creature could formulate her words as she struggled mightily to retain her presence of mind and be a good trainee for her mentor, and not lose herself completely in the incredible new sensations and emotions that gripped her body and mind as inescapably as the strong hands of the two eligible men who were pleasuring themselves with her most delicate and tender of places, and her voice squeaked and broke as she whispered her dutiful reply.

'...ohhh, ohhh, ohhh...by having...an...orgasm for him...Mr. Kendriiiiick...'

'That's right, sweet thing. I want you to open your eyes now, look at Mr. Stevenson like a well-mannered young lady, and have an orgasm for him while he keeps fucking your cunny, so he can see how delightful it feels when your vagina cums on his penis, and I want you to thank him politely for taking time out of his day to train you for as long as your orgasm lasts—can you say 'yes, sir?''

The gentle girl had barely opened her eyes and looked at me, her face completely overcome by her lesson, and whimpered out her first, '...thank you for training...me...Mr. Stevenson...' when she was rocked by a powerful climax, and screamed out as she began shaking uncontrollably, her young vagina contracting even more tightly around my cock and her inner muscles attempting to milk every drop of my cum from my body.

As Dave and I tightened our hold on her delicious, shuddering little body and continued to deliver deep, vigorous thrusts to her most personal bits, he tersely reminded her between gritted teeth to continue expressing her gratitude to me even as she was shattered by her body's natural response to being fully used for its natural purpose, and she alternated desperately between gasping and wailing her obedient response, forcing herself with admirable, hard-fought poise to stare deeply into my approving, ravenous eyes as her body rode out its powerful tempest of ancient girlish pleasure in my big, warm hands.

'...Thank you...Mr. Stevenson...ohhh my gosh...thank you, thank you, thank you thank you, sir, thank you, sir...thank you....ohhhh...thank you Mr. Stevensonnnnn...'

Dave and I both unleashed ourselves into her, cursing and bellowing mightily, at almost the same time, and sweet Emily screamed out again, singing our names and crying out for her daddy as she felt our cocks drive deep inside her and begin pumping in unison, filling her orgasming little body to the brim with our cum until it ran in creamy rivulets from her vagina and anus, trickling down over Dave's scrotum and drenching his balls as we emptied ourselves together into his earnest, obedient trainee.

My cock was still semi-hard, and as I slowly came back to earth after my outrageously massive orgasm, I gently worked my heavy length about in Emily's dripping cunny, savoring the slick slip and slide of my sensitive shaft in the heady blend of her girl-cum and my semen, and I kissed her again as she lay, completely spent, in a daze across Dave's chest.

'Oh my gosh, Miss Emily, you are such...a good...girl...' I whispered, tracing my lips down her throat and sucking gently on her full nipples as a few final, languorous spasms of orgasm pumped the last of my seminal load into the sweet girl's happy cunny.

We took a little break and let Emily drink some water and recover a little from her first experience being bred by two men at the same time.

She was dazed and ecstatic and extremely proud of herself, and we cuddled on the bed, kissing her and caressing her and discussing how she'd performed, noting what she did well and what areas she could stand to work on in future lessons where she served multiple men, and she snuggled up to each of us and begged us just to enjoy her body in any way we wanted, and thanked Dave again, a little tear in her mascara-streaked eye, for being such an incredible mentor to her.

Dave and I both spent the rest of the afternoon enjoying Emily's charming little body in a variety of ways. She excitedly told him about some tips another trainer had taught her last week to help control her naturally finicky gag reflex, and he instructed her to demonstrate for him.

She rolled eagerly onto her back, her head near the edge of the mattress, her shapely legs splayed akimbo, and Dave stood next to the bed and allowed her to take his cock in her mouth; the combination of her throat angle and the breathing techniques she'd learned helped her take far more of his length than she'd been comfortably able to until now, and Dave exclaimed in delight, caressing her cheek approvingly, as his trainee managed to fit nearly his entire cock deep in her delicate throat.

He began fucking her mouth slowly, carefully testing her ability to maintain her composure and control in her new skill, and I grew hard again watching her fit, naked little body stretch and flex luxuriously on the fine linen in the late afternoon sunlight as her mentor probed her delicate esophagus with his sizable penis.

She struggled to relax and remain open to his explorations, and it was beautiful to see how she trusted him completely and knew that though he was challenging her body's limits, pushing her to the brink of her mental and physical abilities and carefully monitoring her responses, everything he did was to help her become an even better and more desirable young girl, even when it sometimes made her choke and sputter.

I climbed carefully between her heedlessly spread thighs and pressed myself back inside her cunny, groaning softly as her receptive, hospitable young insides enveloped my cock again and asked sweetly for more of my semen.

I pulled her leg against my chest so I could work more deeply into her delicious vagina, reveling in the sculpted lines of her calf and the delicate chorus of her manicured toes in her white heel as I kissed the string of pearls that encircled her slender ankle, her tiny golden bells chiming sweetly as I fucked her gently so as not to disrupt the important skills her mentor was having her practice on his penis.

She gave a muffled moan on his cock as I began to softly rub her sensitive clitoris, tugging lightly on it and stroking it gently with my fingertips in time with my thrusts, her cunny contracting wonderfully on my thick shaft, but she didn't miss a beat as she remained focused on her training duties with Dave, admirably continuing her oral practice on her mentor's penis with all the attention to detail of a much more advanced trainee, while freely, generously letting me enjoy her vagina to my heart's content as she knew was only right, and her proper responsibility as a girl.

Dave was clearly extremely pleased with her, and I saw his testicles tightening as he felt his orgasm approach; he held her head down to the bed with a firm hand and worked his penis impressively deep into her until the bulge of his large glans was visible beneath the soft skin of her throat, and Emily froze, fighting to remain pliant and receptive as she yielded herself completely to her trainer.

'Sweet girl, this very good work,' Dave said quietly with a smile, gently tracing the outline of his cock where it swelled in her throat beneath her exquisite jawline, as she breathed shallow, whimpering breaths and her wide eyes welled with her effort to be the best student she could for him. 'I'm going to cum now, because you've been such a good girl...sweet thing...oh, fuck, baby girl...that's it, take it all for me sweetheart...'

His face tore open in glorious, exultant pleasure as he held perfectly still, buried to the hilt in Emily's throat, and began blasting powerful streams of semen straight down her gullet, and I smiled in delight as I watched while I continued gently fucking the obedient girl.

A girl like Emily lived for her trainers' approval, and she knew there was no greater sign that Dave was pleased with her than his orgasms. When she'd first submitted to his mentorship, he had carefully explained to her that he only liked good girls, and that he'd never give his precious cum to a bad girl, and nothing made her feel happier and prouder than feeling his semen shooting from his strong penis into, or onto, any part of her; and even though he'd decided now to empty himself far down her throat without allowing her eager tongue to taste him, she was still filled with a delicious, fuzzy sense of his caring approbation as she swallowed thirstily and felt his warm, approving cum sliding safely down her throat and into her belly, and I rubbed and caressed her soft tummy as she swallowed him down and I soaked my full cock deep inside her cunny and admired her willing, earnest spirit as she gave herself completely to Dave and me.

Dave's orgasm into the beautiful girl pushed me closer to mine, and I began driving harder into Emily's pussy, the wet rhythm of my heavy strokes as I bottomed out in her already well-fucked vagina making the sweetest music imaginable as I played with her breasts and sucked hungrily on her nipples, and she harmonized with her pleading, begging moans in a timeless, shining aria.

'Please...Mr. Stevenson...' she whispered, 'Can I show you something?'

I laughed, trying to decide how urgent my orgasm was and whether I wanted to listen to her or simply fuck her until I came; I decided on the former, however, and I slowed my thrusts, simmering deliciously in my pitch of arousal, as she rolled over onto her tummy with a giggle.

Dave was still standing at her head, brushing her hair with his fingers and caressing her cheek, and she lay out on her belly now, her face glowing with her day's experiences, her legs sprawled scandalously behind her and her perfect bottom open and offered freely for anyone's enjoyment, in a perfect, adorable recreation of Boucher's odalisque as she shyly kissed her mentor's softening cock and gave me a flirtatious sidelong glance, hoping I would pick up her reference.

I did, of course, and I nearly lost myself as I beheld her in her comfortable, delighted nudity, freshly trained with cum dripping from every opening of her tender body, happily vibrating in her own creamy goodness, and available and welcoming to any male who might wish to enjoy her next.

I grinned delightedly, and moved close to her, trailing my fingers between her butt cheeks into the drenched treasures that lay in their sacred cleft just as I'd said I would if the painting had come to life, and leaned down and kissed her sweetly before mounting her thighs and entering her again.



I went to another place as I held her down on the bed with a firm hand between her shoulders and let myself bask in her soft warmth; despite all the work her vagina had already done today, I still somehow found another fraction of an inch of depth that drove her cervix further into her than she'd so far felt, and she cried out as her clenching fingers grappled with the bedclothes and she buried her face in the sheets as I delighted myself with her body.

'Sweet girl,' I growled as I pressed her into the mattress with my body weight, glorying in the tight squeeze of her vagina around the thick base of my cock as she squeaked and gasped, 'I'm going to cum in your mouth, alright? Mr. Kendrick told me that you can orgasm just by having a man's semen in your mouth—is that true?'

Emily cried out into the bed, her voice muffled.

'...Sometimes...sir...aaaahhh...ohhh...pleasepleaseplease PLEASE cum in my mouth...Mr. Stevenson...'

I pulled myself roughly from her body, my orgasm rising up like a tidal wave and causing the skin of my neck to prickle as I felt my impending release swell irresistibly, and leapt around to the front of the overcome girl.

Emily was in a daze, sprawled nearly senseless on the bed, and without hesitation I took her gently but firmly by the throat and helped hoist her shakily to her knees, her eyes immediately wide and full of surrender as she felt herself being expertly handled and guided to fulfill her purpose despite her body's overwrought state.

She opened her mouth wide, her eyes expectant and pleading, and waited for my cock.

Still holding her by the throat, I instructed her to stick out her tongue for me, and to hold still, and as she complied I was swept by another immense orgasm as pulse after pulse of thick semen was forced through my long shaft and shot into Emily's sweet mouth.

'Hold my cum in your mouth, sweet girl,' I commanded breathlessly, my grip on her throat tightening perhaps a little too much as I was blasted by my own body's exuberant delight at inseminating her. 'That's a good girl...taste it, think about the flavor of my semen...no, stay up on your knees; I don't want you rubbing your vagina on the sheets...think about my sperm swimming around on your tongue right now, Emily...all my millions of little sperm, that I just gave you...there you go, don't swallow it, keep holding my seed in your mouth as you cum, sweet girl...that's it, let yourself go and just cum as hard as you can, sweet thing...you're such a good girl...you're doing to very good...you're so beautiful when you cum, baby girl...keep looking at me...'

Her eyes grew wide and she choked and sputtered a bit as her orgasm rocked her and she did her best to keep the shimmering pool of my cum in her open mouth so I could see it as she orgasmed, her little body shaking and trembling so intensely that at times my hand on her throat was the only thing keeping her on her knees as she flailed and struggled and whimpered in a deeply moving, exquisite demonstration of a healthy, well-trained young girl's climax.

As she shuddered to a halt, still trembling, I leaned down and kissed her on the forehead.

'Such a good girl, Miss Emily...' I whispered with a gentle smile as she beamed in her afterglow. '...Now you may swallow my cum, precious girl...'

We cuddled and played and trained Emily some more, and relaxed and chatted and fucked her, until the hour grew late and it was time for me to get home to my wife and daughters.

I reluctantly dressed as Emily lolled on the bed and watched me disappointedly. I pulled up my trousers, my cock hanging heavily outside my fly, and before I could tuck it away she asked, with a shimmer in her eyes, if she could kiss it goodbye and thank it for training her so well today, and for helping to teach her to please two penises at once.

I chuckled and obliged, of course, stepping to the bed and allowing her to crawl over on her tummy and say goodbye to my penis, nuzzling and kissing and sucking sweetly on it.

I thought I was completely spent, but to my surprise her tender, sweet farewell caused my cock to rear once more to life, to Emily's delight, and I was suddenly filled with a final, bestial surge of desire for her little body.

Spinning her around on the bed, I grabbed her hips and pulled her back onto my cock, seating her deeply onto me and driving as deep as I could as she cried out again and again, one last time, into her precious cunny, and gave her unresisting little vagina a dozen or so hard, desperate thrusts until a third orgasm was ripped from my body and I nearly collapsed onto the motionless, trembling naked girl.

Slowly finding my feet again, I pulled my cock from her body, a thick glob of my cum falling from her well-used entrance and a whispered gasp rising from her exhausted lips, and I kissed her shoulders and back and bottom as I finished dressing.

'Happy birthday, dear Miss Emily,' I whispered to her before giving a little salute to Dave and walking through the hotel room door.

Just before closing it behind me, I looked back one last time to see Dave, smiling tenderly, gather the prone, limp little body of his excellent trainee in his big arms with a soft kiss, and scoop her under the warm covers with him, pulling her close and cuddling her tight.

FIN


How to Train Your Daughter Ch. 15

Author's Note:

For Miss P, who is a delightful trainee and a very good girl, even if she sometimes wants to be naughty. Thank you for your inspiration and for sharing your delicious self with me so generously, and bringing me so much pleasure as a girl should.

Apologies, I keep intending to write some shorter stories, but lately each one just gets too fun and interesting as I start writing.

I only write things that I find sexy, but this episode is perhaps even more self-indulgent than some of the earlier chapters, so if there are things you don't care for about my style, be warned--this chapter is basically just a whole lot of those things. On the other hand, if you do like my writing--well then, bon appétit.

I love to hear from my readers for any reason, and I respond to all letters. Just remember to include your email address in the message if you want me to write you back, as I cannot see it otherwise.

Like all the stories in this saga, this chapter includes portrayals of men in graphic sexual situations with their own daughters, as well as light nonconsent/reluctance and BDSM. If these are not your cup of tea, which I certainly understand, please be warned. All characters are over 18.

*********************************

'Oh my gosh, you haven't experienced cock therapy yet?'

My laugh resounded in the sunny, bustling church foyer as the organ intoned the closing hymn and the congregants streamed out the stained glass doors and on to the rest of their Sunday plans.

My friend Levi Miller's eyes widened in wonder as he shook his head.

'Well in that case, you simply must join me this afternoon and allow me to introduce you to the pleasure...'

Levi had moved to Stonewall for work a little over a month ago from outside Toronto with his family, including his beautiful, innocent daughter Abigail, and our neighbors to the north--over fifty years after the sweeping positive social changes in the US that had forever transformed our country and the way girls were raised--had still not implemented anything like the Festival customs we practiced here.

The transition was understandably monumental for all of the members of the family in their own way; for himself, Levi now had the previously unimaginable freedom--and responsibility--of having sex with any eligible girl he happened to be attracted to, at pretty much any time and in any place.

Upon reaching sexual maturity, girls had their virginity taken in a grand public ceremony known as the Festival, and were then immediately offered up to all eligible men of the community as priceless objects of care and development, as well as freely available vessels of sexual pleasure; and as the father of a high-school-senior daughter, Levi's service was now invaluable in the essential work of teaching and training these inexperienced, newly-deflowered females everything they needed to learn in order to excel in their often demanding copulatory duties.

His wife, of course, was doubtless working through her own thoughts and feelings concerning this arrangement, but it was not an option; the task of training young girls was considered a man's civic duty, not a luxury, and adopting and conforming to the cultural traditions of her new home meant understanding that her husband was, from now on, expected to openly and frequently engage in sexual activities with girls as young as their daughter.

She could take reassurance, however, in the fact that this had no impact on his commitment as a father and husband, nor on his abiding love for her, and she had to admit that even in only the short time since they'd moved and he'd begun his girl-handling responsibilities, he'd been in higher spirits, and more motivated and even affectionate, than she'd seen him in years.

She knew that men sometimes began to struggle with a sense of purpose at his age, and now he seemed revitalized, as if newly confident in his place in society as an eligible man, and proud of the positive difference he was able to make in these girls' lives as he selflessly poured his time and energy and semen into training their eager, pliant young bodies and minds, and she knew deep down that this was a good thing.

For her part, their sweet, beautiful daughter Abigail arguably had the most challenging path in adjusting to life in her new home; raised conservatively and modestly, with only a single fumbling, short-lived junior-high romance before her move, she was now faced with the daunting reality of being considered community property, her body available by law for any sexual use, by any eligible man, whenever the urge might strike him, until she married.

Her duty now, in her strange new home, was to offer herself at all times as a source of pleasure; and to learn and master everything she could from the many men who would select her for vigorous, penetrating lessons in order to help her on the way to fulfilling her fundamental purpose as a girl, and to achieve her extraordinary innate potential as a nubile, freshly-fertile mating partner.

Levi and I had met a few weeks back at the home of our mutual friend, Martin Davis, who'd hosted a father-daughter party. Levi had brought Abigail, and I, my eldest, Jennifer; several other men had also attended with their own girls to share around, and we'd all spent a pleasant and instructive afternoon taking turns teaching others' daughters various sexual skills and techniques, and enjoying the matchless pleasures of their fresh, inexperienced bodies.

Abigail, a sensitive, shy girl who was far more self-conscious of her body and sexual matters than our daughters, due in large part to her upbringing, had expressed significantly graver misgivings about the day's proceedings than the other girls, and had at first refused even to disrobe so the assembled fathers could appreciate her naked body, let alone allow herself to be bred by all of them.

It was carefully explained to her that she had no choice in the matter, and that she was required to submit to her lessons from the men regardless of her feelings; and when she was ultimately assured that, as a young girl, she had no higher purpose at this juncture of her short life than to be a wellspring of copulatory pleasure for mature males and a priceless repository for their semen, she was at last successfully stripped nude in front of us; and despite her qualms, the sweet girl did a very good job of being obedient and allowing us to enjoy her luscious body in a variety of delightful ways

It had been a distinct pleasure feeling her unwilling cunny (which had been splendidly tight, and had required some patient-yet-authoritative thrusts, as she'd initially resisted our penises' penetrations into her, rather than welcoming them) begin to relax and open up as she came to terms with her tender body being used for its most basic and beautiful purpose by multiple men, and her genitals became ever more of a slick, soaking mess as the drooling white seminal loads of the satisfied fathers commingled with her own cum; and by the end of the party we were all delighted to see her making the rounds of the room herself, bashfully proffering her swollen, sticky, pink, and well-used vagina to each of us and sweetly asking (carefully doing her best to use the proper language of girls her age in her new home) if we would like to 'train' her just a little more before her daddy took her home.

I had taken a liking to Levi and, wanting to make him and his family feel welcome in Stonewall, had invited them to visit our church, and this was their first week attending. Service completed, we were now waiting for our daughters' Sunday school classes to wrap up, and had been chatting about the sermon and our plans for the rest of the day.

I often spent some quality time at a cock spa on Sunday afternoons, particularly if I'd had an especially taxing week of lessons; despite the obvious rewards, training young girls was an enormous investment of energy that inevitably took its toll on the male body--especially at the intensity and frequency of most men's training schedules--and regular cock therapy sessions worked wonders for relaxing and revitalizing me in preparation for the pleasantly busy week of girl-handling I had ahead of me.

Levi had never even heard of the treatment, and I was happy to invite him to join me today, as he'd mentioned offhand with a chuckle that while he'd had a fantastic week training some amazing, beautiful girls, he was honestly feeling a bit sore and run-down today after the heavy exertions and many mind-blowing orgasms his body had endured over the preceding days.

As we firmed up our plan to meet later that day, Jennifer's and Abigail's Sunday school class for eligible girls was first to burst through the doors from the back offices of the church, and the two of them met us with big grins as they laughed and chattered together. Abigail was a good girl, and I was pleased to see a friendship budding between her and my daughter.

They wore simple white Sunday dresses in the usual manner of all girls in our church; shortly after the institution of the Festival nearly sixty years ago, the founding elders had written up a prayerfully considered epistle concerning the scriptural requirements of dress for young girls in the place of worship, and both Jennifer and Abigail were radiant in their Sunday best.

The elders took inspiration from various passages of ecclesiastical texts to construct the principles of spiritual propriety and modesty that should guide young girls in this new, unprecedented age in which the recognition, cultivation, discussion, and consumption of their nascent animal sexuality--long a deeply repressed and taboo subject in both polite society and the church--was now an explicitly public and omnipresent keystone of our culture.

The color white of course symbolized the purity of a girl, and her innocence before God; nothing a girl did or underwent in her education or training could ever stain her, because she was created precisely and divinely as a blessing of pleasure for the enjoyment of the righteous man, and in yielding herself to her trainers, she was yielding herself to the very purpose for which she had been designed; in fact, the church taught, the more lessons she accepted, and the more challenging they were for her to trust and submit to, the better she glorified her Creator by striving to become the perfect vision of a girl He'd had when He made her; in the final summation, her obedient service to eligible men was her truest and most fitting service to God Himself.

The elders stipulated that dresses should be of a simple cut, signifying that the divinely-molded perfection of the natural, unadorned female body was sufficient in the eyes of God, and impossible to improve upon; they should be low-cut across the bosom as a token of the free, bounteous offerings of her most tender treasures the girl is bringing into the sanctuary of the Lord, and just long enough in the skirt to cover her backside when standing.

The fabric, the epistle emphasized, should be light enough to be nearly sheer, in recognition of the fact that God created the girl's body and called it good, and that therefore there was no shame in it being seen in the church.

It symbolized that her body was a highlight of creation, and she was hiding nothing, nor was she embarrassed before God and his people; but rather she walked cloaked in love and generosity, sharing the holy blessings of her young body freely with the devout men of the congregation; she was deserving always of caring love and respect whenever her body was being utilized for its natural God-given sexual functions--and deserving likewise of firm guidance in the path of righteousness, and the unsparing correction of the rod, when she strayed.

Girls who had not yet celebrated their Festivals wore only white bows or headbands in their hair, marking them as still virgins, while eligible girls were allowed to sport more colorful--though still modest--hair accessories.

The only other difference was that pre-Festival girls were permitted to wear simple white bras and panties beneath their sheer dresses, while eligible girls went naked beneath the light, nearly transparent fabric, and as Jennifer and Abigail walked happily toward us, Levi and I enjoyed the sight of the soft curves of their breasts ensconced gently beneath the cloth, their nipples pressing insistently toward the light and the dark hue of their areolas plainly visible.

The will of God was believed to permeate every aspect of life, and the reverent men of the congregation were encouraged to take time during the service to pray and ask for guidance concerning which girl the Lord would have them train after church; requiring the eligible girls to forego underwear, and allowing most details of their sacred young bodies to be visible, was believed to help a man better sense the powerful urgings of the Spirit deep in his loins as he prayerfully surveyed the congregation and considered which devoted, worshiping, nearly-naked young girl he was being called to aid in fulfilling her God-given purpose that day.

As virgins, pre-Festival girls were obviously not eligible for lessons, and while of course every part of their bodies was still considered pure and innocent and perfect just like their older counterparts, they were expected to wear underwear to church so as not to cause the fathers of the congregation to stumble with impure thoughts during worship about them and their beautiful, but not-yet-fully-ripened, anatomies.

Abigail was considerably more generously endowed than my daughter, and her bosoms bounced and swayed beautifully in their free state; our eyes danced from the girls' breasts to the clear silhouettes of their pubic hair that flashed with each step as the tiny breeze stirred up by their strides pressed their thin skirts playfully against their mounds.

Both our girls had fantastic legs, though they were of distinctly different types; Jennifer's toned, sculpted thighs and calves contrasting delightfully with Abigail's smoother, softer, beautifully proportioned lower body; and their assets were on full display beneath their short hemlines as they walked towards us, their bibles in their hands, through the brilliant spectrum of sunbeams shining through the stained glass windows in their Sunday radiance.

We greeted our daughters with kisses and smiles. It appeared that the deacons instructing the eligible girls' Sunday school class had administered communion to their pupils; according to our beliefs, the leaders of the church personified the authority and grace of the deity, and 'partaking of the body' had taken on a more literal, yet still highly symbolic, expression.

Jennifer, usually a fastidiously neat girl, had somehow managed to leave the classroom with a long, gooey dribble of one of the deacons' semen still clinging to her full lower lip from his final ecstatic benediction, and I chuckled as I brought my finger gently to her face and carefully scooped up the congealing cum, instructing her willing tongue to lick it up; a girl must never leave sperm to waste when it has been given to her, and especially not the semen of a holy man.

'Hi, Mr. Stevenson,' Abigail said politely with a smile, leaving her father's side to greet me. 'Happy Sunday to you, sir.'

We had arrived at church separately, and sat in different sections, so this was the first time I'd seen her today, and she was lovely, her thick dark hair worn loose about her shoulders and her soulful, earnest eyes shining sweetly as she presented herself to me.

It was, in fact, the first time I'd seen her since meeting her at the party, and I was struck again by her innocence and grace, and by imagining the enormity of her transition to her new life in our country; I was pleased, however, to see that she seemed to be growing more sure of herself and her duties since I'd trained her at Martin's house, and she pressed herself toward me and sought my lips of her own accord for a sweet, sensuous kiss, her hands clasped behind her back like a good girl and her breasts offered freely to my touch.

She tasted amazing, her lips scented of strawberry lip gloss and her tongue a tender delicacy of the highest order, and I returned her kiss, gently cupping her breasts and thrilling at their soft heft in my hands.

'Good morning to you, Miss Abigail,' I replied softly, 'And happy Sunday, sweet girl. You're beautiful, and your breasts are feeling so good today...'

The gauzy fabric of her Sunday dress could only attempt to preserve her modesty in vain, but its earnest, though futile, efforts to conceal the intimate treasures of her young body only stirred my desires more strongly as, discreetly and respectfully (we were in church, after all), I slid my hand down her soft tummy, effortlessly transgressing the trifling barrier of her skirt's short flouncy hem and affectionately tousling the rich, glossy curls of her luxurious pubic hair, which I was pleased to find seemed a bit shorter and more fetchingly groomed than the admittedly rather rambunctious bush she'd brought to the father-daughter party.

We'd shared a couple special moments at the party, and she blushed again beautifully as my fingers played about the sacred thicket that adorned her mound; I wondered if she was recalling, with as much pleasure as I was, how I'd needed to discipline her by firmly holding her down on Martin's couch and fucking her quite hard while her father had observed the process closely and given his approval.

She was clearly still acclimating to the breathtaking access men now had to her intimate areas, but I was pleased to see her maintain her poise nearly perfectly, keeping her hands clasped behind her back and holding still like a good girl in order to politely allow me the simple, reasonable pleasure of petting her kitty for a moment, as proper etiquette dictated; though her gentle eyes widened as my fingers explored her girl parts right there in the church foyer in front of God and everybody, and her lashes fluttered imperceptibly as her innocent shock was quickly joined in a heady, bewildering muddle by the sudden ripples of warm pleasure that filled her tummy from my first touches to her personal area since we'd met at the party.

I affectionately tickled her full outer labia with my fingertips, chuckling softly in approval at her startled look, and she caught her breath and blushed deeply as I gently grasped the innocent petals of her inner lips where they peeked shyly from within her furrowed mound, and gave her sweet slips of tender girl-flesh a couple gentle, playful tugs.

The day I'd first met her at the party, I'd chosen to cum in her vagina, and I was filled now with a pleasant flush of memory, my cock growing swollen and heavy in my trousers, as I recalled how this delightful, furry little cunny had given me one of the most glorious orgasms of my life when I'd finished myself off inside it after thoroughly fucking the other young girls at Martin's house that afternoon.

I was delighted to feel the delicate inner surfaces of her labia slip, suddenly slick, across each other as they betrayed that her secret inner parts were already seeped with her juices, and I marveled again at the wonderful miracle of the female body.

While I possessed a good working knowledge of the basic science and psychology of the average newly-sexually-mature young female, and of course I understood why Abigail's vagina was lubricating itself so thoroughly, it diminished none of the wonder and awe I always felt at the fact that my mere presence and close proximity as an eligible man, and my gentle, friendly touch to a girl's intimate parts, was sufficient to set in motion an irresistible cascade of instinctive mating responses and subconscious, involuntary behaviors and bodily functions she could not hope to escape, inexorably readying her body to willingly take my cock should I choose to give it to her, regardless of any higher-order feelings she might have on the matter; and as my fingertips crept further back through the dense warmth of her fur and along her slit, taking care not to disturb her still-sealed inner lips, I glanced up toward the high, sun-bathed altarpiece and whispered a little prayer of gratitude to the Creator for blessing us with such precious, beautiful, and pleasurable creatures.



Levi looked up at Abigail with a smile from where he was saying hello to Jennifer in a similar manner.

'So, how do you like the Sunday school here, sweetheart?'

Abigail's voice rose to a plaintive whimper as I found what I was looking for; far back between her warm thighs, in her most private of areas, her little teardrop-shaped entrance was unable to hold back the insistent tide of her girlish vaginal fluids, and a precious rivulet of her exquisite cream had escaped her opening and was trickling down her milky inner thigh.

I smiled at her as I gathered a tiny droplet of her special nectar on my fingertip, bringing it to my lips and expressing my pleasure with a quiet grunt and an approving nod as her light, piquant flavor melted across my tongue, and she struggled to answer her father, her knees suddenly weak and a gentle tremble overtaking her body as I kissed her on the forehead and told her she was such a good girl.

'Oh...oh my gosh...I mean, thank you Mr. Stevenson...I mean, yes, daddy...I like it here. It's really different and cool...'

'What did you guys learn today?' I asked Jennifer, interrupting her giggle of pleasure as she widened her stance slightly so Levi could check her pussy more thoroughly.

'We've been studying about worship and adoration, daddy, and how they apply to our real, everyday lives,' she said excitedly. 'We read the verses that talk about how a girl's lips and tongue and mouth and throat can all be used to glorify God, and then the deacons helped us practice! It was really special, daddy.'

Abigail nodded, evidently still a little in awe of the deep spiritual principles she'd been taught this morning.

'I never realized this daddy, but when a girl opens her mouth in praise,' she said to Levi, demonstrating her point by modeling the receptive, peaceful expression and inviting, parted lips of a worshipping girl with her own, 'God made it the exact, perfect shape to hold the...the sacred member...of a righteous man as he worships, too--'

Jennifer couldn't resist interjecting, and Levi and I smiled happily at how our daughters were getting along, and how enlivened and whole-hearted they both were in their spiritual growth and education.

'--yeah, and daddy, God actually created girls like us to worship with righteous men, and help them experience spiritual release and insight--our mouths are, like, gateways to the Spirit, and when we submit ourselves to God's will and take His body in our mouths, and worship as perfectly and blamelessly as we know how, then God will use the man's member to fill us full of His grace and love--'

'--And then the deacons had us all kneel down to worship,' Abigail jumped back in, 'and they showed us how perfectly each of their...members...fit in our mouths, like, they all fit totally perfectly, daddy, it was amazing--and they told us how near they felt themselves drawing to God as they worshipped with us. It was really special...'

I greeted Brother Murphy, the senior deacon, as he emerged from the study behind the other dozen giggling, scantily-clad eligible church girls, introducing him to Levi and thanking him for his diligent and surely often onerous labors instructing a gaggle of newly-eligible girls in the ways of righteousness; but he assured me he found only joy in serving the church by toiling among the inexperienced and often wayward lambs of the flock, remarking with a pious smile that while he did often find certain parts to be long and hard of necessity, the abundant rewards he received for faithfully guiding young girls in the expanding practice of their faith and the godly uses of their bodies and minds more than repaid him; and he praised Jennifer and Abigail for their ardent devotion to their spiritual lives.

'Indeed, Brother Stevenson, Brother Miller, your daughters were truly angels of spiritual blessing this morning,' he said warmly, looking them up and down with holy beneficence and satisfaction, a slight flush lingering on his brow and a look of holy bliss in his eye hinting at the mighty revelations he'd just experienced while teaching our girls the fundamentals of oral worship. He clapped his hands together softly in reverend delight.

'They impressed me and my brother deacons immensely with their tenderness of spirit and their eager willingness to perform their holy functions by aiding us in our meditations, taking within their mouths the sacred flesh of our members as we stood tall and unbendingly firm in our faith, hot and aching with the pulsing fervency of our desire for communion with the divine, and for spiritual release.

'Both Sister Abigail and Sister Jennifer joined their lips to our holy erections in a truly touching display of earnest, pure-hearted adoration of the Almighty; I'm blessed to say that I've rarely before ascended to such precipitous heights of divine exaltation during girl-assisted worship, and I felt the holy love of the Divine rush from my loins in a river of heavenly ecstasy and blessing as I shared in Sister Jennifer's sweet, selfless surrender to the Lord's will for her beautiful body.'

The twins arrived from their Sunday school class at that moment, lovely, of course, in their own church outfits; it was Levi's first time meeting them, and I chuckled to myself as I saw his eyes first widen in awe at their buxom blonde beauty and athletic figures, then dim in a flash of barely-supressed, forlorn disappointment as he noticed the bras and panties they wore beneath their dresses in an attempt to preserve their modesty while at church.

I could understand his sadness; Selena and Serena were spectacular girls, and I knew that the treasures concealed beneath their underwear were every bit as glorious as Levi's imagination could make them.

He seemed like a really good, trustworthy guy, and a loving father, and I thought that if we continued to grow close, I'd invite him over sometime for a little sneak peek at the twins in the nude, since their splendid naked bodies were certainly worth spending some time admiring, and it felt like the least I could do in return for how generous and trusting he'd been in freely sharing his own sweet daughter with me and the other fathers.

It also occurred to me that he might occasionally be a helpful special guest for the Tuesday night family lessons I'd begun teaching the twins; while I was steadily progressing their knowledge of sexual matters and the use of their bodies, they were still my daughters, and I could envision future lessons in which it would be valuable for them to practice some basic skills on a father they didn't know well, and accustom them to being touched and explored by manly, lustful hands other than my own.

Using Jennifer as a live model to help me demonstrate some of the sweet, gentle, and "clearly-pleasant-for-the-girl" types of lessons the twins would be taught after their Festival was very helpful, and extremely special for my eldest and me as we worked together intimately to help prepare her sisters for their own initiations into the world of eligible girls.

I had begun to grow concerned, however, as I also felt that it would be best at some point to give Serena and Selena at least a very basic introduction to the more advanced ways in which their bodies could be used for a man's pleasure, which almost always required a developed palate for a girl to enjoy, or to even understand why such things were pleasurable for men to do to girls; but while I happily indulged in the darker joys of training beautiful young girls with a rougher, more severe rein when it was necessary or desirable, I found that I simply wasn't able to bring myself (at least not yet) to do any of those things to my own beautiful baby girl--even if only for teaching purposes, and even though she already received these kinds of lessons as often and as sternly as her trainers felt was appropriate.

Jennifer had taken a liking to Levi at the party as well, however, curling up next to him like a naked kitten for most of the afternoon so she could suck on his cock to her heart's content, and she was comfortable around him; and I suddenly realized, with the satisfaction a simple and elegant solution brings, that he might even perhaps invaluably assist me by using her body to demonstrate certain more intense lessons, while her younger sisters watched and asked questions and took notes under my supervision and guidance, without any problem.

Jennifer interrupted my meditation with a tug on my sleeve, pointing to a smiling man waiting by the church door with his family and informing me that Mr. Thomas had requested to take her to the park for some lessons he felt led to teach her, and he would drop her off at home when he'd finished with her; I waved to Bob and Carla and sent my daughter to join their boys in the back of their station wagon with a pat on the butt and a reminder to be a good girl for Mr. Thomas and to do her best for him, and I told her I loved her and would see her back home later on.

It was time for us to be getting back as well, and we all shook hands and took our leave after I provided Levi with the address of the cock spa we'd meet at in an hour or so.

******************************

Castellano's was one of Stonewall's finest cock therapy spas, and as Levi and I mounted the steps and entered through the heavy wooden door and into the lobby of the nondescript stone building, we were ushered into another world--the entire place had been constructed and decorated in the style of a magnificent Roman villa, with marble floors, rich tapestries, and heavy, elegant furniture.

Behind the tall oak hostess's desk hung a large framed black-and-white photograph, clearly several decades old, of a rakish middle-aged man in a pair of checked slacks and a bowling shirt, his graying hair slicked and shining with Brylcreem, grinning ear-to-ear from behind a pair of old-school aviators and standing in front of a swimming pool with his hairy arms outstretched to gather close to him four beautiful naked girls--but our attention was quickly captured by the real-live naked girl that greeted us with a brilliant smile as she stepped from behind the desk.

'Why, Mr. Stevenson, so good to see you today sir...'

She was a devastating blonde of the highest caliber, with a model's high cheekbones and the elegant, confident air of a professional girl in her mid-twenties, her hair a tousled golden bob that accented her sleek jawline.

Her long, sculpted legs joined with perfectly-proportioned hips at a cleanly-waxed cunny in front and a pert, round bottom behind; and her flat stomach, its toned muscles whispering seductively from just beneath her skin, ascended upwards to two marvelous breasts which were clearly the highlights of her already beautiful body.

Her eyes flashed with an observant intelligence, and she exuded a sense of imperturbable serenity that masked tremendous ability and focus; she'd always reminded me of one of my big crushes as a kid--an evil space robot disguised as a platinum-blonde femme fatale in a red dress, bent on the destruction of the human race in one of my favorite old science fiction shows--and I adored her.

Aside from her pair of simple white wedge sandals on her feet, she wore only the uniform of the girls who worked at Castellano's--a delicate wreath of ivy leaves and tiny flowers encircling her head.

'It's lovely as always to see you as well, Miss Tricia,' I replied warmly, welcoming her offer of her lips to mine in a friendly, delicious kiss, and tracing my fingers across the exquisite lines of her naked body in a fond hello as the well-trained girl patiently and willingly allowed herself to be harmlessly appreciated and enjoyed.

As my touch moved to her immaculately groomed vulva and slid softly across the silky skin of her hairless mound, I glanced down at her left hand where it rested on my chest and uttered an exclamation of delight.

'Dear girl, when did this happen?! And when is the big day?' I said, admiring the modest but lovely diamond on her finger.

Tricia laughed and held up her hand with a disbelieving flourish, shimmying her warm, bare cunny against my hand in her excitement.

'Last week! I know! I said yes--I'm so happy, Mr. Stevenson! We're getting married next month.''

I pulled her close and kissed her again, giving her vulva an affectionate squeeze.

'Congratulations, sweet girl--I'm so happy for you,' I said warmly. 'I'll have to take you out one more time before the big day--I'm sure there is at least one final lesson I can think of to teach you before you complete your training.'

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson, of course,' the beautiful girl laughed. 'I do wish you would. Though you might not want to wait too long to reserve me, sir--every man that has come in that door and seen my ring has said the same thing as you. It looks like I'll be getting pretty filled up as the wedding gets close.'

'I'm sure you will, dear girl,' I chuckled. 'I'll put myself in your calendar before I leave today. Of course I'll want one of the very last spots you have available--you know how much I like your cunny after it's already been well-enjoyed.'

Tricia suddenly reached up and wrapped her arms around my neck, bringing her lips close to my ear in a gleeful whisper.

'Can I tell you a secret, Mr. Stevenson? I was SO hoping you'd come in one more time before the wedding so I could see you, and I was hoping you'd ask--and I saved my very final spot for you--the night before I...before the...you'll be the last trainer to ever handle me, sir, if you want to, and I'd be so happy if you said yes...'

I was deeply touched, and my cock grew hard and heavy in my pants as I wrapped the sweet naked girl up in a big bear hug, pressing her bare cunny fondly against my erection; it was considered both a great honor and a great pleasure to be a trainee's last handler before her name was crossed from the list of eligible girls forever and she became the property of her husband, her primary function now to birth him beautiful daughters.

I always strove to do my best when I trained girls, and though I was still relatively new myself to the sweet art and science of handling the eligible young female body, I took my responsibilities seriously, and I truly worked hard to make the sexual lessons I taught these delicate, trusting creatures as positive and beneficial for them as I could, in addition to making them as pleasurable for myself as possible.

It was gratifying confirmation that my hard work was paying off, and that I was becoming a competent trainer, to discover that this spectacular girl hoped to end her accomplished training career by giving the last taste of her exquisite body to me, and my heart grew as many sizes as my penis.

It would doubtless be a very special lesson; the day before a girl's wedding was known as her Send-Off, and was typically filled with eligible men desiring to offer their congratulations to her father, give their blessing to her nuptials, and say a last-minute farewell to her gorgeous body.

Throughout the day men from around the community would make their way to her parents home, mingling comfortably in the kitchen and living room with celebratory beverages and chatting cordially with her father and each other as they waited to climb the stairs to her bedroom and take their turn with her, and by evening she might easily have had upwards of twenty visitors; I was very much looking forward to gently gathering up her tender, spent, and fucked-nearly-senseless body in my arms and harvesting the last, most poignant drops of pleasure I could from her beautiful, ravaged form, and filling the girl with her final load of training semen before sending her off with a kiss the next morning to her wedding.

I introduced her to Levi, who was standing there with a comical look on his face; I'd told him little of what to expect from his first cock therapy session, as I wanted him to experience all the delights as a newcomer, but he was already agog as Tricia approached him and offered herself in greeting, and while he attempted to play down his amazement at each new fantastic aspect of life he was discovering here, his avid but slightly awkward kiss and fumbling grope of her breasts as he congratulated the lovely young girl on her engagement told me he was still struggling to process the wonderful benefits of living in a Festival society.

'Mr. Miller is my guest today, Miss Tricia,' I said, smiling. 'We'll take two girls, please, for the usual treatments.'

Tricia signed us in and led us to a heavy door, ushering us into the corridor and assuring Levi that he was in for a wonderful afternoon, and reminding us to let her know if we needed or wanted absolutely anything at all.

'Well, this is already awesome,' Levi whispered, turning back with wide eyes to catch a last glimpse of Tricia's naked bottom as she returned to her post; I chuckled to myself at his innocent ignorance of what lay ahead, and his head swiveled around and he murmured a reverent, 'Oh my gosh...' as we turned a corner and entered the baths.

The spacious baths were all of marble, with soaring ceilings and giant windows set high in the wall releasing broad, slanting shafts of sunlight to fill the steaming air.

Along the opposite wall was a line of ornate artisanal brass showers, and to our left as we entered were several benches and a row of mahogany lockers, and Levi was clearly delighted to see, standing by the lockers with hospitable smiles on their beautiful faces, two adorable girls, one blonde and one brunette, clad only in their uniform--a simple ivy wreath about each of their heads.

They were both gems, flawless specimens of their tender sex and age, and after taking a moment to appreciate his unexpected good fortune of yet more naked girls, Levi glanced at me as if looking for guidance.

'Just follow my lead,' I said reassuringly, and with a smile made the acquaintance of the girls, Caitlin and Miranda, as we undressed and stowed our clothing in our lockers; Levi, unable to tear his eyes from the their pouting pussies and full, firm breasts, tripped and almost fell as he attempted to extricate himself from his trousers, drawing a giggle from the naked girls.

'...And remember,' I continued, pretending I hadn't seen, 'Everything about today is meant to be relaxing, invigorating, and refreshing. Just let the girls do their job, and let your body respond naturally. It's going to be great--girls, this is Mr. Miller's first visit, so treat him good, okay?'

As I closed my locker, Caitlin came close to me, pressing her hands to my bare chest, and gave me a kiss. I was already getting hard, and her fingers crept down my muscular torso until she reached my cock, which she took in her hand and squeezed in a gentle hello, her unhurried pace allowing me to become accustomed to her presence and touch, and to relax fully into her warm hand with a quiet groan.

Miranda had welcomed Levi to the baths in the same way, and together, as they earned our trust and calmed our bodies and minds, the girls led us happily to the showers by our penises, their well-trained hands never leaving our growing erections, and we gladly followed, Levi shooting me another disbelieving look as we admired the two shapely, naked tushes belonging to the delightfully attentive creatures.

The water was warm and the powerful spray immensely satisfying as we stepped beneath the streams and the girls went to work soaping our bodies, using thick wash clothes and their delicate hands to reach every inch; it was impossible, of course, for the girls to avoid getting wet and soapy as well, and Levi and I delighted in their slippery little bodies, our hands playfully exploring their delicious nakedness and venturing into all their most personal and delectable areas as they did their jobs.

Our laughs of pleasure reverberated about the baths amid the hiss of the water and the musical giggles of the girls as they went about their task; it was hard to imagine anything feeling better after a long week than a hot shower by a beautiful naked girl.



Caitlin and Miranda instructed us to place our hands against the shower wall, spread our feet apart, and hold still, and as the soothing stream of water cascaded down our backs, they focused their bathing attention on our genitals, carefully bundling our penises and scrotums in the warm, luxurious wash cloths and gently massaging them in the soap bubbles until we groaned in pleasure and our swelling erections protruded obscenely out from beneath the soft terry cloth.

They then swaddled our hard cocks and our testicles cozily in soft, steamed towels, with only the heads of our penises poking out, and while we luxuriated in the comfort of the warm cloth on our sore and tired members, the girls carefully tested our sensitivity and responsiveness in preparation for our therapy sessions by gently kneading and tugging and squeezing the swollen tips of our penises between their experienced fingers, observing the effects their touch had on the sensitive, spongy flesh of our glans, and making detailed notes to give to our attendants.

An erect cock is easier to thoroughly clean, and now the girls took advantage of our taut tumescence, using their skilled hands and practiced eyes to ensure every bit of our breeding hardware was immaculate.

They spread the thick soap suds along the entirety of our stiff penises, working the bubbles gently into the wrinkled skin of our ballsacks and kneading them into our pubic hair, and they even carefully squeezed the heads of our cocks between their thumb and finger to spread open our urethras, in order to irrigate them with a well-aimed stream of warm water that felt as it penetrated nearly half the length of my shaft, causing me to shudder and my knees to buckle at the deeply intimate sensation.

It felt almost as if I were ejaculating in reverse--as strange as that sounds--and it took all my strength to heed Caitlin as the adorable naked young girl, kneeling in front of me on the marble floor of the baths with my hard cock in her one hand and the shower nozzle in the other, matter-of-factly requested that I please keep my hands on the wall and hold still so she could do her job properly; thoroughly rinsing the urethra is an important part of penile health, she explained primly, clearly proud of her knowledge and skill, and my treatment would be more effective if my penis was squeaky clean inside as well as outside.

I nodded and apologized and told her I'd try to do better, took a deep breath and relaxed, and watched spellbound as the beautiful young girl, her attention fully committed to her delicate task and her pink tongue poking from the corner of her mouth in concentration, grasped my cock firmly in her fist and spread my urethra once again, then carefully pointed the narrow stream of water straight into my opening.

I let out a long, low groan as she adjusted her angle and used her highly-attuned fingertips along the underside of my shaft to pick up the turbulent vibrations of the water jet as it penetrated inch by inch down the wildly sensitive internal surfaces of my cock, and when she felt the stream reach inside the base of my penis between my testicles (my entire genitalia thrumming now with an indescribable effervescence), she counted slowly down from ten, the stream set to 'high' to ensure a thorough cleaning, as I grunted and swore quietly at the sensitivity of my achingly full erection in her practiced hand.

Levi was having a similar experience, and we shared a wan look of amused astonishment as the girls retrieved giant, heavy towels and began to dry us off.

'Ok, so this is amazing,' he said, shaking his head in wonder as Miranda gently buffed his hard cock in the soft Turkish cotton with all the care and attention to detail with which one might polish a priceless sculpture, focusing on one small area at a time and frequently checking her work with her eyes and her bare fingers. 'I'm so close to cumming right now...oh my god...do I...do we fuck these girls, or am I supposed to just cum when I think I've had enough...cock therapy...or what?'

I couldn't contain a burst of laughter.

'My dear fellow, for goodness' sake don't cum yet--our session hasn't even started! These two are just bath girls; their job is to ensure that we're clean, and smelling good and feeling good, for our actual attendants.'

It was an important job, though an entry-level position at Castellano's; fresh, clean penises were essential for proper treatment, and bath girls faced severe consequences for failing to bring the penises they were responsible for up to standard before releasing them to their sessions.

Levi's expression evinced chagrined disbelief that his already strained orgasmic control was apparently expected to hang on considerably longer than he'd planned, and he moaned a sorrowful, 'Oh, no...oh, my gosh...' as Caitlin and Miranda began their final inspections.

They carefully and closely examined our cocks, turning them about in their hands and tugging gently on the skin of our shafts and scrotums to ensure they were free of any visible contamination; then, because there was simply no more accurate an assessment of a cock's cleanliness than taste and smell, they both began licking and and nuzzling about our erections, checking every nook and cranny, and taking our shafts as deeply into their throats as they could in order to ensure we tasted clean and fresh--all the way down--for the benefit of our attendants.

Being more familiar with the manly art of enjoying cock therapy than my friend, I folded my hands behind my back and took a long, slow breath as Caitlin held my penis up out of the way with her soft hand so she could finish cleaning my scrotum, and she bathed my sack in long, sweet kitty licks as she used her saliva and the textured surface of her tongue to scrub gently along every fold and wrinkle, until a heavy drop of precum oozed deliciously from the head of my penis and dripped, catching the golden sunlight in the steam-swirled air as it crested my glans and spilled precipitously over her fingers where she grasped my shaft.

'...The aim is to relax deeply, and clear your mind, so your body can respond to everything the girls do without needing to orgasm uncontrollably, and you can simply exist, for an extended time, in a pleasant, highly-aroused state, enjoying everything that happens,' I suggested, mussing Caitlin's hair affectionately and smiling into her beautiful eyes as she dutifully lapped up all my precum from her fingers and grinned happily at me, before finishing her duties by showering my entire clean penis with her adoring kisses.

Having spent sufficient time with her nose buried in Levi's dark pubic hair to be certain her own job was properly done, Miranda drew his cock's entire length slowly from her throat, gasping for air as it left her lips with a satisfyingly wet pop, and looked up at us with a watery-eyed smile as he gazed at her in dumbfounded pleasure.

'Alright, gentlemen, I think you're all ready--shall we take you to see your attendants now?'

Caitlin and Miranda spritzed our genitals with a refreshing, aromatic water of sage and rose until our dark pubic hair was bedewed by myriad tiny shining droplets; the pounding blood flow in our erections eased, and our cocks were invigorated in the cooling alr as the solution tightened and firmed the delicate, wrinkled skin of our scrotums; and as before, the girls took us by our penises to lead us to our next destination, and we happily followed them down another corridor and through a broad, sunny doorway to the pool.

The building turned out to be arranged around an open central courtyard in the manner of a Roman atrium; the balconied second floor apartments were supported by classical columns, and in the center, surrounded by a scattering of large deck lounges, was the long rectangular pool and an ornate fountain that burbled soothingly; arranged pleasantly about the sunny space, whose floor was inlaid with colorful mosaic tiles depicting classical scenes, were potted palms and fine marble reproductions of Roman and Greek statuary, mostly portraying slave girls and nymphs in various stages of undress and erotic ecstasy.

Levi let out a low whistle of appreciation as we stepped out into the beautiful, peaceful space, and Caitlin and Miranda led us over to a pair of white lounges piled high with bolsters, helpfully guiding us by our penises to lie back and get comfortable before adjusting the rhythmic rumble of the lounges' built-in massage feature precisely to our liking.

'Your attendants will be here shortly, gentlemen,' Caitlin smiled, and as we thanked her and Miranda, and they turned to go back to their duties in the baths, I caught Caitlin's wrist and pulled her back to stand close to me.

'One last thing I need, sweet girl,' I chuckled, and I pulled her hips toward me firmly so I could bury my nose in her adorable cunny.

She jumped and squeaked in surprised pleasure as I nuzzled her private parts; breathing deeply of her fresh scent and darting my tongue back between her legs to steal a few licks of her defenseless insides, I finished by giving her a firm, approving kiss right on her little clitoris before telling her she was delicious, spinning her around, and sending her on her way with a healthy smack to her adorable bottom.

Levi was taking in the sights with an incredulous shine in his eye; around the pool half a dozen other men in their own lounges were being attended to by naked girls, and several beautiful nude creatures also cavorted and splashed in the water; a naked girl approached and brought us each a cold beer, and Levi shook his head at the sheer peaceful perfection the the moment.

Across the pool was the Masters section, reserved for club members with at least a decade of experience training girls; the honorable gentlemen who earned their places there received exclusive treatment and amenities, and were furnished with the most highly-skilled and beautiful attendants, as well as being granted additional privileges in how they chose to enjoy the nakedly delightful bodies of the girls.

Because the girls at Castellano's were at their jobs, they weren't subject to normal lessons while at work; though we would normally have every right to enjoy their bodies as we saw fit, here we were clients, and were expected to engage with the pool girls as such, and to keep our interactions with them within the parameters of the treatments we had come for; master trainers, however, due to their vast experience and skill in handling the eligible female body, and in acknowledgement of the priceless contribution they had each personally made to the sexual education of generations of young girls, were granted significantly wider liberties in how they chose to enjoy their beautiful attendants.

As my eyes adjusted to the bright sunlight I was delighted to see that, across the pool in his customary spot in the Masters section, his cock deep in the throat of a cute little blond, our good friend Martin Davis appeared to have shared my idea of a pleasant Sunday afternoon, and had evidently arrived just shortly before us; I hailed him with a wave and a laugh, and he patted his girl on her naked behind and hauled his considerable bulk up, following his adorable naked attendant as she led him by his gnarled penis, a charming drool of cockslobber hanging from her chin, to join us in the lounge next to Levi's.

Martin was a very large and hirsute man, powerfully built and several inches above even my own six-foot-one, and his eyes twinkled merrily behind his bushy white beard and spectacles as he made himself at home on the lounge, resting a giant arm comfortably across the hairy expanse of his jolly round belly and expertly guiding his attendant to return her mouth to his penis with one of his large paws to the back of her head.

'Well, this is a nice surprise,' he laughed. 'Lovely to see you fellows here today. This is Maddy--Maddy, Mr. Stevenson and Mr. Miller.'

Maddy, obviously a very well-trained girl with a gymnast's body and the look of a small-town homecoming queen, knew better than to remove a penis from her mouth without permission, and she politely looked up at us with her big blue eyes from where her nose was being tickled by Martin's coarse, snowy-white pubic fur, and he thoughtfully brushed her long bangs from her face so she could see us, her mouth stuffed full with his cock, allowing her to give a little princess wave and a muffled, ladylike, 'Mmm-hmm-hmmm' in greeting.

Martin wasn't fucking her face, but rather simply relaxing, his heavy hand effortlessly keeping Maddy's head in place against his belly as he sank his cock fully into her throat and held it there; he explained with a laugh that though he hated to admit it, he was no longer a spring chicken, and he usually arrived a bit early for his cock therapy appointments to warm up by spending ten minutes soaking his hard-on in a girl's throat; it made him more sensitive and responsive while also helping him relax, he said, and it improved blood flow and cleared his mind.

We were impressed to see Maddy's considerable skill; though Martin's penis clearly challenged her young throat's capacity, she remained remarkably relaxed; and as we continued chatting and laughing we were charmed by the snuffling, whimpering, labored little noises she made continually in the background as she fought to breath beneath Martin's heavy hand, and to be a good girl for her client for eight more minutes.

'The best thing about it,' Martin said lightly, casually pushing Maddy's head down a final fraction of an inch and smiling approvingly as she sputtered and struggled to clear her airway, but remained admirably compliant and receptive, 'Is that a girl will start salivating uncontrollably, and her only real option to avoid suffocation is to swallow.'

He took a sip of his beer and surveyed his situation with satisfaction, delighting in the perfection of the beautiful girl lying in the sun beside him, her long golden hair scattered like sunbeams across his lower body as he pinned her face to his crotch beneath his big hand, her naked pink bubble butt rocking slowly back and forth and her feet kicking feebly every so often as she worked hard to breathe and stay calm.

It was always a privilege to learn from a master trainer, and Levi and I listened and watched in rapt attention as Martin happily explained his advanced technique, and willingly passed on some of his great knowledge of the ancient arts of using a girl's body for pleasure.

'Swallowing and breathing are extraordinarily difficult for a young girl with a mouthful of penis, of course,' he continued, keen to educate Levi and me on the finer points of enjoying eligible girls' bodies, 'But it's absolutely worth the discomfort, because the periodic spasms of her laboring esophagus, spiced now with ever-growing hints of her own, natural, existential alarm, are some of the most deeply pleasurable sensations a man's cock can ever hope to experience...you're being such a good girl, Miss Maddy...can you swallow for me? There you go...oh my god, that feels so wonderful...just a little longer, sweet thing...'

A heavy door opened in the shade of the overhanging portico as Tricia the hostess entered the atrium and strode across the tiled pool deck toward us, her long legs flashing above her strappy white wedge heels, whose crisp beat reverberated about the columns and marble and statues in the warm air of the courtyard.

Her magnificent golden nudity was bedazzled by a thousand twinkling diamonds as the warm sunbeams burst into fireworks of reflection against the peacefully bobbing surface of the pool and scattered gloriously about the courtyard; every eye in the place was irresistibly drawn to her, of course, but could only linger momentarily, as she emerged into the light with four lovely girls following in her wake.

Like Tricia, they each wore the demure blossom crown of a spa girl; but unlike her, they wore nothing else, not even shoes, and their soft bare footsteps padded obediently behind her as they approached us, chatting musically amongst themselves in low voices, and resplendent in their assorted nakedness.

As they came close, Tricia instructed her bevy of nymphs to form a row before Levi and me in a delightful array of some of the most attractive expressions of the young female form I'd seen in one place in some time, and the girls stood quietly with smiles on their faces as they looked from Levi to me and back again, their hands behind their backs in order to allow us to easily view every part of their naked bodies in a fine display of excellent training and nubile, top-tier girl flesh.

Tricia smiled at us.

'Would you like to select your attendants for the day, gentlemen?'

While every aspect of an afternoon at Castellano's was of course delightful, choosing the girl I wished to have work on me was always one of my favorite parts, as there are few things more fun than taking one's leisure admiring and evaluating the naked bodies of several girls, thoughtfully considering each of their merits, and deciding which splendid little creature is likely to bring one the most pleasure with hers.

I deferred to Levi for the first pick, and he shook his head with another laugh as he struggled to wrap his head around his new reality, his eyes gamely moving with ever increasing enthusiasm over the manifest charms of each pool girl's body.

'Well, without really knowing what I'm getting into,' he said thoughtfully, taking his time to carefully look over each girl's face, figure, breasts, and of course vulva, and note his inner responses to each one, 'I think I would like...this one.'

He pointed to the second girl in line, a breathtaking creature with beautiful caramel skin, long, jet-black hair, and flashing, deep-set eyes the color of jade, and Tricia led her to Levi, placing the girl's slender hand in his.

'This is Kham Chai, Mr. Miller. You may call her Chai.'

Kham Chai bent her willowy form and kissed Levi sweetly in greeting where he lay naked on the lounge, and she slowly brought his hand to her breast with a smile.

'It is good to meet you, Mr. Miller,' she said in a lilting voice, 'I am so glad I get to work with you today, and I hope that I am able to make your body feel wonderful.'

'An excellent choice for the gentleman.' I chuckled as Levi slowly returned Chai's kiss and traced his fingers reverently across her small, shapely breast, seemingly fascinated by the perfection of her rich, cocoa areolas and her pert, surprisingly thick nipples. 'I've had the pleasure of being served by Miss Chai myself once or twice, and you are in for a treat, my dear fellow.'

'I'm sorry to interrupt, Miss Tricia,' Martin said, checking his watch, 'but--five...four...three...two...and one--Maddy, precious thing, that is your ten minutes complete. Such a good girl. Now let's slowly remove this cock from your throat...that a girl, keep breathing...you're doing so good...'

It could be dangerous, when a girl had been so deep for so long, for her to come up too quickly; and so despite being down to her last shred of self-possession and near desperate to remove Martin's gnarled penis from her mouth, Maddy knew she had to hold on just a little longer and trust his masterful expertise as, not wishing to risk damaging the priceless girl by ripping his cock carelessly from her tight little throat, he painstakingly withdrew his erection only an agonizing fraction of an inch at a time.

Carefully monitoring her breathing, and soothingly rubbing her shoulders and bottom to calm her as she fought for air, he smiled into her pleading, watering eyes to reassure her as he used the highly sensitive head of his cock to discern every internal detail of her young throat and ensure she was in perfect condition, grunting in pleased approval as he felt the wide, rubbery crown of his glans dragging slowly and deliciously up the textured walls of her esophagus, and pausing occasionally to double-check a spot here or there with a couple firm micro-thrusts while watching her eyes closely to observe her body's responses to holding his penis at various depths within it, before continuing to back his thick erection gradually out of the impressively obedient girl.



At last she was free, and a giant grin and gasp of air greeted us as she sat up and exclaimed light-headedly that she was getting a crazy rush, her makeup a mess and her lovely face flushed, and Martin pulled her to him and kissed her for being such a good girl.

Her abilities set her apart even at a high-end cock spa like Castellano's, and Levi and I congratulated Maddy on her impressive performance, our full erections from simply watching her in her duties a truer testament of our admiration for what we had just witnessed than any words could ever hope to convey.

Tricia praised her and encouraged the other girls to pay close attention and learn what they could from her, remarking that Maddy exemplified the extraordinary combination of skill, beauty, toughness, and grace that marked an elite girl, and which merited her a berth in the Masters section, and I cast my eyes once more over the three remaining girls Tricia had brought for my consideration.

While the other two were perfectly attractive, of course, and I could pretend to be weighing my options as a courtesy, the fact was I'd known the moment the girls had emerged onto the pool deck that the curvy, sparkling brunette treasure at the end of the little pack was the only girl for me, and I was just relieved that Levi hadn't swiped her.

Working at a cock spa was considered a perfectly appropriate job for girls who had celebrated their Festivals; for those who genuinely loved the sexual training they were already subject to, it was a positive and supportive environment which could obviously only enhance their educational progress, and their parents enjoyed peace of mind knowing that when their precious girls were at work they weren't falling in with the wrong crowd or getting into boy troubles, but were safe in the hands of eligible men who were sworn to care for them and guide them in all things, and who knew how to enjoy their young daughters' bodies appropriately and safely.

The good pay, flexible hours, and the fact that no actual sex was involved in the baths meant that many girls got their first part-time jobs as shower girls while still in high school--from their mannerisms and how they touched our bodies, I suspected Caitlin and Miranda were in this category--and they often continued while studying at university for the same reasons.

Upon beginning their apprenticeships in the baths, shower girls were absorbed in an unrivaled, intensive hands-on study of the male anatomy, honing to a high level ancient and arcane feminine arts involving properly handling, inspecting, bathing, and sexually stimulating eligible men, and cultivating an ever-deeper and more meaningful bond with the object of their devotion and their purpose for existence, the male sex organ.

After a few years of hard work and dedicated training, they might move up to become pool girls, or attendants--paragons of highly-trained, sexually virtuosic girlhood.

The elite level of skill required to thoroughly care for the male member (not to mention the entire well-being and satisfaction of the client to whom it belonged) in a professional setting meant that most pool girls were in their mid-twenties, and working in a cock spa offered excellent opportunities to build valuable social connections that could help a girl's future career prospects, or introductions to desirable young men who may wish to consider her for marriage, especially if she were skilled and beautiful enough to earn a berth in the Masters area.

The brunette appeared to be considerably younger than the rest of her cohort around us in the pool, rivaling even Caitlin and Miranda in the baths; but despite the fact that, if only from a mathematical perspective, she couldn't help but be far less experienced as an attendant than Kham Chai and the other two older girls Tricia had supplied for my consideration, I found I was more than willing to accept the risk of a sub-par treatment if it meant I would get to spend the afternoon close to this bashfully smiling naked creature.

For longer than I can remember, and with more fervency than I sometimes care to admit, I have been in love with curvy girls; I am forever bemused at the vehemence of desire and adoration that is unfailingly stirred in me by the mere sight of a pair of thick, short legs, a juicy bottom, and big hair--and the girl on the end was an apotheosis of the type.

Retiring and academic as a child in a conservative family, I grew up spending hours in the library alone gathering all the knowledge I could, and to be truthful, my only exposure for quite a long time to sex and the female body was confined to art history books; I still remember the day I learned, with deep and at first ambivalent astonishment, that the female genitalia consisted of far more than the chaste alabaster deltas of De Milo, Rubens, Titian, Durer, and Goya I'd nonetheless already spent several embarrassing years masturbating furiously to.

Happily, I overcame my initial reservations, but early impressions are lasting, and while discerning readers of this saga will no doubt have noticed that I am an eclectic enthusiast of the female form in all its manifestations, the bedrock and wellspring of my sexuality has remained forever the Old Masters.

The truest way I could describe the brunette pool girl was to say she was luxurious; she was quite short, appearing to come perhaps to the middle of my chest if we'd been standing next to each other, and she had extravagant curves in all the right places, and several bonus curves besides; and she stood patiently in front of me swaying her succulent self coquettishly and twisting her fingers impatiently behind her back with a playful sparkle in her eye as she gazed at my naked body and my healthily-proportioned cock, where it stretched its length across my abs and basked in the warm sun like a lazy cat, tempting her caresses.

If having a girl was good, having more of a girl could only be better, and she was generously blessed in every good place; the proportions of her wide hips, her lively belly, and her abundant bosoms were impossible for me to look away from in their exquisite fullness, and every inch of the girl beckoned my touch with its promise of lush pleasure.

Her thick, dark hair tumbled in lively waves down her back, shot through with golden highlights that echoed the glow of her smooth skin as the gifts of a life spent in the sun and the water; her broad, classically-sculpted features were a priceless example of her type, with strong, dark brows; round, high cheeks and long dimples that set her deep-set hazel eyes dancing behind a fetching pair of glasses; full, arched lips that paid homage to Sophia Loren in hinting at the girl's Italian bloodlines; and a brilliant, wide smile that flashed with her joy and ease in her naked body, welcoming my admiring gaze as I ate her up with my eyes.

Her breasts were magnificent, heavy and hanging slightly low due simply to their impressive size, but brilliantly full and beautifully formed; her areolas were large, but cleanly-defined and delightfully round for a girl as weightily blessed as she, and of a pleasingly darker pink than the rest of her body; and her nipples were delightfully thick and long, and strained pertly upward despite gravity's relentless attraction for her generous breasts.

There was no whisper of a gap between her thighs, and her legs closed deliciously against her juicy mound, forming a broad and irresistible V of her tender flesh that was covered in a fine coat of short, dark fuzz and split through only at the very bottom by an innocent little slit; her soft tummy formed an adorable little pooch below her precious navel, and traced an exquisite catenary curve of fertile beauty above her luscious vulva as it traversed her wide hips and joined at each side with her thick thighs.

It was as if every part of her body was packed to bursting with pleasure, and she filled my eyes with goodness; tearing my gaze from her momentarily, I glanced at Tricia.

'May I have this one, please?'

'Of course, Mr. Stevenson,' she answered, shooting a disapproving look at the brunette as the young pool girl momentarily forgot herself, giving a little fist pump of triumph and silently mouthing, 'Yes!' to herself, before catching Tricia's eye and quickly standing at attention again.

Tricia led the naked girl to me and gave me her hand.

'This is Parker, Mr. Stevenson. I hope you enjoy your time here today, and please just ask if you need anything at all,' she said, before turning her incredible backside around and returning to the lobby.

I drew Parker to me, and she bent to kiss me in greeting as Chai had Levi, her breasts swaying slowly as she came close to me.

'Miss Parker, dear girl, you are so beautiful,' I whispered to her as I took her face in my hand and kissed her, my cock surging with a low, rumbling thrum of blood as I tasted her lips and breathed her cocoa butter aura.

'Thank you, Mr. Stevenson,' she replied. 'I'll be serving you today, and I promise to do my very best to help you feel good, sir.'

Her hand slowly trailed down my broad chest and over my abs until her fingers encountered my knob, which was slick and dripping with precum, and she toyed delicately with the slippery fluid as she teased it about my fleshy glans and I groaned in unbelieving pleasure. 'I hope it's not too forward to say I was really hoping you would pick me. Your penis is...um..really, really nice, sir, and I can't wait to take good care of it.'

She climbed up on her knees next to me on the lounge, scootching a little as she settled onto her sleek haunches and sat back on her heels, her perfect round toes peeking out from beneath the gloriously heavy curves of her bottom, and she kissed her way down my torso until she reached my cock, which she took in both her hands and quietly held for a couple moments, almost like ritual, or as if she were attuning herself to my penis, sensing its needs and wants, and feeling my growing need for her service as my pulse pounded hotly between her delicate hands.

'Dear girl, I'm so happy I get to have you work on me today,' I said with a smile, 'and I'm glad you like my penis. I think he likes you, too. He's already looking and feeling better.'

Parker giggled and began carefully inspecting my cock, turning it about in the sunlight, weighing my balls in her hands, gently palpating the spongy flesh of my shaft, all the while watching my eyes closely as she checked for signs of injury or pain.

'I will need to ask you some questions now in order to make sure I can treat you successfully, Mr. Stevenson,' she said in a careful and slightly recitative professional manner that hinted at her relative newness to her job, but which I was happy to overlook as long as I could continue gazing at her splendid little body as I listened to her low, melodic croon that seemed to emanate from deep inside her like a gently burbling brook, and which called to my libido with its siren song of ancient pleasure.

'Of course, Miss Parker, you may ask me anything you need to.'

'Thank you, sir. Now, are you experiencing any pain or discomfort today, or has your penis been injured recently?'

I shook my head gratefully.

'No, thank goodness. I'm feeling a bit sore and tired, but nothing too significant.'

'I'm glad to hear that, sir,' she said, nodding earnestly at me through her glasses as her soft hand slipped beneath my scrotum and investigated the root of my cock, assessing the thickness and strength of the corded structural muscles that anchored my penis to my body.

Her touch felt extremely good there, and my erection suddenly flexed involuntarily where it was clasped in her other hand as my genitals began responding positively to her excellent technique, and she raised her eyebrows in a bit of pleased self-satisfaction at the success of her efforts to make friends with my penis, taking mental notes as she explored and learned how best to care for my cock.

'And how many lessons do you usually teach girls on average during the week, Mr. Stevenson?'

'Usually around five or six, I'd say,' I replied thoughtfully, 'But this week was unusually busy, and I'm feeling it today.'

'I understand, Mr. Stevenson,' Parker nodded. 'I know it takes a lot of work to train us girls, and you obviously take your responsibilities seriously--thank you for that. I'm sorry your penis has had to work so hard this week, but I promise I'll do everything I can to make it feel amazing by the end of our session. Can you tell me a little more about what made this week more strenuous than usual?'

I considered for a moment before answering; it was essential to be truthful and honest with one's attendant in order to assist her in providing the best treatment possible, and I realized I needed to tell the conscientious young girl everything.

'Well, it started last weekend when I helped a friend celebrate a girl's birthday, and she was so sweet and trusting and beautiful, and he and I ended up fucking her together all evening, at times quite hard.' I said, thinking back to my delightful day with Emily as I ran my fingers through Parker's rich waves where they tumbled down her back, causing goosebumps to scatter across her freckled shoulders and arms as she carefully spread my urethra and peered inside to check Caitlin's work.

'I came inside her three times, really hard,' I continued, 'And I felt sore immediately afterward, but I still trained my usual lessons the rest of the week--oh, but also I started teaching my girls some things at home, and on Thursday night I ended up having sex with my eldest daughter twice, and I came so hard both times that I thought I would pass out, so yeah--I guess it's been a pretty intense few days for my little buddy there.'

I was fully hard in Parker's hands now as I reminisced on my remarkable week, and the beautiful girl cradled my erection reverently and admired it for a few moments.

I am not enormous by any measure, but my workmanlike length is more than sufficient to plumb girls' bodies to depths they usually aren't accustomed to having penetrated; my cock's chief asset, if it has one, is its surprising girth and rather classical proportions, with a sculpted glans that many girls seem to find irresistible.

'Well, Mr. Stevenson, your penis is extremely...good looking...I mean, it's a...beautiful penis, sir. All of those girls are fortunate that you chose to train them with it, and your daughters are so lucky to have a daddy with such a strong, yummy penis. Go ahead and lie back now and relax, and I'll take good care of you.'

I glanced over and saw Kham Chai and Maddy in similar positions next to Levi and Martin as the girls began their duties by slowly, sensually massaging our cocks with a light, fragrant oil they retrieved with their fingertips from small wooden bowls set on side tables next to our lounges.

The girls were painstaking, beginning beneath the bases of our penises and gradually working their way to the tips in gentle, rhythmic strokes, warming our testicles in their palms and expertly kneading them with the softest of touches; the sensation was incredible as Parker used her thumbs to rub gently along either side of my prominent urethra along the entire length of my shaft, and I felt the tension leaving my body and my relaxed penis filling to bursting in her hands.

From where he was watching approvingly as Maddy did much the same on his penis, tugging and massaging his glans in order to stimulate it to swell as full and purple in her fingers as she could, Martin laughed at Levi's look of awe and pleasure as Kham Chai expertly used whispering soft, sweeping strokes of her graceful hands to revitalize his shaft and draw out his tension.

'How are you enjoying your first cock therapy so far, Levi?' he asked.

Levi looked up, his expression slightly strained.

'Oh my god. She's so beautiful--this feels so good--I don't know how much longer I can hold on...'

Martin and I laughed.

'Well, that's why it's better to come here with friends,' Martin said understandingly, amusement in his voice. 'Conversation can help take your mind off of the wonderful, horrible things Kham Chai is doing to your cock right now. Tell us, how have you been settling in since moving to Stonewall?'

'Oh my gosh, it's been incredible every day,' Levi said, dragging his gaze from Kham Chai's beautiful form to clear his head. 'It's like all the things I always secretly thought society should be, but never dared to tell anyone else about, let alone imagine it could be real--but you guys have actually done it, and everything is so beautiful and honest and...and right, somehow.

'Honestly, I still can't get over how unbelievably comfortable all the girls here are with their bodies, and how free and natural they are even when naked in front of men they've never met--it's so inspiring and heartwarming.'

Martin nodded.

'That's what makes the Festival so special--it was always about freeing girls from the repressive, artificial standards of morality and purity that they were held under for so long, and allowing them to simply blossom forth as nature intended, completely free in their instincts and needs as newly-sexual female humans.

'All girls naturally want to be admired and adored for every part of their bodies, since that is how they attract males to breed them in the wild,' he continued, reaching out and gently brushing Maddy's cheek with his hand as she slicked his gleaming cock with a healthy coat of oil in her deft hands, 'And forcing growing girls to cover and hide parts of their anatomies--the most special and important parts, and at the most critical time in their development--can only traumatize and harm them, when what they need most is to be free to share their bodies and to generously fulfill their purpose as breeding partners, under the guidance and care of experienced eligible men, of course.'

Levi eagerly agreed.

'That's been one of the best things since moving here--realizing that I have so many good, trustworthy men like you two fellows to teach and train Abigail has been a game changer. I didn't understand how special this whole thing was until the father-daughter party; watching you guys and the other fathers handle my little girl with such kindness and patience, but without skimping on her education and discipline, was really inspiring, and I'm so glad I got to witness her first lessons here.'

I was touched by his words, and told him I was honored to be one of Abigail's first trainers in her new home.

'How has she been doing?' I asked. 'She seemed quite a bit more confident and sure of herself at church this morning.'

Levi answered only in a groan of pleasure as Kham Chai and the other girls, having wiped away the excess oil from our cocks, moved on to the oral massage portion of the treatment, and all three of us took a moment to savor the incomparable sensations as the girls used every muscle of their mouths and throats to virtuosically please even the deepest tissues of our penises and scrotums, while bathing our aching erections liberally with their warm, sweet saliva.

Kham Chai and Maddy had remained kneeling beside their clients as they began their oral work, but Parker opted for a change of position, asking me to spread my legs apart and clambering between them to face me; as she lifted her juicy thigh over mine, I was thrilled to see her succulent pussy lips split wondrously for an instant, flashing a brilliant pink signal of pleasure straight to my limbic system before she hid her secret bits from me again, settling comfortably down to her knees and elbows with my cock between her lips and her incredible backside rising gloriously behind her, and she smiled with her eyes at me as she nursed deeply on my shaft. I smiled back, and silently mouthed the words, 'You're beautiful...'



'Oh my god, you guys...I don't think I've ever been this hard,' Levi groaned, fighting to relax and refocus on the conversation as Kham Chai did some of her best work, her obsidian ponytail bobbing up and down in a rhythm perfectly attuned through long practice to keep Levi at an agonizingly high pitch of arousal without letting him go over the edge, in order to draw as much blood into his penis as possible as part of clearing his circulatory system.

'Um...yeah...Abigail's doing really good, actually...oh my god...uh, yes, the party was actually the best thing for her, really--just like you said when you invited us, Martin, about ripping off the bandaid--getting her under a few men right away helped her understand her new role here quickly, and I think it was a great way to break her in.'

He took a deep breath, slowly getting the hang of riding along with the extraordinary waves of pleasure Kham Chai was giving him without getting tossed overboard, and he traced the lines of her tawny flanks in the warm sun as he continued.

'She's mentioned you a couple times, Robert; I think she really responded positively to your training style, and I know she'd love to have another lesson with you if you ever wished to handle her again. She was quite embarrassed by her faux pas at the party, and she took your discipline to heart--I think she wants to show you how much she's learned and improved, and try to make amends for misbehaving for you at the party.'

I assured Levi that I would like nothing more, and would be sure to reserve Abigail soon and pay her a visit, and I said I was touched to know she wanted to spend more time on my cock.

'That's what I'm talking about,' Levi laughed. 'Everyone here is just so kind and understanding. Abigail started at school last Monday, and I knew she was apprehensive; when I picked her up at the end of the day I was surprised and happy to find Principal Darger himself and one of her teachers had taken her under their wing and helped her get her footing on her first day, and made her feel very welcomed and comfortable--they even taught her some private lessons in the principal's office, which is far more support than we ever got at her old school.

'So she's feeling a lot better about everything; I actually took your advice, Martin, and I have her go without clothing around the house now, to help her get used to simply carrying on with her day in the nude; it's been wonderful for me to see her walking around the place naked, of course, and I really feel like it's brought us closer--there was just such a wall between us in our old home, and so much of her life and her body were simply not open to me.

'Now there's nothing hidden, and every morning when she comes down the stairs to the kitchen, I get to tell her I love her and that her whole body is beautiful--it's quite special, even though I usually have an erection when I say it, which seems a little weird since she's my daughter, but...I don't really know what to do about that,' he said with a laugh, shrugging his shoulders.

Martin had pulled Maddy's hips around to face him as she continued skillfully suckling on his gnarled penis, and he was casually drifting his fingertips up and down her soaking slit as he chuckled for a moment, peacefully contemplating the minor natural wonder that was Maddy's round backside and perfect vagina.

'Well,' he said thoughtfully, 'have you considered asking Abigail to take care of it for you?'

Levi raised his head, startled, the pressure in his cock rising to dangerous levels in Kham Chai's mouth as he processed what he thought he'd heard Martin say.

Martin repeated himself with a smile, and Levi took a few long, deep breaths to calm himself before replying.

'So...that sort of thing...is acceptable here?'

Martin chuckled and explained that while by no means universal, training one's own daughters and enjoying their bodies was a not-uncommon practice; the logical benefits were fairly obvious, and the downsides minimal.

Daughters longed for the love and acceptance of their fathers, and after being taught that their life's purpose consisted of providing pleasure to men, and that their value derived from their skill at fulfilling this purpose, a girl might understandably wonder why her father was the only man to not express his affection and admiration for her in this simple, natural way--and to begin to desire that he would.

Likewise, many men felt similarly toward their girls, and if Levi was experiencing physical urges toward Abigail, he was fortunate to be the kind of father that cared so deeply for his daughter's emotional well-being, and he should consider heeding those urges.

'Wow.' Levi said in a hushed tone. 'Like I said, all the things I never thought I could ever tell anyone I wanted, and it's all perfectly normal and good here. How should I...do it...with her?'

Martin assured him that, like most girl training, it was a simple process of accustoming her to greater and greater levels of intimacy and trust with him until she herself asked to consummate her own secret desires for him, and he recommended starting with morning inspections.

'Tomorrow when she comes down to breakfast, tell her she's beautiful like you always do, but then have her come stand in front of you for her morning inspection. Have her stretch out, and just run your hands over her naked body, waking her up with your touches and commenting favorably on each of her body parts--you do think she's beautiful, don't you?'

'Oh my god, of course--I think she's the most perfect girl I've ever seen.'

'Precisely--that's the best sign you're a good candidate for incest training. Believe it or not, not all fathers feel the same way about their daughters, and if they don't, I don't normally recommend that they try to have sex with their own girls.

'Make sure you always do a little vagina inspection, if only with your fingers, to get her used to your touch there and so she can begin anticipating it over time by lubricating herself before you even make contact with her body, and make sure she sees that you're hard--just as our daughters need hide none of their beautiful bodies from us, neither do we need to hide ours from them.

'Once you get her to the point of having an orgasm on your fingers when you inspect her, you'll start to see a change in Abigail; each morning she'll begin to unconsciously stare harder and harder at your cock as she cums, and she'll eventually ask if she can say thank you for her morning orgasms by trying to give you one; before you know it, my dear man, you'll be enjoying the matchless, sacred pleasures of daughterly coitus--surely one of the finest ways to start any day,' he said matter-of-factly, with a jolly laugh.

I had met Martin a couple years earlier at a charity gala, and my wife and I had quickly become good friends with him and Marie, and they had invited us and our girls to join them for a sunny afternoon on their boat shortly after.

My daughters had loved his old teak-and-brass motor yacht, but had been a little taken aback when Martin had announced in a serious tone that the ship's rules required all girls to go skinny dipping, and to remain in the nude for the duration of voyage; I had a good feeling about Martin, however, and trusted him, and I had instructed the girls to respect our host's rules and strip out of their swimsuits.

Despite their initial reservations, they were quickly at home in their naked state, and clearly brought much pleasure to Martin as he watched them cavort about the boat.

He'd thoughtfully pointed out that they should be protected from sunburn as they lay out on the deck, and he volunteered to assist me in applying sunscreen to their nude bodies.

Properly coating three naked girls in lotion was actually more work than one might imagine, so I took him up on his offer and gave him Serena, and I was happy to see that he never touched her inappropriately or even hinted at any improper impulses toward her, but instead maintained the most respectful and caring attitude as he carefully applied the soothing cream to her big breasts and her perfect nipples, and explained patiently that it wouldn't do for her delicate bits to burn as he gently worked the sunscreen between her juicy pussy lips with his experienced, wrinkled hands; and aside from an occasional appreciative squeeze of their bare behinds, and a friendly pinch of their nipples as he kissed them goodbye at the end of the day, he'd been a perfect gentleman.

The girls had loved it, and summer boat trips with Mr. Davis became a tradition, my daughters rushing to strip out of their bikinis as soon as they boarded, and excitedly presenting their naked bodies to Martin so he could cover them in sunscreen.

I knew he'd greatly enjoyed watching them grow and develop summer after summer; he'd confided in me that getting to finally enjoy Jennifer's exquisite body at the father-daughter party had been the fulfillment of a long-held dream (the look of pure glee he'd shot me at the party as his cock pumped the last drops of his semen into Jennifer's vagina had warmed my heart, as it was clear that coupling with her had exceeded even his wildest hopes for the pleasure of consummating his long, patient hunger to inseminate her), and I knew he was looking forward with just as much anticipation to the day he'd get to couple with Selena and Serena, as well.

As one of the leading proponents in our town of the doctrine of daughterly love, and a long-time practitioner of its tenets (having raised his own daughters and granddaughters to view their sexual service to him and their fathers as their highest calling as young girls), Martin said he was hosting a small talk at his house in a few weeks for fathers interested in learning more about how to raise their own girls according to these principles, and he cordially invited both Levi and I to attend, and to bring Abigail and Jennifer.

It would be an informal conversation and hands-on workshop that would include the daughters and help them understand the great honor it was for them to allow their fathers to have intercourse with them, and any questions or concerns we had about building such relationships with our own girls would be answered in a safe, participatory environment, and Levi and I both said we'd be excited to attending our daughters.

I affectionately tousled Parker's curls and smiled at her beautiful face in pleasure as she bathed my cock in her kisses like the good girl she clearly was.

'Is Abigail your only child?' I asked Levi.

He shook his head.

'No, we have an older son who lives in Vancouver with his family, and Abigail has a younger sister, Hannah, at home with us as well.'

'Wow--how's Hannah doing with all the big changes?'

'Oh, she seems to be doing well--I really appreciate the fact that younger girls are pretty much raised normally here, so it's not as big an adjustment for her as for Abigail. We've explained that her older sister is learning some important lessons about being a big girl, which is why she doesn't wear clothes at home anymore, but to be honest I don't really know how best to explain to her about the Festival and her life as she gets older. I'm embarrassed to admit that I never even had the...birds-and-the-bees talk...with her, so I'm actually not sure what she knows about sex already.'

Martin nodded, tapping his fingertip wetly against Maddy's soaking entrance with a delicious sloppy sound before inserting his finger into her and gently thrusting it in and out of her tight vagina.

'That's another strange relic from a less enlightened past,' he mused, smiling at the pleasant, soppy, 'schnick, schnick, schnick' sound her cunny made every time he pressed his hairy knuckle between her warm folds. 'We no longer have those uncomfortable talks here. Typically when the time is right, a father will invite a trusted friend to come over and have what we call the 'Conversation' with his daughter. The friend will sit the girl down and carefully explain her purpose, undress her and teach her how her female anatomy works and is meant to be enjoyed by men, and introduce her to some basic touching to help her be excited for her Festival and her training. It's a very special moment, and a great honor to be asked to serve in such a capacity.'

Levi looked at each of us hopefully.

'That's so amazing and beautiful. I don't have many close friends here yet, but I trust both of you completely--would either of you consider...having the Conversation with Hannah?'

Martin said he was touched to be asked, but said that he had had the conversation with many girls in his time, and that he was impressed with what he'd seen of my way with girls; he graciously suggested that I would be an excellent choice, and that my skill as a relatively new trainer would benefit from taking on the responsibility and privilege, and of course I assured Levi that I would be greatly honored to introduce Hannah to her purpose.

She would be the first girl I would teach in this way, and my cock flexed and swelled in Parker's mouth in anticipation as I imagined how sweet and beautiful Abigail's sister must be, and of how special I felt to be the one to open her eyes to the use and pleasure that her body would offer men after her Festival.

The heavy door to the lobby opened again, and this time a distinguished older gentleman entered the pool deck in a polo shirt and white slacks, his silver hair combed back and a pair of aviator sunglasses complimenting his confident profile, a giant smile of hospitality lighting his face as he saw us and waved, making his way to greet us.

Martin and I introduced Frank Castellano to Levi, and Levi began to assure him he had no complaints concerning his visit so far at the same moment that Kham Chai bent low and began gently licking below his testicles and along his perineum, causing him to suddenly groan and swear in pleasure, his cock issuing forth a long, glistening bead of precum right in the middle of his compliments to the proprietor of the establishment.

Frank laughed in satisfaction at Levi's hard cock drooling shamelessly and uncontrollably in Kham Chai's fingers, and he ran his big hand down the splendid little female's silky flanks as she worked, telling her she was a good girl and appreciatively squeezing her perfect bottom before welcoming Levi and thanking him for coming.

Levi raised his hand weakly.

'Um, do we tip the girls, or anything?'

In a rare break from protocol, Kham Chai raised her head from Levi's penis and smiled at him.

'Your cum is the best tip, Mr. Miller,' she said with a little laugh before returning to working his respectable length down her throat and using her esophagus to massage him.

'Well, it's true,' Frank laughed. 'There can be no better reward for a girl's hard work, or more true a sign of a satisfied customer, than semen; but don't worry, my good fellow; the girls receive bonuses for each ejaculation they successfully stimulate each day.'

He glanced over at me and laughed again.

'Ah, Robert, I see you've made the acquaintance of my granddaughter!'

My finger was happily tracing the tight seal where Parker's lovely lips wrapped around the base of my cock, and I looked up in delight.

'This sweet thing is your granddaughter, Frank? Oh my gosh, she is magnificent--such a treasure--you must be so proud!'

Parker blushed with pride as I praised her, and she waggled her spectacular behind happily at her grandfather as he spoke of her with a glow in his voice.

'I certainly am. She just celebrated her Festival a few weeks ago--actually, the same time as Jennifer, Robert--and she came in sixth, so yes, we're all proud of her.'

I was struck with a sudden rush of recognition; while the night of Jennifer's Festival had been a blur, I remembered Parker distinctly, and had remarked to Jennifer how beautiful I thought she was as we watched her father put her through her paces from backstage.

I hadn't noted her name, and had failed to make the connection when she had walked out to the pool deck today, though I had been haunted by a sense that I'd seen her before.

'Oh my goodness, dear girl,' I gushed, cradling her sweet face in my hands, my penis leaving her mouth with a pop so she could flash me her most brilliant smile, 'I remember you--I thought you were the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen when I watched you lose your virginity that night, and I couldn't stop imagining, and wishing, that it was me opening you up for the first time. I'm so delighted to meet you this way.'

'Parker's interning here for a couple months before she leaves for college; she said the only Festival present she wanted from me was to be a pool girl at her grandpa's cock spa for a while, and of course, I was happy to oblige. She started in the showers yesterday, but I went ahead and moved her to the pool today. She's doing pretty good so far, but my apologies if she isn't quite up to the same standards as you're used to here, Robert--she is pretty young, after all.'

I was astonished.

'I never would have guessed that she only started yesterday,' I exclaimed, as Parker fairly glowed at my enthusiastic praise for her efforts in front of her grandfather. 'She's such a gem, and so delicious, and I've loved every minute of her working on me.'

'Well, it is a family business,' Frank chuckled. 'Growing up in an environment like this, it would be strange if she hadn't picked some things up already. I don't know if you saw the picture in the lobby,' he said, turning to Levi, 'but that's me and my four beautiful daughters the day we opened this place. I trained them for months, and they worked so hard to perfect their skills before we opened, and we owe a lot of our success to their amazing talents in the early days.'

Parker raised her head from my cock in her excitement, her eyes shining with memory.

'When my mom still worked here, I used to rush over after school to hang out until she got off,' she giggled. 'I always wanted to be just like the pool girls, and I couldn't wait to take off all my clothes and run around the place naked with a flower crown in my hair.'

She returned to caring for my cock with her mouth, eager to show off her skills for her grandfather, and Frank laughed and affectionately ruffled her thick dark mane before resting his hand comfortably on her full rump as she worked on me, her happy, sloppy noises a delightful background to our conversation.

'Yep. Everybody always loved her; she was like a mascot around here. She'd follow the pool girls around and observe them as they worked, always asking questions and learning everything she could about caring for penises. Our clients used to love it when she'd come stand close by while they received their treatments, and they said they had much better orgasms when Parker was watching--I think they enjoyed putting on a little show for her benefit, and they naturally made a lot more cum when she was around. She wanted nothing more for her Festival gift than to live her dream for a little while of being a pool girl, and to be treated exactly like all the other pool girls, rather than as my granddaughter.'

His hand drifted down between the two fantastic mounds of Parker's bottom, and he whistled at what he found there.

'Oh my goodness, good job, sweetheart,' he remarked. 'You're so wet back here.'

He raised his hand to show me, gathering up some of her evidently copious vaginal lubrication and bringing it to me so I could inspect and appreciate the girl's fine, slick, crystalline fluids as they webbed his fingers and shone in the sun, turning his hand about and presenting her juices to me like a sommelier offering the finest champagne for my consideration.

'Oh my, precious girl,' I said, delighted. 'You're so spectacular--did you make all that mess just from sucking on my penis?'



She giggled, only a little abashed.

'Well, Mr. Stevenson, to be honest a lot of it happened just from looking at your penis, before you chose me. I'm so glad you did, sir.'

Frank chuckled, proud of how responsive and articulate his granddaughter was despite her inexperience and youth, even as she allowed her naked body and her most private and intimate parts to be openly enjoyed and discussed by grown-up men.

'Mr. Stevenson is your fourth client you've worked on today, right Parker?' He asked.

She shook her head and mumbled something before realizing her mouth was still stuffed with my penis, and she laughed as she came up for air.

'No, pappa, he's my third. I helped Mr. Watson and Mr. Clayton this morning.'

'Well, I'm honored to be one of your first, dear Parker,' I said sincerely, 'And I must tell you, you are doing such a good job.'

'Thank you, Mr. Stevenson,' the girl glowed, and rose up to her knees, her incredible breasts mesmerizing me with their ripe perfection and her beautiful eyes full of hope. 'Would you like...a cunny-cream treatment today before your orgasm, sir?'

Sexual fluids from the vaginas of young girls had long been known as the finest substances on earth for moisturizing and conditioning the delicate, fine skin of the penis, and upscale cock spas catered to such exotic indulgences; I was certainly not about to turn her down, and assured the excited girl that I would indeed love a cunny-cream treatment.

She squeaked in her enthusiasm and grasped my cock firmly, preparing to mount me, but she was suddenly stopped by a word from her grandfather.

'Ah-ah-ah, Parker, honey, remember that you must always offer your client an alternative selection when they request a cunny-cream treatment--you know why that is from reading your pool girl's handbook, don't you?'

The beautiful girl froze, the head of my hard penis pointed straight up at her hungry opening, her expression falling in adorable disappointment and embarrassment at her grandfather's reprimand.

'Yes, pappa,' she grumbled under her breath before rolling her eyes and reciting a passage from her handbook. 'A man's penis is his very personal part, and putting it in a girl is an intense and special thing for him, and it's important that a man should always get to choose the girl with the vagina he likes best.'

'Exactly,' Frank nodded. 'A girl must never assume that just because she's done a good job caring for a man's penis with her hands and her mouth that he'll automatically want to use her cunny, too--our clients must never feel that they are being forced to use a vagina they don't want. Laura, come here please.'

He motioned to a girl who was playing in the pool, and she immediately climbed out and walked over to us with a smile on her face, her beautiful body glistening wet; and as she came close, Frank had Parker climb down from the lounge and stand next to her in front of me.

Laura was a wispy, ethereal blonde, with gentle eyes and a pair of small, tidy breasts; while quite pretty, she was a bit thin for my tastes generally, and could certainly not hold a candle to the lush bounty of Parker's incredible body.

I had no doubt that Parker would be my choice, of course, but I wanted to support Frank in her training and development, and so I played the part of any other client, and made a show of lavishly admiring Laura's naked body and debating which of the two girls I wished to use for their cunny cream, and I smiled to myself as Parker's eyes widened in growing concern that I would send her away without allowing her to finish me, and would choose Laura, instead.

Laura did have a very pretty cunny, her tidily-split outer lips adorned with a perfect, dark landing strip, and I reached between her legs and felt her warm wetness as she stood obediently, patiently allowing me to make my choice with a gentle smile on her pretty face.

I brought my fingers to my tongue, tasting her essence and scent as I licked her juices from my hand, and I pursed my lips and nodded approvingly, remarking favorably to Frank on her delightful taste and her excellent behavior as Parker blushed furiously and twisted her naked body about in barely-concealed agitation at my clear enjoyment of her older, more experienced co-worker's charms, rather than her own.

'Remember, honey,' Frank said, continuing to guide and teach his granddaughter as I motioned for Parker to step forward so I could inspect her vagina next, 'Every girl's cunny is different, and every girl's juices are different, and it's important for a man to select the vagina he feels will best fit his penis, and whose cream will feel best on his cockskin. Now let Mr. Stevenson examine your cunny to see if he wants to use it today.'

'You're being such a good girl, Miss Parker,' I said softly with a smile, gently running my hands over her glorious body and greatly enjoying her bashful (and unfounded) fears that I would reject her cunny in favor of Laura's. 'Can you spread your cunny lips open for me nice and wide, sweet thing, and show me your personal parts so I can inspect them?'

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson.'

The precious girl nodded and bit her lower lip as she widened her stance and grasped her thick, juicy outer labia in her delicate fingers, her perfectly-manicured nails pressing deliciously into the soft flesh of her glorious mound, and opened them wide for me, and I was delighted.

Her mons was perfectly fat, and as she split her outer lips apart like the sweetest fruit, I found myself peering deep inside her luxurious cleft at one of the most exquisitely formed sets of inner labia I'd ever seen, flushed bright pink and delicately edged, glistening as they spread like tiny wings and took flight behind a truly perfect clitoris that peeked shyly out from under its tiny hood.

I was obsessed; her vaginal perfection was beyond belief, and to top it off, she was completely and utterly drenched, the entirety of her inner surfaces a slick, shameless mess of her clear nectar that had smeared itself literally everywhere, and even obscured some view of the finer details of her young genitals with the sheer volume of its viscous, insistent flow. The precious girl was clearly in an advanced state of heat, and I was touched to see how fervently her inexperienced body desired to take my cock and my cum.

I let out a low whistle, and she caught her breath as I reached out and ran my finger slowly along her slit, softly petting her inner lips and nudging her clitoris gently, thrilling as I felt her insistent little bump of flesh grow firm and sensitive in response to her growing need; and she gasped and giggled, her dancing eyes flashing with a naughty sparkle as she willingly pressed her soaking genitals against my hand with an endearing little purr.

I swirled my fingertip about in the creamy, slick coat of her juices that filled her tiny cavity and brought it to my lips; she tasted amazing, her sea-foam and coral and coconut palm notes dancing lightly about a baseline of dark, rich, fertile femininity.

'Dear sweet girl, this is truly one of the most beautiful little vaginas I have ever seen, and the most delicious,' I said, caressing her cheek and causing her to blush and giggle again as I took another pleasurable taste of her newly-opened insides. 'This girl is so incredible, Frank--tell me you've taken the liberty of enjoying her a little, at least?'

'Oh, goodness, of course,' Frank chuckled, winking in Martin's direction and stepping close behind his granddaughter, kissing her lovingly on the back of her head as he fondly played with her heavy breasts. 'We're a close and loving family, and it's been such a joy to watch Parker grow up, and to have a hand in teaching her and training her. She is a treasure, and I'm so blessed I get to taste her pleasures--and yes, I can tell you from personal experience that this thick little body is an utter delight to be inside.'

We all laughed, and I guided Parker a little closer to me.

'Let me check how tight you are, cutie,' I said, nodding in approval as she bent her knees and spread her legs a little wider to give me access to her entrance like a good girl. 'I think my penis needs a really tight vagina today, and I already know Laura is pretty tight...'

Frank took his granddaughter firmly by the shoulders to keep her in place as I prepared to penetrate her with my finger, and Parker's eyes grew wide as she watched me, her full lips forming a perfect 'O' of new sensation as I pressed my fingertip firmly against her tiny opening and pushed smoothly upwards into her incredible body.

She was exquisitely tight, squeezing my finger such that I had to use some considerable force to sink it fully into her vagina, even though her copious flood of natural girlish lubrication did its best to ease my way, and I gazed into her giant hazel eyes in adoring wonder, her long lashes fluttering as she felt my presence inside her most special and sensitive place for the first time, her heart beating rapidly through the delicate walls of her vaginal canal as she found herself desperately needing to be bred, and just as desperately fearing that my intimate inspection of her cunny would result instead in her dismissal.

I looked up at Frank, my expression clearly communicating my awe at every aspect of his granddaughter, and my growing need for her, as I vividly imagined my hard cock, rather than my finger, being held sweetly by this exquisite little opening into her body, and he nodded knowingly, a twinkle in his eye.

'She's so lovely,' I said to him, gently thrusting my finger in and out of Parker's vagina as a tiny tremble overtook her body and a quiet moan escaped her lips. 'I think I'lll take this one for my cunny-cream treatment, please, Frank.'

'Of course,' he chuckled, squeezing his granddaughter's shoulders proudly with a wink. 'I couldn't make a better recommendation.'

Parker fairly leapt in her relief and joy, before remembering her manners and holding still again so I could keep my finger inside her as long as I wished, and she looked excitedly up at her grandfather.

'Now, pappa?'

'Yes, sweetheart--now you may go ahead and put Mr. Stevenson's penis in your vagina,' he laughed, kissing her and pinching her large nipples playfully. 'Be sure to do a good job of rubbing your juices all over his cock, alright?'

With a little cry of happiness, the sexy creature clambered back atop the lounge and straddled my legs, her adorable rolls of puppy fat and her broad dimples delighting my eye as she maneuvered her juicy body into position above my cock, her hands gripping my shaft possessively and tiny, eager whimpers coming from her throat as she carefully rubbed the crown of my penis through the deep cleft of her slit, the dark, short-cropped hair of her mons tickling delectably along my shaft as she plunged it between her thick, juicy outer lips and took me into her body like a good girl, connecting us at the genitals in a sweet and willing fulfillment of her purpose.

Hard as I have tried over the decades, the best way I have found to express my primeval love for the voluptuous female form is 'bodyness'; I am infatuated by the ancient, instinctive erotic energy of beautiful curvy girls who are free and uninhibited in their nakedness, the extravagant pleasures of their bodies transcendent within the raw, tactile physicality of their humanness, rather than in spite of it; and their joyous generosity in sharing the fertile bounties of their bodies unfailingly inspires the greatest warmth and desire in me.

I adore how curvy girls move as they maneuver their glorious assets through space and time, every part of their anatomies a visual celebration, as if in slow-motion, of the laws of physics; and I was captivated as Parker, her body a jubilant expression of the female sex, adjusted her position atop me, her large, full breasts swaying inches from my lips and her thick haunches settling down softly as she worked to receive my cock into her secret place.

She had only managed to absorb about half my length, however, when I felt resistance as the head of my cock pressed against her cervix, and she stopped, a grimace on her face and a little moan of frustration and pain emanating from her; I was massively hard now, and I could barely restrain myself from throwing her down to the lounge and driving into her with all the pent-up fury of my desire for her, but I breathed deeply and smiled reassuringly to her, telling her in a low voice that she felt extremely good on my penis, and that she should keep going until she could fit all of me inside her.

'I'm so sorry, Mr. Stevenson,' she raised her eyes to mine and apologized. 'I wasn't going to say anything...I really wanted to...take care of your penis, sir...but it's kind of...really big, sir...'

'Parker, honey,' Frank said severely, from where he stood with his arms folded, carefully observing his granddaughter's halting attempts to fit me inside her young vagina, 'You know that a pool girl has a responsibility to care for every inch of a client's cock--the men who pay for our services expect and deserve a girl who can competently handle full-sized penises. If you aren't able to do that, I'm afraid I'll have to rethink whether you can continue your internship--you might need to just go back to the showers.'

Parker's pleading whimper desperately assured her grandfather that she was committed to being a good pool girl, and that she was trying to take more of my cock, as she knew was her duty.

Frank glanced at me apologetically, checking to see if I was feeling inconvenienced by his granddaughter's inexperience and youth, or if I was willing to be patient with her and let her continue to fumble a bit in her new job.

I assured him with a nod and smile that I was doing just fine, and that I was happy to continue working with Parker as long as she would eventually submit to letting me fully penetrate her tight, new vagina.

'Alright, honey, you can keep trying for a little longer--Robert, feel free to help her take all of you as you feel necessary.'

With half of my cock already testing her vaginal capacity to the utmost, a growing instinctive need in her belly to complete coitus with an eligible male, and the mounting pressure both inside her young cunny, and from the need to do her job well in front of her grandfather and his clients, the sweet girl was fraying somewhat at the seams, and I gently brushed her tumbled curls from her face and smiled kindly into her agitated eyes as I drew her down to me and kissed her, my hands caressing her broad, smooth shoulders and tracing the extraordinary curves of her hips where she sat atop me, and I gently thrust my cock shallowly in and out of her vagina, helping her become accustomed to my girth and to the giddy sensations of its gradually increasing depth and pressure inside her tummy.

I felt her begin to relax somewhat, and she purred softly as I touched her and kissed her, doing my best to calm the young girl and re-center her on her duties and her purpose as I reveled in the warm, wet tightness with which she wrapped herself eagerly around my cock and welcomed me inside her most sacred refuge.

I gripped her tightly by the hips, my fingers sinking deliciously into the soft flesh of her haunches as I braced myself against the lounge and whispered quietly.

'Alright, sweet girl, it's time for you to take all of me inside you now. Are you ready?'

Her big eyes shone behind her glasses; her lovely face was drawn from her efforts, her arousal, and the slight pain and discomfort of allowing me to breed her young cunny properly with a cock my size, but she nodded slowly.

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson. I trust you. I want...I want you to put it all in me, sir, even if...even if it hurts a little, sir...'

I was flooded with a warm affection for her, as well as a bestial lust now; and I was torn between wanting to cuddle her with sweet kisses, and wanting to hold her down and pound her mercilessly with all my strength until neither of us could move, and I tried to walk the civilized line between the two.

'Good girl, I'm so proud of you...look at me, Parker--that's a good girl, show me those beautiful eyes as I penetrate you...take a deep breath for me...let it out slowly...no, don't close your eyes, Parker...keep looking at me...good girl...and here we go...'

I kissed her softly as I pulled her hips smoothly and powerfully down against my groin, and she cried out and bucked as I sunk my cock to the root inside her soft tummy, my unyielding penis forging a long and deeply intimate path into the precious creature's nubile body, stretching her vaginal canal beyond what she'd thought were her limits and making her mine in the truest sense of the word as she whimpered and gasped at the inescapable intensity of my invasion of her delicate girl parts.

My big hands were gloriously filled with her exquisite flesh within their tight grip, and she reared back, tossing her bronze mane and shuddering deliciously with an overcome cry as I took her, but I held her down against my body firmly, preventing any hope of escape, and I reveled in the beauty of the naked girl as she was rocked by the powerful experience of being pinioned to the quick by the confident, imperative cock of an eligible man; and she fought to relax and accept my rightful invasion of her body, panting and moaning, a wondrous sheen of perspiration covering her breasts and shoulders as I continued to press into her, ensuring I was buried to the hilt within her perfect vagina.

Frank nodded approvingly as he watched me make myself comfortably at home inside the girl, knowing there was no more beautiful a thing on earth than a sweet, naked young thing stuffed to bursting with a big hard penis, even if she was his own granddaughter.

'Good girl,' he said proudly, 'I knew you could do it, sweetie. It's okay, honey; your mother had a difficult time learning to take eligible cocks when she started working here, too--I think tight, small vaginas run in the family. You're doing really well.'

She was momentarily spent from her ordeal, and was still struggling to relax and simply allow my cock to stretch her so deeply, and I tenderly wrapped my arms around her and pulled her to me, resting her head against my broad chest, snuggling her deliciously curvy body close, and softly rubbing her back and shoulders as she slowly got used to my erection inside her and recovered her self-possession before continuing with her job.

'Oh my goshhhh...papaaaa...it's so deep inside me, papa...he's sooooo deep...oh Mr. Stevenson...oh pappa...oh papaaa...' Parker moaned as I chuckled quietly and grinned in disbelieving delight at Frank, thrusting myself a little further into her cunny and holding her tightly against my chest to prevent her struggles from disrupting my very pleasant and very thorough explorations of her tender, newly-eligible insides.

'You're doing so good, sweetheart,' Frank smiled, leaning down to take hold of one of his granddaughter's magnificent booty cheeks, and lifting it up and peering beneath it so he could observe her vagina's valiant efforts to accommodate my not-inconsiderable size as I happily invaded her delicious little body with my erection, and he nodded in satisfaction as he watched Parker's precious young hole being stretched to its limits by the thick base of my shaft as I plunged slowly and powerfully in and out of her, a delicious wet slurping sound following each thrust as her body began to yield fully to its copulatory uses, and prepared itself to receive my ejaculation.

'Just relax, breathe, trust Mr. Stevenson, and let him put it all inside you, okay honey? Even if it hurts a bit, remember to practice visualizing how much pleasure he is getting from handling your body--as you feel his penis sliding in and out of your vagina right now, try your best to imagine how good your body feels to him on his cock, and how much he is enjoying mating with you...'



The scent of her fragrant hair drove me wild, and my touch explored every inch of her tingling skin as I luxuriated my cock deep within her trembling body, telling her she was beautiful and that she was doing such a good job letting me enjoy her; I knew this was still a bit painful for her, I whispered in her ear, but I assured her that her sweet vagina felt so amazing on my penis right now, and so I was going to hold her tight like this and fuck her slowly for a bit longer, and she needed to just relax and let me enjoy her for a little while more.

She nodded her head beneath my hand against my chest, but as I pressed back into her to the final hilt, her entire body suddenly froze, and she cried in pain, and I felt one of the most delightful sensations of my life as the young girl's inexperienced vaginal muscles went into spasm, locking involuntarily around my cock and refusing to release.

I'd heard of this phenomenon, but couldn't believe my luck to be enjoying it myself, and with such a delightful creature, no less. Newly-deflowered girls usually experienced a torrent of often conflicting emotions and impulses while being trained, from pleasure and pain to excitement, accomplishment, and shame and fear, and the delicate, nerve-rich tissues of their genitals had never in their short time on earth been even touched, and so could be understandably ambivalent in their responses to the rough stretching and pounding they were exposed to from day one of their training careers; and at times, particularly if being penetrated by a relatively large penis, a girl's body might short-circuit and simply adhere, with all its youthful strength, to the phallus inside it, preventing it from withdrawing.

Parker exhibited all the classic signs, as she whimpered, 'Ow...ohhh...Mr. Stevenson...oh my gosh, it's so tight it hurts, sir...ohhhhh...' and reared futilely against my secure grasp; her hips attempted to buck as her cunny muscles clenched ever tighter, and she found that it was more difficult than she'd expected to free her vagina from my unapologetic visit--her walls had conformed precisely to every ripple and bump and sinew of my shaft, and had even locked themselves with a suction-like grip around my bulbous glans, and we were truly become one flesh.

It was as if we were knotted together, my heavy girth locked deep within the young girl's fertile vagina as it desperately sought to extract my sperm, and when I moved inside her, I didn't slide within her warm canal, but rather my shaft remained glued to her delicious interior, and I found I would withdraw an inch or even two and I would simply pull her entire vagina out along with me, and could push deep inside her the same way, a sensation the girl seemed to find profoundly and overwhelmingly intimate.

It felt amazing, of course, and I took my time savoring the sensation of her eager body's mating reflexes, but it was clear her condition was pushing her limits on the pain to pleasure ratio, and I encouraged her to breath deeply and think about how good this felt for me, in order to help her relax.

'Come here, sweet girl,' I whispered, raising her chin and smiling into her shining eyes, 'come give me some soft kisses to help your cunny calm down.'

She pressed her rose-petal lips against mine, innocently breathing me in and sucking gently on my lip as she closed her eyes, rocked her hips slowly and hummed quietly, and I ate her up, nearly blacking out as I pulled her face close and returned her affection, overcome with her beauty and scent, and the incredible feeling of her vagina slowly relaxing and freeing the splendid young girl from her painful coital bond.

Gradually her whimpers of pain turned to a purr of pleasure as her body opened up to me and she began to experience the true joy of riding the largest and most challenging penis she'd yet encountered, and she smiled at me with a naughty twinkle in her eye as she regained her self-possession and assured me she was ready to begin my treatment.

I lay back and relaxed deeply as Parker assiduously used her entire vagina to thoroughly work her copious juices into every nook and cranny of my shaft, her muscles slowly squeezing me rhythmically as she did her job.

'Remember to use your cervix to rub your fluids all around the head of Mr. Stevenson's penis, honey,' Frank reminded his granddaughter, and Parker nodded obediently and ground down onto me, her shining eyes betraying the intensity of the sensation tearing through her tender insides, ensuring like the good girl she was that I could feel the textured surface of her most deeply hidden, intimate entrance to her womb massaging my swollen, sensitive glans and teasing me with its intimate, receptive whispers of welcome.

I took her spectacular breasts in my hands, reveling in their massive heft and soft weight in my palms and guiding her to bring them to my lips, and the beautiful young creature willingly offered her thick, juicy nipples to me; they were highly erect, and I felt my cock surging harder and more urgently within the sacred depths of the girl's body as I played my tongue about her nipples' stiff, wrinkled surface and suckled them hungrily in my mouth.

'Oh my gosh, you're being such a good girl,' I growled quietly, feeling my rising arousal as it threatened to run away with me and force an orgasm before I was ready. 'Geez, Frank, these are spectacular. Have you thought about training her to lactate? She'd make an incredible milker.'

Among the exotic and outré developments since the institution of the Festival in addition to cock spas, milk bars had been one of the earliest innovations, and many a pleasant evening could be spent at such establishments by reserving a choice, lactating young girl and enjoying her in whatever ways one desired while happily nursing from her full breasts in the company of friends.

While there was little point in being picky when it came to the pleasure of drinking sweet milk from a girl's breasts while having intercourse with her, Parker certainly had the look and the equipment to be a star, and her young age would ensure she would be in high demand if she could be taught to lactate without getting pregnant.

Lactation training was a rapidly growing art and hobby, and the significant advantage that the ability to lactate gave a girl in her Festival judging meant that more and more fathers were undertaking the delicate process with their own daughters before their big day, as a strategy for winning.

Nowadays most men trained their girls by securing them, naked, to a work surface and showing them videos of cute babies nursing while massaging their breasts and nipples and stimulating their daughters' genitals with vibrators or other equipment over the course of several days or weeks; as a girl began to associate orgasms with watching breasts being used for their most utilitarian purpose, she would begin to secrete her own milk from her mammary ducts in response to sexual stimulation, despite never having been impregnated.

Despite the improvements of technology, the practice had remained little changed from colonial times, when the earliest accounts of lactation training dated from; Englishman John Trelawney, traveling the American colonies, had stayed for a while with a distant relative, a Massachusetts farmer, and had furnished us with his observations of the process, which formed the basis for most lactation training today.

********************************

(Excerpt from the diary of John Trelawney, Esq., dated May 13th, 1765)

"The New England farmer is known for his tenacity and innovation, and hath learned better than any English cousin how to wrest suftenance and abundance from the landscape.

"Some years there are too many offspring, whether goats or sheep or herding dogs or even his own children, and milk will be in short supply; the hardy farmer, however, knows how to tap a new source of maternal suftenance for his creatures: his own daughters.

"Such a need became apparent during my sojourn on the farm of Jeremiah Hamilton, and I was greatly astonished and amazed by the old farmer's solution for feeding his flock.

"Summoning one of his daughters, Martha, to the barn, and inviting me to observe his work, he did undress the young girl to the point of nudity, and did hang her by her wrists with leather harness straps from the door sill of the stables with such a tightness that she could not escape, ensuring she could clearly see the newborn tiny piglets, which she did love, as they rooted and snuffled about their mother's tits in their hunger.

"Then did the farmer place a milking stool before his daughter, who had not yet seen three-quarters of a score of summers, and who had yet to be entered by a man, and, inftructing the naked girl to keep her eyes on the piglets, Jeremiah did begin caressing and squeezing his daughter's small dugs, sucking as noisily and contentedly as a pup on her young nipples as continuously he did rub and fondle her genitals.

"This he did for half an hour, twice each day, until the sweet girl hung nearly senseless in her bonds from the touches of her father and the innocent ecstasies her young body was being forced to undergo; I was given the opportunity to try my hand several times, and can confirm that it is a most pleasant of the tasks I saw a farmer must perform, and I shall always remember with joy the fetching little dance of nerves and the plaintive whimpers of sexual response little Miss Martha demonstrated as I fingered her vagina and squeezed and pressed her soft young teats just as her father directed.

"After a week of such sessions, Jeremiah was pleased to show me that Martha's flow had been successfully cajoled, and sweet, nutritious milk now fairly streamed from her nipples in such a volume that they leaked and dripped nearly continuously, simply in response to his touch to her breeding entrance; and even a gentle squeeze of her modest young udders would send arcing streams of her precious fluid shooting from them, and he and I spent some time pleasantly milking his daughter's full, swollen teats where she hung in her bonds, and enjoying the delicate flavor of her nectar, as she cried and mewled most delightfully under our touch and our tongues as we harvefted the nutritious treasure from her fertile young body and filled several earthen vessels with her abundance.

"I am told that during the spring lambing season, when much milk is needed, ten or fifteen farmers will gather with their daughters for a milking festival, and will work together, combining their efforts to strip the girls' clothes from their bodies, bind the young things securely to the rafters of a barn in a row, and help stimulate each girl to lactation by whatever means and expertise each man can supply.

"The urine of young girls also being known as an excellent agent in tanning rabbit hides and dyeing cloth, brass pots are often arranged between the legs of the bound females, and the farmers spend the day pleasantly conversing among themselves and discussing the conformation and healthy bloodlines of the village daughters as they harvest the splendid fillies' valuable golden micturations, as well as their lactations.

"It could only benefit England if such pragmatic solutions could be introduced there; I have truly seen many a bounteously-endowed farmer's daughter in Norfolk who, properly trained, could furnish greatly needed suftenance to her family, and great pleafure to her laboring and faithful father..."

***********************

'Oh my goodness, sweet girl, that feels so amazing...' I murmured in awe as Parker carefully gyrated her hips, groaning in pleasure as she made sure to try different angles to better coat my penis with her juices. 'Is there anything I can do to make you more wet, cutie? I'm really enjoying feeling your cream on my cock...'

Parker seemed momentarily confused, and glanced at Frank, who chuckled and smiled at his granddaughter as she rode me like a good girl.

'Remember last week, when I did your new-hire orientation, sweety?' He reminded her. 'Remember how I did all those experiments on your body to learn how it responds to different things? What did we learn about making your vagina get really wet? This is exactly the reason I needed to do all the tests on you.'

Parker's eyes lit up at the memory, and at the realization that her grandfather's thorough examination of her naked body and assessment of her skills before letting her work on the pool deck were all for very good reasons, and she giggled a little shyly as she answered me.

'Yes, Mr. Stevenson...um...I get really wet if...if you touch my...my butthole, sir.'

Frank cleared his throat in correction; young girls often needed reminding to use the proper terms for even their most intimate and personal body parts when discussing them with eligible men, and Parker quickly caught herself, turning a lovely shade of pink as she instructed me, in the most dispassionate way possible, precisely how I could use her most personal body parts for my pleasure.

'--I mean, my anus, Mr. Stevenson--I'll get really wet if you play with my anus while I hold your penis inside me, sir.'

'Oh, good girl,' I laughed, reaching my arms around her hips and sliding my hands deliciously under her bottom, reveling in her warm heat as I located her little star and began massaging it, and thrilling as I felt her vagina contract exquisitely on my penis and a fresh flow of her girl cum begin running slickly down my shaft as she closed her eyes and moaned, trying hard to focus only on her task and to ignore the mounting orgasmic yearning building in her young tummy.

I pressed my fingertip inside her rear hole, delighting in the tight squeeze she gave me, and I began gently moving my hips to meet her slow, grinding rhythm, taking advantage of her copious lubrications to press ever deeper into the girl's body.

Her eyes still closed, she began to gradually increase her tempo until she was fairly bouncing on me, her insistent whine of need rising as she began to forget herself and her job in the throes of her youthful arousal. Frank cocked an eyebrow, sensing his granddaughter was on the verge of losing control.

'Parker, honey,' he said quietly, his arms crossed as he watched her, 'Are you doing your work, or are you just making yourself feel good with Mr. Stevenson's nice penis?'

'Nooo...pappa...oh, pappa, I'm trying...oh, it feels so good though...oh pappa...' the young girl panted as she tried to regain control of her orgasm, but it was a losing battle, and even as she protested her innocence, she only bounced harder and more firmly on my cock, driving me deep inside her and tossing her mane as her glorious body tried to reach a badly-needed climax.

'SMACK!'

Frank's big hand came down in Parker's juicy bottom with a resounding crack that reverberated around the pool, and her stunned cry at the sharp sting caused all the other girls to raise their heads to see what had happened to their newest compatriot; she froze, her head momentarily cleared by her grandfather's curt discipline, and she looked at him with shock and repentance in her beautiful eyes.

'Dear girl, you must get hold of yourself if you're going to work as a pool girl,' Frank said sternly as I watched silently, amusing myself by flexing my penis deep inside Parker's motionless body and relishing the tormented look on her face as she fought to disregard my enjoyment of her vagina and listen to her grandfather. 'Your job is to take good care of our clients' penises, and you must not cum unless you're given specific permission. If I have to tell you again, I'll be forced to take you to the office and discipline you severely, exactly like I do the other girls when they misbehave, even though you're my granddaughter--now, can I trust you?'

The poor girl's eyes welled momentarily with tears of contrition; she glanced hopefully at me, begging me with her eyes to give my approval for just a little, tiny orgasm, but I simply raised my eyebrows and shook my head slightly with a smile, indicating that she should listen to her grandfather and continue doing her job.

She rolled her eyes in disappointment, but she couldn't stand the idea of being a bad girl or losing her chance to work as an attendant, and so she nodded eagerly to let her grandfather know she was ready to try again and do a good job this time, and she resumed slowly riding my cock, her face squinched into an adorable expression of tortured concentration as she fought the overwhelming sensations of my penis deep inside her, and the irresistible urge to allow herself release.

'I apologize, Robert,' Frank said, closely watching his granddaughter as she carefully gave my cock deep, full strokes within her vagina, squeezing me delightfully as she worked her juices into the silky skin of my erection. 'It's why I don't usually hire girls so soon after their Festival; it's just too intense an experience for the new ones.'

I laughed and told him it was fine, and I lay back and luxuriated in the wonderful experience of watching the beautiful creature labor on my cock, and I adored her glistening, heaving form and panting breaths as she worked, tracing the constellations of her freckles across her smooth shoulders and heavy breasts with my fingertips and thrilling at the ripple of goosebumps that spread across her body as her nipples crinkled tightly into hard, stiff, pink nubs and I good-naturedly made it even harder for her to concentrate on her duties without orgasming.

'Jesus, Frank,' I chuckled, my gaze lost in Parker's gorgeous hazel eyes as she pleaded with me to not make her cum without permission, and I felt my cock grow harder than ever in my life inside her, 'She's so beautiful. Did you get a training waiver for her when she started here, or is she still available for regular lessons when she's not working?'

Frank laughed and assured me that his granddaughter's sexual education was more important to him than her job, and that I was free to reserve her for private lessons anytime I liked.

'Excellent,' I said, and Levi and Martin, who'd been watching the mini-lesson I'd just put Parker through with envy, despite having their own pair of gorgeous girls attending to them, enthusiastically voiced their agreement. 'I'll definitely have to take her out and put her through her paces--she's doing an amazing job right now, and I need to enjoy this little treasure in quite a few more ways.'

Kham Chai and Maddy had also moved on to giving Levi and Martin their cunny-cream treatments, and all three girls were a wonderful sight to behold as they did their best to use every inch of their spectacular naked bodies to make our penises feel and look amazing.

'Alright, Miss Maddy,' Martin said a little hoarsely as he pulled her to him with a rough tug of his hairy knuckles to her nipples and kissed her, 'I need my special treat now, dear girl...I'm about ready to finish in you...'

His giant arms pulled the girl lightly off of his cock with a wet pop, and she squeaked as he rolled her onto the lounge on her tummy, holding her down with a heavy paw to the scruff of her neck, and mounting the soft backs of her thighs with his great hairy bulk.

Her glorious bubble butt was offered sweetly and defenselessly to him in this position, and he smacked and squeezed her captive bottom and spread her cheeks a little roughly in his ardor as he admired her tiny pink anus where it nestled between her perfect mounds of girl flesh just above her soppy, well-fucked vaginal hole; then he aimed his cock's purple head directly at the adorable creature's star, and pressed himself home with a groan of deep pleasure as she squeaked and squirmed and kicked in her attempts to absorb him into her backside.

A grin of immense glee spread across the big old man's face as he shoved Maddy firmly into the pillows on the lounge, muffling her cries as he worked his penis in and out of her rectum with deep, powerful strokes and reveling in the exquisite sensations as the tight little ring of her sphincter quailed and squeezed around his shaft, which was still liberally lubricated with the young girl's own creamy vaginal secretions.



We all took a moment to admire the fantastic sight of the giant old fellow holding the sweet blonde girl down and taking his time exploring the deepest reaches of her back entrance with his cock. Maddy was extremely beautiful as she lay sprawled beneath her client's immense bulk, her golden tresses a tousled tangle as her face was shoved deeper into the luxuriously embroidered pillows with each of Martin's thrusts, her toned back muscles and her sculpted glutes flexing and contracting beautifully in the afternoon sunlight as she struggled and fought fruitlessly under his great strength; the delicate membrane of her rectum was stretched to its limit around his gnarled penis as he ran his bumpy length slowly in and out of her bottom, and he groaned and growled in his cultivated, experienced approval for her well-trained obedience and her delicious little body.

It was typical of the liberties Masters were allowed to take with attendants, and with several years experience as a Masters girl, Maddy's body was well-trained enough to handle his desires.

Not so lucky, however, was Levi, who had finally just managed to find some equilibrium in his arousal, and who was utterly unprepared for the incredibly hot sight of Maddy being used so thoroughly by an experienced handler, and his widening eyes darted from her to Kham Chai as she smiled graciously at him and continued to slowly massage his penis with her vagina, until he suddenly seemed to blow a fuse in his brain.

'Can we--do we--oh my god--can I cum inside her?' He asked frantically, and Kham Chai, missing not a beat in her sensuous pelvic gyrations, bent close to him with a soft whisper and and gentle caress of his cheek.

'You may cum anywhere you wish, Mr. Miller.'

'Oh my god, Kham Chai--oh, god, you sweet thing--I can't--I can't--oh, fuuuuuuuck....' Levi cried out, his fingers digging into Kham Chai's haunches as he suddenly reared back, his mouth open in silent hallelujah, and exploded deep within the honey-colored girl's vagina.

Martin, Frank, and I all laughed as we watched Levi fill Kham Chai with his semen until it began to roll down his shaft, dripping into his pubic hair and dribbling over his pulsating scrotum as he lay now in shock, his glassy eyes fixed worshipfully on the beautiful pool girl and low, insensible moans coming from his throat.

Despite his massive orgasm, his erection seemed in no hurry to recede, and Kham Chai dutifully continued sweetly riding out her client's swollen penis as she used her remarkably talented vaginal muscles to milk every last drop from his testicles.

'Well, that's about all I can go,' Martin chuckled through gritted teeth as the sight of Kham Chai taking Levi's exuberant ejaculation triggered his need to do the same to his own pool girl. 'Hold still, sweetheart--here it comes...'

With a final thrust to the root of his knotted cock that carried most of his weight behind it, he crushed little Maddy into the lounge and held her there, releasing a mighty oath and a triumphant whoop at the exact same time as he released a series of thick, gooey squirts of his ancient semen deep inside the pretty girl's intestines, his bristly white ballsack visibly contracting and expanding as his pumping muscles successfully delivered his pungent, slimy load of spunk into her naked young body--surely one of the finest and most appropriate receptacles imaginable for any man's sperm.

'Oh...oh...ohh.....ohhhh........ohhhhhh.........'

Parker was watching the proceedings with rapt attention and visible jealousy as Maddy and Kham Chai brought their clients to orgasm, and though she continued to work my penis with her cunny like she was supposed to, her pace slowed nearly to a stop as she battled her own forbidden climax in the face of the triumphant success of her two older and more experienced coworkers, and she slowly, haltingly ground herself on my cock in a delicate pre-orgasmic dance, her nipples aching with need and her vagina repeatedly flooding in her heat until my cock was drenched and the lounge beneath us was soaked with her juices.

'Parker...' I said, trying to get her attention. 'Hey, cutie...'

She was glued to the happenings on the neighboring lounges, and watched, infatuated, as Martin pulled his penis out of Maddy's bottom and lay back with a deeply satisfied look on his face, instructing her to finish her job by cleaning his cock thoroughly with her tongue; I gently grasped Parker's chin and drew her face to mine, smiling into her feral eyes as she tried to focus on my voice.

'Hey cutie, you've been doing such a good job for me...would you like to cum before I finish with you?'

She broke into a brilliant grin of relief and excitement, and squealed delightfully as she bounced insistently on my penis.

'Please, Mr. Stevenson--please, please, PLEEEEASE--oh my gosh, please, sir, I need to cum sooo baaaad!'

I chuckled at her desperation and the incredible sweetness of her young body as it was rocked by wave after wave of pleasure she could only barely contain. I pulled her close to me and kissed her, telling her she was such a good girl, and that I had greatly enjoyed her services.

'Go ahead, sweet thing--let yourself go and make yourself feel good on my penis...you deserve it.'

I had not even finished my words before the precious creature fairly screamed in ecstasy as her orgasm struck her like a lightning bolt, and she began shaking and shuddering uncontrollably as she became everything a young girl was meant to be, timeless and eternal and transcendent in the copulatory bliss of all her foremothers from a hundred generations back.

'Thank you Mr. Stevenson--thank you sir--thank you Mr. Stevenson--oh my goshhhhhh...daddyyyyyyy....'

She reared back, transfixed by the merciless assault of her climax, reaching her arms behind her head, running her fingers through her tumbled bronze locks, and freely displaying all the treasures of her naked body as she shook and moaned in the heedless clutches of a mighty orgasm.

I was enchanted by the sparkling, curvy sensuality of her full figure as she pulsed and spasmed on my penis, welcoming my body into her own and begging for my semen to seed her fertile loins; I bathed in her beauty as she came, reaching beneath her thick haunches and grabbing a juicy handful of her soft flesh, my finger sinking into her anus as I pulled her close and pawed at her magnificent breast, forcing the poor girl to cum even harder on my entire cock.

She was now too much for me, and as I reached the point of no return I glanced at Frank, who gave me an approving nod, and I tossed the still-cumming girl down to the lounge on her back, holding her in place with my hand firmly pressed between her breasts, and mounted her midsection, pinning her arms to her sides between my legs.

She was so beautiful as she lay beneath me, her eyes dancing and her rich tresses arrayed like a halo of copper sunbeams; her heaving breasts filled the space between my thighs with goodness, and I laid my hard, slicked cock between them, squeezing her fantastic tits together around my penis and rubbing her big nipples with my thumbs.

She was still riding out her own orgasm, and her legs splayed mindlessly akimbo behind me as she panted and whimpered, senseless to the fact that everyone else in the courtyard could clearly see her drooling pink entrance as it gently gaped and contracted in the afterglow of her climax; I was beside myself now with need for her, and I growled, my lips twisted into a snarl of passion and concentration as I prepared to inseminate her.

'You've been...such a good girl...Parker,' I said through tight lips, all my being focused now on my aching cock as I began thrusting it between her bounteous breasts; the head of my penis, slick with her cum, poking above her cleavage toward her throat with every thrust. 'Open your mouth, sweet girl--wider--show me your tongue, honey--that a girl--this is for you, cutie, here it comes...'

She eagerly complied, begging me with her eyes to give me the undeniable sign of my approval and pleasure that she so desperately desired, and as she began thirstily licking the underside of my cock, I was rocked by a massive ejaculation that nearly threw me entirely from the lounge.

I was aiming directly at her mouth, but the force of the recoil caused my penis to jump, and the first giant blast of semen ricocheted off her full, rosy upper lip and flew mostly straight up her nose, the remainder landing heavily in a thick, gloppy strand across her eye; the second shot was better, spraying her perfect teeth and the roof of her mouth as she coughed and sputtered, but by then I had regained control of my aim, and I groaned deeply and swore as rope after rope of cum streamed into her open mouth, each powerful white jet gurgling delightfully as it splashed into the shimmering, pearlescent pool of semen in the back of her throat.

Cock therapy was incredible, and Parker had done an extremely good job revitalizing and invigorating my tired genitals with her careful, painstaking work; despite the power and extraordinary volume of my ejaculation (I simply couldn't believe how much semen the girl had managed to coax from my body, even after such a busy week of intense lessons), it felt more like a damn bursting than anything else, and a deep wave of release and relaxation swept over me as I watched the veritable river of cum pour from my cock into her waiting mouth.

I finally shuddered to a stop, completely drained and practically catatonic; nearly speechless as I caught my breath, I supported my weight with my arm near Parker's head.

Well-trained enough to know I deserved a chance to admire my cum in her mouth, she lay still with her head on a golden-tasseled pillow, her glossy mane of auburn a perfection of disarray as it gleamed in the sun, her eyes wide and adoring as she gazed deep into mine (though she struggled a little, blinking and winking adorably as my sticky semen began to dry onto her long, dark lashes), her exquisite mouth open and full to brimming with the vital pearlescent liquid treasure I'd given her as my truest thanks for her hard work--in short, she was beautiful.

Still breathing heavily, I caressed her cheek and tenderly gathered a few strands of her hair from her blushing brow, my face nothing but an exhausted, delighted grin.

'Sweet, sweet Parker,' I whispered, dipping my finger between her ruby lips into the warm, roiling pool of my semen and exploring the delicate surfaces of her pink tongue and the interior of her mouth with my fingertip as I leaned down and kissed her forehead, 'You are SUCH a good girl, and I am absolutely going to reserve you for some lessons--I cannot wait to fully enjoy your beautiful body to my heart's content.'

I gathered up a little of my cum, and spread it gently across her lips, then did the same to her nipples, until they shone in the sun under a thick gloss of my testicular fluids.

'Thank you for attending to me so well today, cutie,' I said, smiling. 'The cum in your mouth is alive and full of my sperm, sweet thing, and it all deserves to be inside your body--that's it's purpose. I want you to think about all the millions of little swimmers that are swishing about your tongue and teeth right now, and how important they are for a girl's health and well-being, and then go ahead and swallow me all down like a good girl, and give me a kiss,'

She happily complied, working to ingest the great amount of my semen over a few swallows, and only making a tiny face or two as she encountered an especially gloppy bit here or there, and as I raised her back to her knees and kissed her triumphant, ecstatic face, Frank told her she had done a pretty good job, and that he would work with her this week on some of the areas she needed to improve on.

Then, after Parker had finished using her mouth to clean my penis thoroughly one last time, he sent the three girls to clean up their vaginas (and any other body parts that had gotten covered--or filled--with cum) and get ready for their next clients, patting them each on their bare bottoms as they passed him, and making sure to give his luscious granddaughter a kiss to go with his affectionate spank to her splendid naked bottom as she shimmied by him with a giggle.

We all thanked Frank for his always-gracious hospitality, and Levi readily admitted that cock therapy was his new favorite thing, and the three of us spent a lovely while longer lounging around the pool with a couple beers, pleasantly watching the endless delights all about us as business bustled on at Castellano's.

