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By Kenna
Chapter 1
 
(Mf, Mf, Mg, oral, rape)
Because of an infection in her early teens, my wife can’t have children.  We still enjoy an active sex life, maybe even better than most since there is no worry about pregnancy.  The two of us have talked about adoption, but never gotten around to it.  So, we pretty much enjoy our time together without the worries of children running around the house.  We go naked in the house when we feel like, have sex in every room, and make as much noise during sex as we feel like.  I think those are the sorts of things I’d miss if kids were under foot.  
I’m 35 years old and keep myself in really good shape by running every day and working some racquetball into my schedule a couple of times a week.  Sarah gets to the spa every day and looks gorgeous to me.  She’s 33, slender, and blonde with D cup tits that are perfect as far as I’m concerned.  Like me, she has an all over tan – the benefit of a high wall around the backyard.  
The neighborhood that we live in has big lots, so we’re not crowded by our neighbors, but we’re still a tight knit bunch that gets together for various occasions.  We’re close enough with some of them that it wasn’t a surprise when Hank and Julia asked us to keep an eye on their daughter while they were gone for a week.  They’d finally decided their daughter, Kelly, was mature enough to take care of herself while they took their first vacation without her since she was born.  Kelly is a 16-year-old cutie that we’ve known since we moved here 12 years ago.    All we had to do was check in on her a couple times a day to make sure she was getting along OK on her own.  
Sarah or I checked on her around noon every day.  She came over for breakfast and dinner, so we didn’t feel like we had to check on her any more than that.  One evening, Sarah was out with her girlfriends and I was home alone.  I usually take that kind of opportunity as my time to hit the porn sites on the Internet.  As satisfying as our sex life is, I still like to fantasize.  In particular, I hit some Lolita sites to check out some girls in the range of 12-16.  With the laws the way they are, that’s the closest I’m going to let myself get to actually fooling around with a girl that age.  I just sit there naked, with my cock in my hand and imagine their soft skin and virgin bodies.  
Suddenly, there was a sound behind me.  I turned to look and to my surprise and embarrassment, Kelly was standing about three feet behind me.  She could see the computer screen, which currently showed a girl around 13 without a stitch of clothing on.  From her angle, she could also see the hard on that I was playing with.  She blushed bright red as I turned.  I suppose I was even redder and wondered for a moment what to say to a teenager who just caught me stroking my cock to some illegal porn.  Angry, apologetic, embarrassed, defensive - how should I react?
It was just a few seconds that I tossed around ideas, but it gave her time to compose herself and say, “She’s cute.  Please don’t stop.  Can I watch?”
Huh?  What did she want?  To watch me or to watch the Lolita pictures as I pulled up one after another?  “How long have you been standing there?” I asked.  
“Just a couple of minutes,” she said.  “Who are those girls and who takes their pictures like that?”
Perverts, I wanted to say.  Perverts take their pictures and perverts look at them.  But instead, I said, “Oh, just normal girls that aren’t ashamed of their bodies.  I’ll bet it’s someone they know real well, like their dad or an uncle that takes their pictures.”  Damn, she’d been standing there for a couple of minutes watching me play with myself.  “I think you should leave.”
“Please, Mr. Hanson,” she said.  “I won’t tell anyone.  I’d like to watch you.  Are going to cum soon?”


“That’s why you ought to leave,” I said, my heart was pounding and my cock hadn’t softened a bit under her scrutiny.  I think her presence was making me harder.  
“Are you embarrassed?” she asked.  “If you’re embarrassed, I could… um… well, I’m really curious, Mr. Hanson.  I haven’t seen… well, I could take off my clothes, too if that would make it OK.  I mean, um… I guess I’m as cute as them and I’ll do it if it means I can stay and watch.”
I swallowed hard.  A live Lolita right in front of me was offering to strip like a fantasy come true.  Sarah would be gone for at least another two hours.  Kelly looked better than the girls on the computer screen.  She was in 3D and inches away from me.  “Sure,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant.  “I guess it would be OK then.”  I knew that if she was a participant she would be less likely to tell her parents or my wife.  
Then, I watched entranced as she removed her shoes and socks, and then stripped off her jeans.  She was wearing a tiny pair of pink panties.  Since her top didn’t come down as far as her navel, I had a perfect view of her panty-covered crotch.  With a quick movement, she pulled her top off.  Braless, she was suddenly topless.  I gaped at her C-cup tits and then started stroking my cock as she slipped down her panties.  It didn’t surprise me that her pussy was neatly trimmed since I’d seen her in French cut bikinis before.  She could barely afford to have any hair around her pussy when she was wearing one of those.  
My eyes ran up and down her body and she blushed, aware that she was now my center of attention.  “Aren’t you going to look at more of them?” she asked, pointing at my screen.  
Damn, I thought.  With the real thing standing next to me, I could hardly bring myself to look at the computer again, but I started downloading pictures again.  I lingered on a picture of a 14 year old with her back to the camera, admiring her tight ass.  I caught motion to my right and saw Kelly had turned her back to me.  She stared at the screen over her shoulder, but I knew her attention was on her peripheral view of me.  She feigned surprise when she looked directly at me.  Caught, I went on to the next picture and she turned to face the computer again.  
By now I was extremely aroused and rapidly stroking my cock as it pointed at the ceiling.  As I pulled up a picture of a 16 year old in a cheerleader outfit, minus top and panties, I felt Kelly’s hand on my shoulder.  “She’s real hot, isn’t she,” said Kelly.  “I got an outfit like that, too.”  Feeling the warmth of her body so close, I knew I was on the verge of an orgasm.  Stroking quickly, I looked over at her small tits just inches from my face and started to cum all over the carpet.  “Holy cow,” she said.  “That was really cool.”
I wiped myself clean with a tissue and looked back at Kelly.  “Did you enjoy that?” I asked.  “Did it satisfy your curiosity?”
“Kind of,” she said.  “Do you have any pictures of a boy and a girl doing it?  I’d like to see that, too.”
Well, yes, I did have some of those pictures.  I’d gotten them from a newsgroup and saved them to disk.  So, I closed my browser and opened up my Windows Explorer.  When I got to the right directory, I opened up the first one and there was a boy and girl about 14.  They were naked and looking at each other.  Flipping through the pictures, I showed her the progression from looking to the girl blowing the boy, the boy eating the girl, and then the two of them fucking.  
I kept looking at Kelly as each picture came up.  She mutely stared, giving no indication of what she was thinking.  But as the first fuck picture came up, she let out a big sigh and let one hand brush against her pussy.  After two more pictures, she was actively playing with her clit.  She looked at me and then at her busy hand and blushed.  But, she didn’t stop.  
My cock started to rise again as I watched her reaction to the porn.  The next picture was a man with a girl about 12 years old.  She had his cock in her smiling mouth.  Oops!  I closed that one quickly and pulled up another series with two teens in it.  In this picture, the girl was on top of the boy, fucking herself with abandon.  
“Can we do that?” asked Kelly softly. 
“Hell, yeah, Kelly,” I said, my nonchalance replaced by lust.  I wanted to get my hands on her and fondle her young body.  I wanted to feel her soft lips on mine.  I wanted to be inside her so bad.  “If that’s what you want, baby…” I stood up and lay back on the floor with my cock pointing at the ceiling again.    
“Ooo, cool, Mr. Hanson” she said.  She picked up my camcorder that was sitting beside the computer and started filming me.  “I want to remember this forever.”
Momentarily flattered, I abruptly realized that a tape is evidence.  “Stop that,” I said.  “Put that camera down.”  I’d have to erase it later.  “Come on and sit on my cock, you little tease.”  But, I was at a disadvantage being flat on my back and couldn’t get up quickly to stop her, so I waited for her to stop and join me on the floor.  
Instead, she used her foot to stroke my cock, catching the action on the tape.  My cock hardened again at her touch and at the idea of having a 16 year old girl filming my cock.  “Ooo, Mr. Hansen,” she said.  “Is your cock getting hard just for me?”
“Yes, baby,” I said.  “Come down here and I’ll show you what I can do with it.”
“What’s that, Mr. Hanson?”
“Come on, Kelly, get down here with me and let me stick my cock inside you.  You’ve gotten me so hot.  Stop teasing and join me.”  
She smiled, showing off the cutest dimples, and put down the camera.  The young girl of my dreams knelt down over me and slid my cock up inside her.  She moaned with pleasure as she slowly let it sink in to the hilt.  I hadn’t realized how turned on she was until I felt my cock slide easily into her dripping pussy.  “Mmmmm,” she purred as she settled into position.  
My God, it felt wonderful to be in her tight pussy.  The warmth and tightness felt like heaven.  But the ease and practice with which she settled in said she’d done this before.  I reached for her slender hips and started sliding in and out of her teenage cunt.  She picked up the rhythm, literally fucking herself.  That gave me the chance to reach for her lovely tits and caress them as she rode me.  I couldn’t believe what was happening, particularly when she turned out to be quite vocal about her pleasure.  “Oh, God, yes, Mr. Hanson, your cock is so big and it fills me up so much.  I’ve never felt anything like this before.  Fuck me harder.  Let me have it all.  It feels so good, I don’t want to ever stop.  Oooo, yes, I like this.  Play with my tits.  Yeah, that feels good, too.  Oh, I’m getting all hot and tingly all over.  I think your big cock is going to make me cum.”
All the while she kept talking, her voice gradually rising in pitch and volume.  Her head was thrown back and her body began to glisten with sweat as she enjoyed herself on my cock.  She was practically screaming as she said, “Oh, God, this is the best feeling ever.  I’ve never had a cock so big and hard inside me before.  Jesus, I’m going to cum so hard.  Oh, yeah, fuck me hard.  Yes, yes, ooo, oh, yes… that’s… the… spot, mmmmm.”
I felt my own cum rising.  Her pussy was tight, but her enthusiasm was the best part of the fuck.  I’d never felt like such a stud before as I clearly pleased this young girl as she had never been before.  When her body started to spasm in orgasm, I shot my load up inside her, filling her with a huge load of cum.  She was a marvel to watch as her hips gyrated in a circular motion while she rode up and down on my cock.  I’d never seen a woman react to sex like this.  She threw her head back and simply screamed at the top of her lungs in wild abandon.  It almost scared me, but I could sense her pleasure and knew that none of the neighbors were close enough to hear her screams.  
We lay for several minutes together, kissing and cuddling as we descended from our orgasmic high.  Finally, I came to my senses, realizing that in a moment of uncontrolled lust, I’d just screwed an underage girl, abused my neighbor’s daughter, and cheated on my wife for the first time ever.  Clearly I had to talk to Kelly about what had happened to ensure her silence and to ensure that this didn’t happen again.  “Get yourself dressed,” I said.  “I’m going to find some clothes and then come back.  Wait for me, baby.”
I had come to the computer naked and my clothes were upstairs in the bedroom.  I raced upstairs and got dressed.  When I got back, Kelly was gone and so was the tape.  Panicked, I immediately went over to her house and knocked on the door.  That tape was dangerous and I needed it back.  When Kelly let me in the house, I demanded, “Where is the tape?”
“I’ve hidden it away, Mr. Hanson.  It’s in a safe place where no one will find it.”
“You can’t keep it.  If someone sees it, I’ll be ruined.  Let me have it and I’ll erase it.”
“I just want to watch it a couple of times, Mr. Hanson.  I promise I’ll give it back to you before my parents get back.  Who else could possibly see it between now and then?”
Though it made some sense, that didn’t make me feel any better.  “”No, Kelly, I have to take care of it now.”  
“Well, you just can’t have it, Mr. Hanson.  I’m not going to tell you where it is.”
I grabbed her wrists and pinned them behind her.  Desperately, I said, “Stop fooling around, Kelly.  This is important.”  
From the way I was holding her, I was pressed against her body, face to face, looking directly into her eyes.  Smiling sweetly, she said, “Ooo, Mr. Hanson, are you going to take me again, right here and now?”  Her hips ground against me and I could feel the warmth of her pussy against my crotch.  She looked like she would like nothing better than to be raped right in her living room.  
Shit!  What was I doing?  It did look like I was about to attack her.  Suddenly seeing myself through different eyes, I let her go and stepped back.  “I’m sorry, Kelly,” I muttered.  “I didn’t mean to hurt you.  Will you let me have the tape back tomorrow?”
“OK,” she said.  “I’ll just watch it a couple of times tonight and that will be it.”
Satisfied with the compromise, I went home and watched TV until Sarah got home.  The next afternoon, I left work early and went to see Kelly.  She greeted me cheerfully and said, “I’m glad you came over, Mr. Hanson.  I can hardly stand waiting.  Please, I need you to do it again.  I want you to fuck me again.”
“Kelly!” I said in astonishment.  “What happened last night was a one time thing.  We shouldn’t have done it in the first place, and it can’t ever happen again.  I’m a married man and you’re too young for me.”
“Oh, Mr. Hanson, I’m so disappointed in you.  I thought we had something special last night.” Her attitude was not apologetic or innocent.  Instead, she appeared as a ruthless predator who faced her helpless prey, hardened beyond her years.  “And, I thought you would understand the position you are in.  I have a tape that will get you in a lot of trouble.  So, when I ask you to do something like fuck me again, you don’t get to say no.  Now, take off your clothes right here and follow me up to my parents’ bedroom.”
“Kelly,” I tried to argue with her.  “Let’s be reasonable.  I can’t…”
“Be quiet!” she snapped and held up a VCR tape.  
I snatched it from her hands.  “Is this it?” I asked.
“Well, yes and no,” she replied.  “It’s not the original.”  
I looked at it and saw it was a brand of tape that I never bought.  I was holding a copy!  The little vixen was blackmailing me!
“See?” she said, pointing at the entertainment center in the room.  There were two VCRs stacked together.  “I brought up the VCR from the family room and made a bunch of copies.  You can have this one.  Maybe you’d like to take it home and show your wife?”
The implied threat chilled me to the bone.  With several copies, she could show the tape to anyone.  “What do you want?”
“I told you.  You could hardly consider it punishment.  I want your big hard cock inside me again.  I want you to fuck me every day until my parents get home.  So, take off your clothes right now.”  She stepped back and watched me as I considered my options.  
She was right.  It was hardly punishment.  The idea of screwing her and fondling her young body again was appealing.  And, if she only wanted to do it until her parents got home, that was just three more days.  It was more risk to not comply than it was to take advantage of the situation.  I stripped off my clothes under the gaze of the 16 year old.  
We got up to her parents’ bedroom and she said, “This is where mom and dad fuck.  I want you to do it to me right here.  Get on the bed.”  I lay down on my back, expecting her to take the top position again.  “Wait here a minute,” she said and left the room.
It was less than a minute, but it seemed longer until she came back in.  With her she had a camcorder on a tripod.  I didn’t like the looks of it, but I wasn’t in a position to argue.  She set it up pointing at the bed and said, “Play with yourself, Mr. Hanson.  Play with yourself and ask me to take off my clothes for you.”
Following her commands, I started stroking my cock.  This was nothing she hadn’t seen before, but now I was being taped for the entire time.  “Please, Kelly, take off your clothes for me.  If I’m going to fuck you, you’ll have to be naked.”
“What first, Mr. Hanson?”  She walked around the bed so that I was in the foreground of the picture and she was in the background.  The camera could see us both.  
“Take off your top,” I said.  Slowly, almost reluctantly, she pulled up her tight top and showed me her small tits.  There really wasn’t much choice, so I said, “Now, take off your shorts.”  When she slid her shorts down her long, smooth legs, I said, “You’ll have to take off your panties, too.”  
“Oh, Mr. Hanson, I just couldn’t.  Would you do it for me?”  She climbed up on the bed and stood over me.  Under the watchful eye of my blackmailer and her camcorder, I rose up to grasp the waistband of her panties at her hips.  She looked down at me and licked her lips in a very seductive manner, but with her head turned slightly, I’m sure the camera didn’t record that.  As I pulled down her panties, she gasped and covered her crotch as if suddenly embarrassed.  “Oh, Mr. Hanson, you really did it.  That’s so naughty.  You must really think I’m sexy if you want me naked so bad.”  
Despite the fact that she was the aggressor in this, she was acting like it was my idea to have sex.  I realized she was putting on an act for the camera.  Her semi-innocent behavior gave me an uneasy feeling, but it turned me on nonetheless.  I took her hands and pulled her down to kneel over me.  Then, I pulled her face to mine and gave her a deep kiss.  Her tongue responded eagerly to battle with mine.  I thrilled in the feel of her breasts against my chest and her smooth back and tight ass under my hands.  We necked for several minutes until I couldn’t stand it any longer.  My cock was pounding and I needed to fuck her badly.  
But, she had other plans.  “Please, eat me, Mr. Hanson.  I’ve heard that will make me more ready for you, well, you know, like moister.  Please, if you have to fuck me then get me ready.”
As horny as I suddenly was, I didn’t hesitate.  If this was what it took to get inside her, then I kissed my way down her tummy until I had my face pressed right into her pussy.  I tongued her already dripping pussy, tasting her wonderful juices.  She didn’t really need any preparation, but I didn’t mind the opportunity to nuzzle into her cunt.  I could look up her body and see her small tits rising and falling as she panted in ecstasy.  She looked down at me with lust in her eyes as I tongued at her hot pussy.  She started squealing with pleasure almost as soon as I started licking and, as with last night, her voice rose to a high volume as she came.   Sex with her was pretty intense.  
Without waiting, I rose and knelt between her legs, plunging my cock into her tight pussy.  “Oh, God, Mr. Hanson, I love it when you fuck me like that,” she moaned.  I loved it, too, and set about proving it.  With long, deep thrusts, I pounded into her young pussy.  She squirmed sensuously under me and from her sounds, she had a second orgasm within seconds of my penetration.  I was so hot that it was less than a minute before I filled her cunt with my hot, sticky cream.  I kept thrusting even after I was finished and my hard on stayed with me.  Running my hands over her tits, I said, “Jesus, Kelly, you are one great fuck.  I feel like I could do this for hours.”  She bucked against me, obviously appreciating my enthusiasm as she came a third time.  
Kelly pulled me down to kiss her and said, “Promise me you’ll come again tomorrow, Mr. Hanson.  Promise me you’ll fuck me again tomorrow.”
Like I had a choice?  “Of course, baby,” I said.  “I’ll be here tomorrow for you.”
The next afternoon, I showed up at the same time and Kelly was waiting for me.  During the day, I had thought about what was going on.  Her attitude about the taping concerned me, so I said, “You’re going to give me all the tapes that you make, aren’t you?  Before your parents get home, you’ll give me all the tapes.”
“Why would I do that, Mr. Hanson,” she asked.  “I said I’d give you back the first one, but I didn’t say anything about the second one.  This way, I know you’ll come over and see me any time I need a big cock like yours.”
“My God, Kelly, you can’t be serious.  I can’t let you keep those tapes or make any more tapes.  This has gone far enough.”
“Now, now, Mr. Hanson, don’t get yourself all worked up.  It has not gone as far as I’d like it to go, so just get used to being my cock for a while.  We’re going to make another movie today, but I have something special planned for you.” 
I tried to argue with her as we went up to her parents’ bedroom, but to no avail.  Instead, she said, “I thought your selection of porn was very interesting the other night.  Not quite what I expected, but refreshing to know that you like girls my age and younger.  So, I’m going to let you nail one of my friends today.”  She pushed open the bedroom door and I saw her friend sitting on the bed.  “This is Amanda,” she said.  “You’re going to do her today and I don’t want to hear any back talk.  Go take her clothes off and make her blow you, despite anything she says to the contrary”
As I walked into the room, I looked Amanda over.  She was more petite than Kelly with smaller breasts.  Wearing a matching set of shorts and shirt, she looked sexy in a little girl way.  She was even wearing pigtails in her long brown hair to make her look younger.  She cupped her tiny breasts and licked her lips, a clear indication that she was eager for me to fuck her.  I shivered in anticipation of touching her.  But, this had taken Kelly’s game up a notch.  A second girl in the equation made this even more dangerous.  There was a second young girl who perhaps couldn’t keep my terrible secret.  And just what did Kelly mean about ‘despite anything she says to the contrary’?  The only way I could take that was that Amanda was going to feign resistance and this might end up looking like a rape.  
Kelly dashed behind the camcorder and swiveled it to catch me as I gazed at Amanda.  I walked over to the Kelly’s friend, feeling the camera follow me all the way.  Amanda knew what Kelly expected out of me, but she asked anyway. When I got to the bed, she said, “What are you going to make me do today?”  I’d been right – she was pretending innocence.  I shuddered at the thought of what this would look like on tape, but was powerless to resist.   
“You’re going to blow me, honey,” I said.  “But, first we have to get your clothes off.”
“No, please,” she whined quite convincingly.  Then she really shocked me when she said, “I’ve never done this before.  I’m only 14.  This is wrong.”  Suddenly the slender figure, the small breasts, and the pigtails made sense.  I was about to have sex with a 14 year old!  Again a chill shot through my body at the magnitude of what was about to happen, but at the same time, my cock rose in my pants at the thought of undressing this little girl.  
I had no scripted lines for this movie that Kelly was directing, so I ad libbed.  “That’s too bad, Amanda.  I don’t care if you want to or not.  You’ve teased me long enough and now I want to see every inch of your naked body.”  I grabbed one of her wrists and she struggled against me.  I grabbed her other wrist and pulled them together, and then held her wrists with one hand while I reached for her with my other.  I put my hand on her tummy and worked it under her top until I was fondling her hard nipples.  She struggled against me as I fondled her and then she settled down.  After a few seconds, she closed her eyes and started purring.  “Mmmmmm,” she said, a deep rumbling in her chest.  “That feels good.  You won’t tell my mommy and daddy, will you?”
“Of course not, honey,” I said.  I let go of her wrists and gently pulled her top off and over her head.  Then, I put my lips to her chest and started sucking on her nipples.  My back was to the tripod, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw that Kelly had taken the camera off the tripod and was inches away, getting every second of my debauchery.  I caressed every inch of the 14-year-old’s newly exposed chest, tummy, and back.  If I was going down for this I wanted to get as much out of it as I could.  Then, I put my lips to hers and sampled her delicate tongue.  
I imagined my cock between Amanda’s lips and moved closer to that goal by laying her back on the bed and pulling down her shorts.  That left her in nothing but a pair of light blue panties.  I caressed her panty-clad ass as I kissed at her soft inner thighs.  Catching a whiff of her little girl scent, I pulled down her panties to reveal a pussy barely covered with light wisps of hair.  Drawn in by the scent, I parted her cunt with my tongue and tasted her delectable juices.  “Mmmmm,” she moaned as I tickled her most private parts with my tongue and feasted on them with my eyes.  Eating the tasty morsel, I reached up and fondled her sensitive tits at the same time.  “Oh, that feels so wonderful, Mr. Hanson,” she said.  “I never knew it could feel this good.  You can do this to me any time you want.”  Then her eyes fluttered open and she said, “And you won’t tell anyone, will you?”
I said nothing in return, but cupped her ass in my hands and pulled her crotch to my face.  I found her hard little clit and nibbled at it until she screamed in pleasure.  
My cock demanded its turn.  I pushed Amanda to her knees by the bed.  I quickly stripped as she watched in wide-eyed wonder.  When my cock bounced free, she gasped.  “Oh, it’s awfully big, Mr. Hanson,” she cooed.  “You want me to suck on it?”
“Yes, Amanda, honey, put it in your mouth.”
She giggled and said, “My big sister calls it cocksucking.  Am I gonna be a cocksucker?”
“Yes, honey,” I said.  “You’ll be my cocksucker.  My cocksucking little girl.”  It felt good to say that and my cock throbbed at the idea of a 14 year old being my cocksucker.  She leaned toward my hard on and I grabbed her pigtails – the perfect handhold for a little cocksucker.  With her pigtails, I pulled her closer and watched as she opened her mouth.  Her technique was wonderful as she took 3 inches in her mouth and started licking and sucking.  She added to the thrill by twisting her head left and right, adding a circular motion to her bobbing.  
I barely even noticed that she was taking more and more of my cock until her nose was buried in my pubic hair.  I gaped at her tiny mouth spread wide around my cock and realized this was not her first time.  The depth felt incredible as her entire throat tensed around my cock.  I watched in astonishment as she pulled all the way off my cock and then slid it all the way back in.  Her hands were on my ass to steady herself, but she had no contact with my cock except with her sweet young mouth.  
I felt the cum rising in my balls and got ready to unload.  Just then, she slid my cock all the way out again and started pumping it with her hand.  Her timing was perfect and I shot my load on her pretty young face.  It hit her cheek and then her open mouth.  She pointed my cock at her chest and I let loose a stream on her little tits.  The third blast hit her tits again and then my fourth and final blast hit her chin and throat.  
Amanda jumped on the bed and lay back with her legs spread.  Kelly put the camera on the 14-year-old while she rubbed the cum into her tits and all over her body.  Some of the cum went into her mouth and she made a noisy effort of swallowing what she could.  When she was finished, she said, “God, I can’t believe you did it, Mr. Hanson.  You are such a stud.  Will you do it to me again?  I want to be your little cocksucker forever.”
Kelly put the camera down and despite what I thought was an invitation from Amanda to do it again, the 14-year-old hopped up and raced into the master bathroom to clean up.  Clearly that was the end of the movie.  “That was really good, Mr. Hanson.  I like the way you did her good.  There’s just one more day before my parents get back so I’ll see you tomorrow at the same time.  Oh, and can you figure out how I’m going to top this one?”
I shook my head no.  I’d just raped the mouth of a 14-year-old on camera.  I couldn’t imagine what more Kelly might have planned for tomorrow.  Whatever it was, I was already in a bunch of trouble.  Kelly meant to keep the tapes and use them as leverage against me.  I waited for her to surprise me.
“I just want you ready for tomorrow.  You know, I want you thinking about what’s going to happen so you’re up for it, so to speak.  Well, Amanda has an 11-year-old sister.  Tomorrow, you’re going to tie her to the bed and rape her on camera.  Isn’t that cool?”
I just stared at her in stunned silence.  I wondered if she was kidding, but I suspected she wasn’t.  The image of a tied and helpless pre-teen flashed through my head and I had a flood of different feelings – anger at being manipulated, lust, concern for the girl, and concern for myself.  “She’ll tell her mom and dad,” I said, as the feeling of dread filled me – I was going to be set up by Kelly and then arrested as a child molester.  “There’s no way a little girl in this day and age is going to keep quiet about being raped.”
“Calm down,” said Kelly.  “This is what I mean by being ready for tomorrow.  She wants your cock, just like Amanda and me did.  But, we’re going to make it interesting.  So here’s the deal, no matter what she says or how she acts, she really wants to get fucked.  She won’t tell anybody, I guarantee it.  To the camera, it will look like a rape.  But, the two of you will really be having consensual sex.”
Yeah, I thought.  Consensual sex with an 11-year-old was still rape.  And, I was still suspicious of her guarantee.  How could she be sure that the 11-year-old wouldn’t talk about it?  Hell, I realized I’d already fucked an underage 14-year-old, so technically the 11-year-old wouldn’t get me in any deeper.  I was a child molester already and with the leverage that Kelly had on me, I had no choice but to rape the little girl tomorrow.  
Kelly wasn’t finished with my instructions.  “Tomorrow you’ll meet Stephanie.  She’s really cute and sexy.  She’ll be wearing a dress.  When you get started, you have to fondle her for a while, about five minutes.  I want her to get a chance to kick and scream – she’ll play it up good.  Then, say to her, ‘If you don’t do what you’re told, I’ll tell your mommy and daddy about what I saw you and Amanda doing.’  When you say that, it’s her cue to settle down and let you have your way with her.  Tie her spread eagle on the bed and do what you want, you know, a blowjob, a fucking, or both.  So, you think about what’s going to happen tomorrow and be ready for it.”
I had my orders and there was nothing to say, so I started to leave.  But, a crazy idea hit me.  These girls wanted me or so Kelly said.  I’d been forced to partake of their forbidden treasures and enjoyed it.  Now, what would happen if I partook without being forced?  What if I took the lead?  I just decided to try it out.  A naked Amanda had walked back into the bedroom as Kelly was finishing, so I stepped over to her, swept her up in my arms, and planted a big kiss on her lips.  She responded, hooking her arms around my neck and giving me free access to her mouth.  
I laid her back on the bed and started fondling her again.  Just like before, she started purring in contentment as I played with her nipples until they were hard as bullets.  From behind me, Kelly said, “I’ve created a monster.  Who said you could do that?”
“Oh, don’t stop him, Kelly,” whined Amanda.  “Touch me some more, Mr. Hanson.”
But instead, I got up and grabbed Kelly, throwing her onto the bed next to Amanda.  She giggled as I did and then returned my kiss.  Amanda wriggled next to me and I grabbed her with my right arm and pulled her tight to Kelly.  My weight was on the two of them and I had them pinned down.  For a couple of minutes, I swapped from one to the other, kissing and fondling them as they alternated between giggling in delight and moaning in pleasure.   When I stopped for breath, to my surprise, the two of them turned to face each other and kissed.  Kelly had her hand in Amanda’s pussy while Amanda was kneading Kelly’s tits through her shirt.   
I simply leaned back and watched the two girls.  What a fantasy this week had been so far.  Now, to top it off, my two Lolitas were putting on a girl on girl show for me.  Kelly sat up long enough to pull her shirt over her head, grin at me, and then offer her tits to Amanda who greedily sucked on them.  After a couple minutes of that, Kelly stripped off the rest of her clothes and settled herself on top of Amanda in a sixty-nine position.  With cock in hand, I watched the two of them bring each other to orgasms.  
These two brazen vixens had no qualms about getting it on with each other or with me watching it.  Innocent looking in public, they were nymphomaniacs in private.  With my cock throbbing at their exhibitionism, I crawled back on the bed with them and pulled Amanda to my face.  She settled her pussy down on my tongue and it seemed almost as if her first orgasm had never ended as she bucked on my face seconds later.  I felt Kelly slide herself onto my cock and start riding me.  With my hands all over the 14-year-old on my face, I came quickly in Kelly’s hot pussy.  
As we all collapsed in a heap, Kelly said, teasingly this time, “Who said you could do that?”  Silence, then a few seconds later she said, “So, you’ll rape Stephanie and have a good time doing it?”
“Not a doubt in my mind,” I said as I snuggled with the two teens.
I took the next day off entirely.  I had enough vacation time saved up and needed time to think.  Sarah had been checking in on Kelly every day at lunch, but with me home for the day, it was my responsibility.  I popped in on her and managed to steal a kiss before she said, “Oh, no, Mr. Hanson, don’t get started with me now.  You have to save yourself for later.”  She pushed me away.  I didn’t fight her.  There would be plenty of time this afternoon for getting a piece of ass.  
When I came back at 3 in the afternoon, Kelly had Stephanie waiting with her in the living room.  The 11-year-old walked right up to me, held out her hand, and said, “Hi, I’m Stephanie.”  
I shook her hand business-like and looked her over.  She was absolutely gorgeous with shiny dark brown hair and large brown eyes.  She had on a jumper with a white shirt.  Like her sister yesterday, she had pigtails, even though she didn’t need them to look the part.  Her dress showed no signs of growing breasts or of widening hips.  “Hello, Stephanie,” I said, uncertain of what else to say.  Certainly “I’m the guy that’s going to rape you” was not apropos.  
But that appeared to be her line as she said, “You’re going to fuck me today.  I like that and I just wanted you to know that.”  When I released her hand, it went straight to my crotch where she felt my cock in my pants.  “Mmm, yeah, I want that thing inside me.  Kelly wants it to look like you’re raping me and so I’ll scream and kick and you’ll yell and tie me up.  Then, whatever you want, no holes barred.  But, so long as I get to cum, I’ll be happy.”  She patted my cock affectionately and said, “Come on, let’s get started, big boy.”  
I followed Kelly and Stephanie up the stairs and back into her parents’ now familiar bedroom.  Kelly showed me ropes already in place at the corners of the bed.  All I had to do was tie Stephanie’s hands and feet to the loose ends of the ropes.  Then, Kelly grabbed her camera.  Her father had a video production business.  While he made some documentaries and shorts, he mostly specialized in editing videos for advertising firms and other business that shot their own footage but needed a professional editor.  That’s why Kelly had the equipment she needed to set up what was virtually a film studio in the bedroom and to edit the films she was making.  
“Anytime you’re ready,” said Kelly.  
There was a brief moment of awkward silence as I ran through my head what I wanted to do.  “I’m ready,” said Stephanie, as if to prompt me to action.  She stood at the foot of the big bed, trembling.  Was she trembling with lust, or was she acting the part of a frightened little girl?  
I had five minutes to fondle her before the serious action started, so I didn’t want to start off like a maniacal rapist.  It had to happen gradually.  So, I surprised Stephanie when I started off speaking gently, “Don’t be afraid, baby.  I’m not going to hurt you.”
She looked up at me nervously, “I thought you were mad at me.”
“Of course not,” I said, sitting on the end of the bed next to her.  I pulled her onto my lap and put my hand on her bare knee.  “I couldn’t get mad at someone as pretty and sweet as you.”
She perked up some, but I noticed her eying my hand warily.  “But you said you were going to teach me a lesson.”  As my hand ran halfway up her thigh, she put one of her hands on top of mine to stop its progress.  I slid it back down to her knee.  
“Well, yes,” I agreed.  “I do have to punish you, but that doesn’t mean I’m mad at you.”  I bent down to kiss her on the cheek.  At the same time, my hand ran halfway up her thigh again.  
She wiped my kiss off her cheek and said, “What did you do that for?”  But, she didn’t move my hand this time as it claimed its position near her panty covered pussy.  My hand had pushed her dress up and Kelly’s camera zoomed in to catch a glimpse of her flowered panties.  
When Stephanie squirmed on my lap, I picked her up like a little baby.  Her head lay across my shoulder and my arms were wrapped around the backs of her thighs.  She tried to push away from me and get down, but I held her fast.  We battled for nearly thirty seconds, with her whining, “Put me down.  I want down,” before she gave up.  Meanwhile, I’d wormed one arm up under her dress until my forearm cradled her ass.  Now, with the other hand, I slowly raised her dress up as Kelly filmed the 11-year-old’s gradual exposure.  When her panties were fully exposed, I put my hand directly on her ass and squeezed.  
Stephanie responded to my forwardness by reaching around and grabbing my hand.  With her other hand, she pushed back against my chest so she was face to face with me.  “Get your hand off my butt,” she said sternly.  
“No,” I said.  It was time to move up to a little non-consensual touching and perhaps a little screaming on her part.  “Consider this part of your punishment, sweetie.”  I had a hand on both of her ass cheeks and squeezed them for effect.  As I expected, I suddenly had a handful of squirming pre-teen.  In the process, she slipped down a few inches so that my hands had pushed her dress up above her waist.  To keep her under control, I had to toss her on the bed.  Pinning her face down on the bed, I was free to play with her tight little ass while she squirmed and screamed.  
When I’d had my fun with her backside, I flipped her over and fondled her flat little chest through her blouse.  Though I had her hands pinned and was sitting on her legs, she managed to put up quite a fight.  I leaned down to her face and kissed her on the mouth.  “Oh, my,” she yelled.  “What are you doing?”  I shut her up with another kiss, driving my tongue into her mouth.  My cock surged at the muffled sounds that she made as she tried to avoid the kiss.  
When I straightened back up, I used my free hand to pull her dress up above her waist, this time exposing her crotch to my eyes.  “What you got between your legs, sweetie?” I asked.  “What’s inside those panties that I want?  Do you want to get your 11-year-old virgin cunt filled with my cock?”
“Please, no,” she pleaded.  Her hands broke free to pull her dress down and then pummel my chest ineffectively.  “I’m going to tell my mommy and daddy.”
I chose that time to exercise my control, “If you don’t stop that and do everything you’re told, I’m going to tell your mommy and daddy what I caught you and Amanda doing.”  I waited for that to sink in.  
It seemed to take the wind out of her sails and she calmed down.  “And if I do what you want, then you won’t tell on me?” she asked.  
“That’s right,” I said.  “Now, put your hands over your head.”  When she did, I pulled her dress back up to show off her white panties with pink and blue flowers.  They had gotten pulled up so the outline of her pussy was clearly visible, including her slit right up the middle.  
She still squirmed, but now it was a nervous action instead of rebellious – nervous at having herself exposed to me.  “What are you going to do?” she asked in a timid voice.  
“Wait and see,” I replied.  I slid back off of her to free her legs. “Right now, I’m going to pull your cute little panties all the way off you so I can see your bare little pussy.  What do you think about that?”  I put my hands on her hips and hooked my fingers in the waistband of her panties, but I hesitated to see if she would answer the question.  
“Please don’t,” she said softly.  “Nobody’s ever done that… seen me there…” I pulled her panties down an inch.  “Please,” she begged.  Another inch down and I could see the top of her slit.  “But, you’re gonna do it anyway, aren’t you?”
“All the way down,” I said, confirming her worst fear.  I pulled her panties clear off of her and then pushed her dress back up since she’d pushed it down.  Her hairless pussy was beautiful and soft.  I ran my hands up her thighs and then brushed my fingers across her cunt.  “Now, roll over and show me your ass, Stephanie.”
The little girl did as she was told, rolling over to her stomach while keeping her dress up above her waist.  I ran my hands over her bare ass, enjoying the feel of her smooth cheeks, each a perfect handful of little girl flesh.  As she lay on the bed like that, I took off her shoes and socks, too.  “Are you going to make me all naked?” she asked.
“That’s right,” I said.  “My naughty little girl is going to have to show me every inch of her body.  And then, I’ll show you something special.”  I pulled down the zipper of her jumper and said, “Stand up on the bed so I can get your dress off of you.”
She obeyed my demand and stood still as I pulled her dress down and let her step out of it.  “Nothing but your blouse left, huh?” I said.  “What’s hiding inside your blouse that I’m going to see, touch, and taste?”
“M-m-my t-titties,” she answered.  
“Take off your blouse,” I said.  I watched as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse and then slipped it off to show her titties.  She had cute little nipples atop a completely flat, boyish chest.  “Turn around.”  She turned around in a circle, giving me a view of every inch of her as I’d said she would.  “Aren’t you sorry you were a naughty girl now?”
“Uh huh,” she said.  
“Not as sorry as you’re going to be,” I said, raising my voice suddenly.  It had the desired effect of making her jump.  I pushed her down on her back and into the center of the bed.  I grabbed the rope for her left arm and tied it around her wrist.  
“What are you doing?” she whined as I moved to her right arm.  But, before she could protest any more, I had her other arm tied, too.  
“I’m going to show you what naughty girls get,” I said.  I moved to her right leg and started tying it to the corner of the bed.  “I’m going to make you naked and helpless and then I’m going to give you a big surprise, a big naughty girl surprise.”
“Please, I’ll be a good girl,” she pleaded.  “I won’t be naughty again.”  But, she made no move to prevent me from tying her fourth and final limb to its corner of the bed.  She was completely stretched spread eagle on the bed.  Every part of her 11-year-old body was accessible to me.  I ran my hand up the length of her body and then put my finger to her mouth.  With a little work, she took the hint and let me stick my finger in her mouth.  She sucked on it tentatively and then more enthusiastically as I smiled at her.  
“Oh, yes,” I agreed with her.  “You’re going to be a really good girl now.  You’re going to do everything I tell you to do and you’re going to make me happy.  You’ll probably even enjoy the hell out of giving me a piece of ass.”
I stood at the foot of the bed where she could easily see me as I stripped off my clothes.  When I pulled off my underwear and straightened up where she could see my cock, she gasped, “It’s so big.  What are you going to do with it?”  She strained at her bindings, but couldn’t move an inch.  Though she knew what was coming, she was an excellent actress.  From the look on her innocent face, she realized for the first time what was going to happen and knew she was powerless to stop me.
But, now that she was helpless, I intended to take my time with her.  My first order of business was to taste her young body as I had promised her.  I kissed my way up from her calves to her thighs and then tasted the nectar of her sweet pussy.  She moaned in embarrassment and I didn’t spend enough time to get her to moan in pleasure.  Instead, I moved up her tummy and then lavished my attention on her titties.  For the first time, I was doing more than staring at the picture of a flat, hairless pre-teen.  I was enjoying her warmth, her innocence, and her vulnerability.  As I came up high enough to ravish her mouth again, I could feel my hard cock pressing against her soft thigh.  
“What’s next?” I asked her.
She shook her head.
“Do you know what a blowjob is?”
“Oh, no,” she begged, telling me that she did indeed know.  “Don’t make me do that.”
“Yes,” I said.  I pulled myself up to put my cock dangling right in her face, inches from her sweet mouth.  “Good girls do exactly what they’re told to do, don’t they?  So, open your little mouth and lick my cock.  Stick that little pink tongue of yours out and lick my cock.”
I was rewarded with the sight of her lips parting and then her tongue appeared.  It reached out to caress the underside of my cock and then ran up and down its length.  Her eyes begged me to let her stop, but I’d only just begun.  I let her lick me for a minute and then said, “Now, open wide and let me stick it as far down your throat as I can get it.”
“Oh, please, oh, mmmphf, gulp,” she said as the cock passed between her lips.  Slowly, inexorably, I slid it deeper and deeper.  I wondered just how far I could go on this little girl.  How talented was she?  Searching for some sign of resistance, I kept pushing and found my balls resting on her chin.  Just like her big sister.  I pulled out and sank all the way in again.  She was making helpless sucking noises, but her eyes seemed to tell me just how happy she was.  
By now I was very aroused and just seconds away from cumming.  I picked up a rhythm and she joined in, sucking on the way out and squeezing on the way in.  What to do now, I wondered.  Do I cum in her mouth or out where the camera can see it?  I guess it was an obvious question, because Kelly caught my attention from near the head of the bed.  She’d secured the camcorder on the tripod and was now trying to mime me spraying my cum all over Stephanie.  I almost broke out laughing at her exaggerated male orgasm, but I got the idea.
Pulling out at the last minute, I shot my cum up and down the length of the 11-year-old body.  From her navel to her forehead, I spread cum, finishing up by dripping into her open mouth.  “Now swallow it,” I commanded.  It looked like she was about to do that anyway, but it seemed inappropriate for a virgin pre-teen to be enjoying the taste of cum so much.  With the sight of her covered in cum and licking her lips and chin clean, I moved my cock right down to her pussy and impaled her with one stroke.  
“Oh, mmmm,” she said, then abruptly remembered she was being raped.  “Oh, no, don’t do that.  It’s too big.  Oh, God, it hurts.”  
Feeling her squeeze me tight and her hips shove up to meet my thrust made her words comical.  She loved the feel of my cock even as she complained.  Already hot, her pussy was moist, yet pre-teen tight.  I could feel her squeezing even tighter, so tight that I thought I wouldn’t be able to stroke back in once I slid out.  But, she eased off the pressure as I started to push back in.  After a couple of strokes, she moaned, “Mmmmm, ooo, Mr. Hanson, why didn’t you tell me it felt so good to be a naughty girl.”
A couple of more strokes and she moaned, “Oh, Mr. Hanson, you can touch my titties anytime you want to.  Please do it now.  Oh, go faster.  Can you do it deeper, faster?  My whole body is on fire and it feels so good.”  She started to pant as her body heated up.  “Why didn’t… mommy… and daddy…mmmm… tell me… it’sssssssoooo nice.  Ooo, yes, yes, fuck me, haaaard.  Mmmm, mmmm, oh, here I cum… cum… ooo… yeah.  Fill me, Mr. Hanson, shoot me full of your tasty cream.”  It was my turn to follow orders as I shoved my cock as deep as I could and unleashed a torrent of my sticky cum inside the little girl.  I continued pounding as hard as I could as long as she writhed in ecstasy under me.  As she came down from her orgasmic high, my cock softened and I slipped out of her.”
For a couple of minutes, I lay on top of her as we whispered naughty things like, “I’m never going to untie you.  I’ll just keep you here forever.”  
She responded, “You don’t have to tie me up, Mr. Hanson.  You can do this anytime you like.  It was wonderful.”
Later, she said, “Can we do it again?”
I’d cum twice and I was pretty wasted, so I said, “It looks like I’ve created a monster.  I don’t want to give you too much of a good thing, my little sex goddess.  Maybe tomorrow you can be naughty with me again, mmm?”
She giggled and did an amazing job of cuddling with me from the spread eagle position.  Finally, Kelly said, “Cut!” just like a movie director.  I laughed at the idea of being in a movie with Stephanie, but, in a way, that’s what had just happened.  Not a movie that I hoped anyone would ever see, but I’d come to accept the idea that Kelly wasn’t going to let me have the tapes to erase.  Though by now, I’d probably have kept them in a safe place and watched them whenever I got the chance.  
When I left I was sorry that Kelly’s parents would be back tomorrow, yet relieved that she wouldn’t be demanding anything else of me.  Boy, was I wrong about that.
What amazed me about the past few days was this little network of oversexed little girl sluts that I never imagined existed.  How would an 11-year-old girl learn that sex was fun?  Why wasn’t she a virgin?  And how would her sister and a friend learn about it?  And why would they seduce and share men my age?  Hell, they were even exhibitionists who appeared to like it best on camera.  I kept hearing Stephanie say to me, “But, so long as I get to cum, I’ll be happy.”  Where had these girls been when I was that age?
The next evening, I had the feeling that things were settling down to normal.  I’d gone 24 hours without fondling an underage girl.  Sarah was out at the library again, but I passed on the Internet porn sites tonight.  They’d become pretty tame compared to my recent experiences.  So, when Hank invited me over for a drink, I accepted.  It made me nervous to go back to Kelly’s house with her parents there, but I figured she knew how to keep a secret.  Still, I wondered if it would be awkward when I saw her again tonight.  
Kelly met me at the door.  With a sexy look, she licked her lips suggestively.  But, she behaved herself as she led me back to where her father was sitting in the family room.  Julia came out of the family room just as I approached.  She smiled at me as we passed in the hall, “Thank you for keeping an eye on Kelly for us.  We felt very safe knowing that she was in your hands.”  Her completely innocent comment sounded so different tonight.  ‘Keeping an eye on Kelly’, I thought.  Yeah, an eye on every inch of her body.  And, ‘knowing she was in your hands.’  Literally speaking she had been.  
“No problem, Julia.  She’s a perfect angel and Sarah and I had no troubles from her.  Let us know if you need us to do it again.”
Kelly followed me through the doorway into the family room and bumped into me from behind when I stopped abruptly.  Hank was sitting in the darkness, but it was the TV that caught my attention.  The tape of Kelly and me was playing.  He was watching me screw his daughter!  And Julia had just left the room, too!  A chill went down my spine as I realized I was in big trouble.  Yet, how had Julia managed to stay so calm?  
“Oh, hi, Bill,” said Hank, not bothering to get up.  “Come in and sit down.  We need to talk.  Looks like you did more than a little babysitting when we were gone.  Wouldn’t you say so?”
I said nothing in response.  I felt like a naughty boy who’d been caught with his hand in more than the cookie jar.  
“He made me do it,” said Kelly.  
I shot an incredulous look at her for what was the biggest lie I’d ever heard.  She broke out giggling.  Covering her face with her hands, she was laughing so hard that her body convulsed in shrieks of laughter.  
“Dammit, Kelly,” said Hank.  “If you can’t keep a straight face, it’s not as much fun.”
“Sorry, daddy,” said Kelly, without sounding a bit sorry.  She was still trying to stifle her laughter.  I was totally confused.  
“Sit down, Bill,” said Hank again.  This time I did.  “So, Kelly, Amanda, and Stephanie are pretty good fucks, huh?  I know, I’ve done them myself many times.”  He paused to let that sink in.  Just as I opened my mouth to speak, he said, “But there’s a damn big difference between you and me.  I’ve got tapes of you raping an 11-year-old and you have nothing on me.”
Shit!  I’d been worried about Kelly blackmailing me.  She had just been setting me up for daddy to blackmail me.  “What are you going to do?” I asked him.  I knew I was caught, but the suspense was killing me.  I just wanted him to spit it out.
But, he was going to take his time.  “What do you know about my business, Bill?”
“You do films and edit films, you know, documentaries, commercials, whatever needs a professional editor.”
“OK, yeah,” he agreed.  “I do some of that as a front.  But, my real business is making pornographic videos.  And it pays off big.  You know how big?  I’ve put away every dime I made on Kelly’s movies – she’s made 61 of them – and when she turns 21, she’ll have over $7 million from that account.  From movies by other kids like Amanda and Stephanie, I’m doing pretty well.
“But, what’s missing is some fresh faces.  I mean, I get new kids all the time, but finding a new guy to bang the little girls is harder than you think.  And, it’s gotta be someone I trust.  So, I think you’re a pretty good guy, as perverts go,” he chuckled, “and I know with footage like this, I can trust you.  You’re going to be my new daddy figure in my movies.”
“What?  No way,” I argued.  “I can’t be showing up in movies with girls like Stephanie.”
“Come on, buddy, I know you enjoyed yourself.  I saw the movies that Kelly made.  Hey, she’s quite the accomplished camera operator, huh?  And, you really ate up the rape of Stephanie.  Besides, you can’t say no.  I’ve got a couple of films that can go straight to the police.  It’s not like you’re gonna be my sex slave boy who makes movies for free.  You quit your job and I’ll double your salary.  Shit, where can you get a deal like that – getting paid to fondle pre-teens and young teens and all of them calling you daddy when you cum?”
It sure was tempting, but on top of everything else, I had to remember that I was married and quite happily.  Working this into my schedule and keeping Sarah from getting suspicious would be impossible.  Still, I was pretty well trapped.  He could make me do this to keep from being labeled a child molester for the rest of my life.  And, he was being reasonable with his offer.  
“Can I think it over?” I asked.  


“Look, Bill,” he said.  “I can understand your reluctance.  It’s a big step from fantasy to reality.  You’ve had a taste of it and you can have all you want.  But, face it, you’re fucked.  Jesus Christ, man, what do you think it looks like when you’ve got your cock all the way down little Stephanie’s throat?”  The menace vanished from his voice as he said, “I’d prefer to convince you, not threaten you, but remember that I’ve got the upper hand here.  Let me show you something that might help you decide to make movies for me.”
He led me down into his basement.  I’d never been down there – he’d always said it was his professional space, his office.  Now, when he took me down I found he had two well-equipped film studios there. He took me on a tour of one, showing me the cameras, the lights, the sound equipment, the bed, the ropes and chains, and little girl props.  He had quite a set up.
Then, he led me to the other studio.  “We’re filming one right now in here,” he said.  “It will be Kelly’s last movie.  She’s getting too old, but she’s still in high demand from our customers.  Now, they get off on watching her do things a normal teen wouldn’t do, like seducing little girls or boys or men – like you, or like dominating an authority figure.  That’s what we’re shooting tonight.  The plot, what there is of it, is that her mother and father are her sex slaves.  Tonight, we’re filming her with mommy.  It’s not Julia playing the mother role, but she’s a pretty hot piece herself.”
He laid down the ground rules.  “No talking, no matter what.  We don’t do takes and retakes.  It’s pretty much a straight flow throw with multiple camera angles for variation.  So, if you make noise, it screws up the whole scene.  Stay in the background and out of the way of the lights.  I’ll take you to a monitor where we can choose camera angles and you can see the whole thing.  Believe me, this will make you hard.”
We stepped through the door into the studio.  The room was dimly lit, except for the center of the room flooded in bright lights.  On the bed, with her back to us, was Kelly riding the face of a bound woman.  “Do it to me, mommy,” she yelled.  “Fucking make me cum, you bitch slave.”  I was transfixed as she rotated her hips around on “mommy’s” face.  The woman was bound spread eagle to make her totally helpless.  Her only moving part was her tongue (or so I assumed).  
Hank pointed at the monitor where we could see essentially the same view.  The camera had a view of Kelly’s lovely ass and mommy’s lower body, from her tits down.  The bound woman had quite a beautiful body.  I admired her for a few seconds, not in the monitor, but in the real life view just feet away from me.  She had long legs that were spread wide and topped by a neatly trimmed pussy.  Her taut tummy showed no flab and her tits were just the right size, slightly more than a handful, but not huge.  Her body reminded me of Sarah’s body.   
That’s when I caught sight of the mole on the woman’s upper left thigh – right where Sarah had a mole.  A chill went up my spine as I searched for a scar on the woman’s right ankle.  It was right where it should have been.  Right where Sarah had a scar from her bike accident!  I turned with a shocked look to Hank who simply held his finger to his lips, reminding me to stay quiet.  
He punched a button to show me a head shot of the woman and I found myself staring dumbly at my wife as she … what the hell was she doing?  I did a double take and realized I couldn’t see her tongue flicking in and out.  It took me a few seconds to realize it was a black dildo that extended from her mouth into Kelly’s pussy.  The dildo gag had an erotic look that gave me an instant hard-on.  
Kelly had been simply rotating herself on it, but now she started to move up and down so I got a better view of the growth from my wife’s mouth.  The fake cock was shiny from Kelly’s juices and I could see Sarah’s chin and cheeks glistening from the same juices as they ran down the cock.  Sarah had an up close and personal view of Kelly getting fucked as only a dildo-gagged person can have.  Her eyes were wide and pleading as Kelly said, “That’s it, mommy.  Fuck me with your cock mouth.  Make me cum on your face.  Watch close as I fuck myself on your face.  I want you finished before daddy comes home.  I have something special planned for him, too.”
As my cock responded with enthusiasm, my mind reeled at the sight.  Sarah’s sudden increase in library visits and outings with her girlfriends suddenly made sense.  She’d been doing this for… well, it had been about 6 months since I’d noticed an increase in her activity out of the house.  Though she worked, she’d also been home alone many days and I wondered if she spent some of that time in the studio.  Shocked though I was, once I’d realized it was Sarah tied to the bed, it seemed to make sense.  There was no doubt in my mind that my wife was in the same position as me and I wondered what Hank had on her to make her participate in these films.  
Hank needed a new mommy and daddy figure for his movies – and then my blood ran cold as I looked around the studio.  Besides the actors, there were camera operators, a soundman, Julia, Hank, and myself.  Kelly was waiting for daddy to get home and it looked like I was daddy.  We watched for several minutes with my cock pounding in my pants.  I was worried I would get a wet spot on my pants when Julia walked over to join us.  Perhaps of all this experience, the part that shocked me the most was having Kelly’s mom casually watching Kelly hump herself to orgasm.  
By now, Kelly had exhorted mommy to actively participate and Sarah had her head thrusting up and down to fuck Kelly.  Julia whispered in my ear, “So, daddy, are you ready for your screen debut?”  I swallowed hard as she unzipped my pants and fished my cock out with her hand.  In a roomful of strangers, I stood there with hard cock in Julia’s hand as she stroked it.  No one paid any attention.  She took hold of my cock and led me out of the room using it as a handle.  
“Jesus, Julia,” I gasped as we exited.  “How can you… what am I… when did Sarah… oh, hell, what’s going on?”
She smiled and said, “We’ll get your questions answered later, Bill.  Right now, you need some coaching to get ready for your movie debut.”  She took on a very business like tone.  “Listen and don’t interrupt me.  When Sarah’s done, you walk in and sound surprised – not angry surprised, but kind of surprised that your wife is doing it, too.  That shouldn’t be too hard a part for you right now – you are surprised, aren’t you?”
It was a rhetorical question and she put a finger to my lips so I would take it that way.  “We’re shooting this scene out of sequence.  Just for background, you and your wife have been doing drugs and innocent little Kelly caught you on tape.  She’s threatened to blow the whistle on you.  Later we’ll go back and shoot the earlier parts, but at this point in the film, you’ve been enslaved by Kelly and used by her for her sexual pleasure once already.  Now, when you come home you find that your wife is also Kelly’s slave.  Real kinky, huh?  When you walk back in, you’re surprised to see your wife, but when your daughter, Kelly, commands you to do something, you’re not surprised at that.  The first time she tells you to strip, argue with her.  She’ll remind you why you’re her slave and tell you to do it again.  After that, when she tells you to do something, you do it like it was God himself commanding you.”
She finished, “It’s simple.  Do what she tells you to do.  Do it with enthusiasm.  Don’t pay attention to cameras or other people in the room.  Act natural – at least, as natural as a sex slave daddy.  Any questions?”
“Uh, yeah, uh, what’s she gonna make me do?”
“Oh, sometimes we have a script and sometimes we don’t.  This time we do, but you don’t get to know it.  We think the acting will be more natural if you don’t know what’s coming next.  Rest assured though that this daughter will make her sex slave daddy do some really bad things.”  
I was quivering with anticipation, fear, and embarrassment.  So many new things were about to happen.  Bondage.  Slavery.  Pain (?).  Humiliation (?).  Sex in front of others.  Sex with Kelly while Sarah watched (?).  Sex with Sarah while Kelly watched (?).  What was going to happen?
“Oh, yeah, I can’t forget,” she held up another of the dildo gags.  I looked it up and down as she showed it to me.  It was about a foot long with a rubber mouthpiece on it, separating it into a long dildo on one end and a shorter one on the other.  For a minute, I thought I was going to get to wear it, but she said, “Just so you know, this is what Sarah has in her mouth.  Eight inches of plastic cock for Kelly, but also four inches of cock in her mouth.  It’s just deep enough to be uncomfortable, you know, just past the gag reflex.  Like she’s constantly giving a blowjob.  She has to breathe through her nose and swallow a lot to get by.  Mommy doesn’t like it, so don’t make her keep it in any longer than necessary.”
In other words, don’t screw up.  
Julia led me back into the studio, not by my dick.  It had been safely tucked away again so that, presumably, I could display it again on film pretty soon.  Inside, Kelly was sitting on the end of the bed, between Sarah’s legs facing the door.  She looked at me as soon as I walked in and said, “Well, daddy’s home now.  I can’t wait to get started.  Gonna have me some fun tonight.”   She crawled back up on the bed and slid the dildo back into her cunt.
Hank gave me some direction, “OK, Bill, you just walked into your bedroom and found Kelly riding Sarah’s face.  She’s just cum seconds before you walk in.  You line is something to the effect of, ‘Oh no, Kelly’s got you, too, sweetheart?’  So, let’s take it from there.”  While he was talking, Julia put the second dildo gag into the nightstand drawer.  
“Everybody ready?” asked Hank.  When he got a thumbs up from everyone, he looked at me.  I noticed that even Sarah, gagged and with Kelly pumping up and down (just for fun?) had a thumb extended.  I held up mine, too.  Ready?  Hell, I didn’t know what I was saying I was ready for – how could I be ready.
“Roll cameras and, it’s to you, Bill, action.”
I was poised in front of the door and took two steps to the foot of the bed.  Camera rolling, I said, “Holy shit, sweetheart, I didn’t expect you to be Kelly’s slave, too.”
Kelly spun on the dildo and rose up off of it.  “Welcome home, daddy,” she said enthusiastically.  “You’re just in time.  Mommy did real good.  Now, get your clothes off and let’s see what you and mommy can do together.”  
Sarah’s look was one of surprise as well as mine.  I wondered if she’d been keyed into this part of the script.  Here was her first sign that I had been hoodwinked into the same thing as her.  She was tied, helpless, naked, and sweating from exertion.  She knew I’d seen her with her cock mouth up Kelly’s cunt, but maybe didn’t know I’d watched Kelly ride her for several minutes.  
I would find out later that she’d actually been told to expect a different male actor, so my presence was indeed a surprise for her.  Her feeling of humiliation and embarrassment was even greater than mine as she lay there unable to explain or react in anyway.  She even knew the rest of the script in every detail except for me taking the part of daddy.  She felt a strange sensation of lust that made her pussy wet to know the things her husband was about to do.  
“Kelly, no,” I said.  “This… this has got to s-stop somewhere.  I think that… uh, that’s enough.  You… you can’t do this to mommy and daddy.”  It didn’t come out as a demand, but as a plea, with a submissive tone to it.  
Kelly, nude, rose from the bed and walked right up to me.  My eyes couldn’t help but run up and down her body.  “You like me being naked, don’t you, daddy?  You made an awful lot of noise when you came for me last night while mommy was out.  You’re going to do it again tonight and I’m gonna make you and mommy do some really naughty things together.  I think that will be fun.”  Up to now her voice had been innocent, teasing, but it turned harsh.  “So, don’t forget that I have you and mommy on tape doing cocaine and talking about selling it to your friends.  Now get your fucking clothes off now or I’ll use this on mommy.”  She picked up a riding crop that I hadn’t noticed lying on the bed.  
Sarah grunted in surprise and tried to talk through the gag.  Now that I knew it extended into her throat, I knew how hard it was for her sounds to make any sense.  But, the muffled noises and frantic shaking of her head told me that she didn’t think a whipping with a riding crop would be as much fun as Kelly thought it would be.  I had an instant reaction that I immediately regretted.  “You’re bluffing,” I said.  
Sarah practically screamed into her gag and I realized what I’d done.  “Ooo, daddy wants to test me?” said Kelly, taking advantage of my cue.  
“No, no,” I said as she raised the riding crop.  I unbuckled my belt and started pulling down my pants, but that didn’t stop the whistle of the crop or Sarah’s scream.  “Kelly, baby, daddy is stripping for you, just like you asked.  Don’t hit mommy again.”
She raised the crop again and said, “I didn’t ask.  I commanded you to strip.  Say it like that.”  She smacked Sarah again.  Two red stripes burned across my wife’s thigh as I said, pulling off my T-shirt, “Yes, Kelly, daddy is stripping just like you commanded me to.  I’ll do everything you want.  I’ll do anything.  Just don’t hit mommy again.”
Kelly watched as I finished stripping, my cock standing up hard despite the humiliation (or because of it?).  “Yes, daddy slave,” said Kelly.  “You’ll strip when I command you and do anything else I command.  I can see you enjoy this, don’t you?  And, just as a reminder of who’s in charge…” She smacked Sarah again, leaving a third red stripe.  “I’ll whip mommy if I feel like it, even if you’re a good boy for me.”
The teenager turned to mommy and said, “See, mommy, I told you I had surprises for you.  Daddy does everything I want, too.  You should have seen him beg to cum yesterday.  You should have seen how well he eats pussy when he’s tied up.  I’d let you get a sample, but I have something else planned for him.”  Kelly reached into the nightstand drawer and my stomach lurched at the thought of what was in there.  She pulled out a pair of handcuffs, not the gag, and I relaxed.  The cuffs were bad, but the dildo would have been too much.  She cuffed my hands behind my back and then stroked my cock.  “See, mommy, it’s not just yours anymore.  I get to play with it, too.  If you’re good, I might let you play with it sometime, but for now, you don’t get it.”  She giggled.  “Know what, daddy?  She’s been tied there for four hours and doing me over and over, but I haven’t let her cum yet.  Boy, is mommy horny right now, aren’t you?”
Sarah nodded her head and moaned.  
With me restrained, Kelly pulled out the duplicate of Sarah’s gag and walked back to me.  Suddenly I realized why Julia had given me a quick tour of the gag, complete with telling me what Sarah had to do to “get by.”  “Open up, daddy,” said Kelly.  “I think you’ll look cute, just like mommy… even better than mommy ‘cause you’ll have two dicks.”
I wanted to protest, but Hank has said – ‘do it like it was God himself commanding you.’  I thought of the riding crop and my helplessness.  I opened up, but not until after I said, “Please, Kelly, not daddy.”   Somehow I thought that she wasn’t going to really do it or that it wouldn’t be as bad as I thought.  But, she did it and it was.  Four inches of rubber cock slid between my lips and into my throat.  I gagged as it hit the back of my throat, but that didn’t stop it.  Kelly had already stepped behind me and was fastening the strap.  My eyes teared as the gag pressed deep and I could do nothing about it.  
With cock fastened firmly in my mouth, I breathed through my nose and tried to swallow.  If I remembered that I wasn’t actually going to choke, I found it less difficult and if I relaxed my throat it was even “better”, though still intolerable.   I pictured myself with Kelly riding my face now as she just had done to mommy.  But, that wasn’t what Kelly had in mind.  She positioned me between Sarah’s thighs and said, “Make mommy cum, daddy.  She’s really horny and I want to see you make her a happy girl slave.”
Sarah moaned in embarrassment, expressing the feeling of both of us.  Spread eagle, she could do nothing but watch as Kelly guided me forward to place the head of the cock at the entrance to her sopping pussy.  With my hands bound, I was nearly as helpless and unable to resist Kelly’s pull on the cock sticking out of my mouth.  The one time I did pause, all she had to do was wiggle her end of the cock to make my end bounce uncomfortably around in my throat.  I gagged again and let her position me.  
“Mommy’s really juicy,” said Kelly.  “I told you she’s been waiting four hours to cum.  But, let me help you get started.”  She spread Sarah’s pussy lips and pushed on the back of my head.  Off balance, I fell into Sarah’s crotch.  Juicy was not the word for Sarah’s pussy.  Sloppy was more apropos.  The cock slid all the way in with one push, accompanied by squishing sounds and an explosion of liquid on my face as I forced it out.  With the cock all the way in, my nose pressed into her cunt about where her clit was.  The aroma of sweat, her cum, and something else was overpowering.  Regaining my balance, I started to slide my cock mouth in and out of mommy’s pussy.  Bound and kneeling, it was difficult to get the right angle and the right rhythm going.  Any motion at all made the gag bounce deep in my throat.  It was an ordeal with every stroke, but slowly I managed to learn to cope with the depth and began to develop a rhythm in Sarah’s pussy.  
“Yeah, daddy,” said Kelly.  “Fuck mommy’s pussy with your face.  Fuck her for me.  I want to watch mommy cum even though she doesn’t want to.  She said she’d be too embarrassed to cum for me.  Do you find this embarrassing, too?  I’ll bet you do.  You didn’t expect to be fucking mommy this way.”  She got up and moved behind me.  I felt her hand on my balls.  “Ooo, daddy, this cock is hard, too.  But, I want you to wait a long time, just like mommy did.”
Kelly moved back into sight and started playing with mommy’s tits.  “Did I tell you what mommy did before you came home?  How did we use up four hours, mommy?”  Sarah was getting aroused, but stiffened noticeably at the reminder of the afternoon.  “Shall I tell him what you did for me?”
Sarah couldn’t make much of an intelligible sound, but she shook her head frantically and distinctly said, “Uh uh, uh uh.”  The sound came from deep in her throat, just a desperate grunt but it was a definite negative response.  She did not want Kelly to tell me about it.  Or, she did not want to relive the experience through words.
“Well, she danced for me,” started Kelly.  “I made her strip and dance naked in front of the big window.  I tied her up like a doggie on a leash and ran her around the backyard – naked of course.  Mommy really didn’t like that.  I made her play with herself, but she didn’t get to cum, did you, mommy?  She licked my pussy for me.  Oh, naughty mommy.  Then, the best part…”
Sarah again started shaking her head and grunting into her gag.  Damn, Kelly, she was distracting Sarah and making it harder for me to make her cum.  I was working hard, but to no avail.  It was frustrating to be balancing two opposing needs, my need to keep from gagging and my need to make Sarah cum.  With her distracted, all I was doing was making the fake cock in my throat harder to manage.    
“I tied her up like this and three boys came over and raped her.  It was soooo cool.”  Sarah’s sounds didn’t make it seem cool, but Kelly continued.  “She couldn’t do a damn thing about it.  She was completely naked and her eyes about bugged out of her head when she saw the boys come in.  I watched the whole time as they took turns with her cunt and her mouth, but never letting her cum.”  She giggled and said, “By the way, daddy, that’s boy cum you have spattered all over your face.  You’re doing a good job of cleaning mommy out.”
Now I understood why Sarah was so sloppy.  I also now knew what that other smell was that I had sensed.  In fact, my nose had been pushing in and out of Sarah’s pussy and now had a long strand of boy cum hanging from it.  I tried to imagine Sarah’s feelings as she saw three boys that she didn’t know enter the room and abuse her over and over again for her daughter’s spiteful pleasure.  I may not have fully understood her pain and humiliation, but fucking her with my cock mouth for an audience had to come in a close second.
“Daddy looks like he’s getting tired,” said Kelly.  “Think sexy thoughts, mommy, or daddy will never get to stop.  Cum for me.  What was it you said about liking it when daddy did this?”  She pinched mommy’s nipples and bent down to suck on them.  “Close your eyes and imagine this is daddy playing with your tits and daddy’s real cock is in your pussy.”  The 16-year-old shifted her body up closer to mommy’s head while she played with her tits.  Then, she moved her kissing from mommy’s tits to her face.  Sarah moaned, showing her growing arousal as Kelly nibbled at her ears and kissed her cheeks.  
Luckily for me, Sarah can cum pretty quick.  I noticed her breathing increase in pace.  With only her nose to breathe through, her breaths came hard and fast.  Her tits rose and fell in the same rapid pace and her moans deepened.  These were the sounds that I knew from experience indicated an orgasm was approaching.  My back was aching as I continued to stretch forward and back to drive my wife over the edge.  
Her body tensed and Kelly spoke again, interrupting Sarah’s revelry and reminding her that she was performing for her daughter.  “That’s it, mommy.  Fuck yourself on his cock mouth.  Show me how you cum.  Yeah, your muscles are all taut and you’re up off the bed.  Mmm, that must feel good, huh, mommy?  Does it feel good to show off for me?  I hope so because you’re gonna do it a lot for me.”
As Sarah’s body relaxed, I pulled out and fell to my side.  “You wore daddy out, mommy.  You took so long to cum, even when you were horny.  I think we’re going to have to punish you some more.”  The cock in my face must have been too messy for Kelly, because she grabbed me by my hair instead of the convenient handhold projecting from my mouth.  
Led by Kelly, I knee-walked up the bed until I straddled Sarah’s waist.  “Daddy, mommy is going to give you a blowjob now.  A big ol’ blowjob on your cock mouth.  I want to see every inch of it down her throat.  Do it.”  My daughter removed the dildo from mommy’s mouth.  Sarah was about to get her four inches replaced by my eight inches of plastic cock.  
Immediately, she gasped for air, then said, “Oh, honey, what are we going to do?  We can’t let her run our lives like this.”
“Open up, mommy,” said Kelly.  “I didn’t ungag you so you could talk.  Come on, mommy, you know I can make you do it.  I want you to take the entire cock down your throat just like you did the boys earlier.”
I looked over at Kelly, feeling absolutely silly with the cock pointed out of my face.  It was long enough that I could easily focus on the end of it without looking cross-eyed.  “Get down, daddy,” she said to me.  “Get down and feed mommy the whole thing.”  
Sarah was making the same, “Uh uh, uh uh,” sound that she’d made earlier.  With mommy carrying on like that, I couldn’t bring myself to put the cock where Kelly wanted it.  I just looked back and forth between the two, wondering what to do.  
“Dammit, daddy,” said Kelly.  “Don’t you worry about what mommy says.  I’m the boss here and you’ll both do what I tell you to do.”  With a quick motion, she had the riding crop back in her hand.  
I jumped as she slapped it across my ass.  “Mmmphf,” I grunted.  I leaned forward and Kelly took advantage of my exposed ass to hit it again.  I tried to comply, but Sarah refused to open her mouth.  I heard the whistle of the crop again and tensed, but it was Sarah that was the target.  
“Jesus, Kelly, please don’t hit mommy.  Don’t make me suck that cock.  Do you know where it’s been?  What it’s got on it?  That’s disgusting.  Aaaaaaah,” she finished as Kelly hit her a second time.  She lay there breathing heavily and then screamed in pure frustration, “Aaaaaaaa.”
Kelly appeared beside me.  “Fuck yeah, mommy.  I know exactly what it’s got on it.  I know it’s messy and needs to be cleaned off.  I want you to clean it with your mouth.  Remember all the times I had to eat your disgusting vegetables when I didn’t want to?  Well, now it’s your fucking turn to eat something disgusting for me.  Open up your fucking mouth and let me see what a good mommy slave you are.  Or else, I’ll whip you until you do.”
“Please, Kelly,” wailed Sarah one last time.  After a few seconds, she turned her head to face me again. “Feed me my cum and the boys’ cum,” she said and opened her mouth.  
I pressed the cock between her lips and started to slide it in.  Sarah and I had both been taught a lesson.  I was learning the magnitude of the naughty things that Kelly was going to make us do.  Sarah grimaced as the cock slid across her tongue and she tasted it.  Her lips were spread wide as I went in deeper and deeper.  As I leaned closer and closer to her face, I was looking right in her pleading eyes the whole time.  Neither of us had any option except to stare each other down, sharing our horror with our eyes.  In seconds, we were nose to nose, both sucking on cocks.  Only the rubber ring separating the two cocks was between us and an obscene kiss.  
As I pulled back out, the cock slid out clean as a whistle.  The suction that Sarah put on it left her with a foul mouthful.  I nearly removed it entirely, but Kelly pushed my head back down.  Sarah took the brief respite as a chance to swallow quickly, clearing most of the cum into her tummy, but leaving the aftertaste.  Kelly pushed me all the way back down.  “I didn’t say you could quit, daddy.  Mommy is going to suck it for a while.  Keep bobbing up and down so she feels it slide in and out, over and over.  Just like the boys raped your mouth, huh, mommy?  Now, it’s daddy’s turn.”
Sarah didn’t resist anymore and I kept pumping the cock in and out of her mouth.  It seemed like an eternity, but it was probably only a few minutes before Kelly finally stopped me.  Sarah was relieved when her gag was replaced.  The four inches must have seemed wonderful compared to the eight she’d just taken.  And, with her gag in place, it meant Kelly wasn’t going to make her suck the eight inches anymore.  
The 16-year-old seized the now clean dildo in my mouth and pulled me up and off the bed.  She untied mommy’s hands from the bed corners and quickly cuffed them behind her.  Finished with that, she untied mommy’s feet and pulled her to her feet by the dildo in her mouth.  Then, the process was reversed until I was spread eagle on the bed.  Neither one of us was ever totally free during the whole process.  There was never a time when we were both ungagged at the same time.  
“Would you like to ride on daddy’s cock now, mommy?  It’s been hard for so long and now it’s pointing at the ceiling just for you.”
It was hard to gauge Sarah’s reaction to the question.  Did she want to relieve me and herself at the same time?  Did she want to do it in front of our daughter?  Did she want to “reward” me after I’d just raped her throat?  She made no move, taking Kelly’s question as a rhetorical tease.  
“That’s just as well, mommy,” said Kelly.  “I’m not ready for daddy to get off yet.  Nope, I think it’s time you got even with daddy.  I want daddy to feel what it’s like to have eight inches of hard plastic down his throat.”
Holy shit! Was she kidding?  I could only hope she was, as she sat across my chest and removed my gag.  I strained against my bonds, but I was unable to move.  I knew that removing the gag was the first step in preparing me to service the cock sticking out of Sarah’s face.  When the gag was off, I said, “Kelly, that’s…”
She slapped me across the face.  “I hope you were going to say that’s just what you had in mind, daddy.  You argue with me again and I’ll whip the two of you all night long.  Now, since I think you might have been about to tell me you didn’t want to suck the cock, I want you to assure me that’s not what you were going to say.  Say, yes, Kelly, baby, please force eight inches of cock down my waiting and eager throat.”
I swallowed hard and said, “Yes, Kelly, baby, please force eight inches of cock down my waiting and eager throat.”  Then I waited. Christ, if I refused, they’d only reshoot the scene until I got it right. I was over a barrel and I knew it. 
First, she pushed Sarah to her knees.  Then, she made Sarah stick the cock in her daughter’s pussy again.  With her juices now freshly on the cock, she led Sarah to straddle me.  I watched in disbelief as Sarah leaned forward.  My mouth was open, tentatively, not eagerly as I’d said.  But, all the slippery cock needed was a slight opening.  It penetrated my lips and spread them open.  My eyes bulged as the cock hit the back of my throat.  Straining to keep calm, I felt myself try to gag and then the cock just slid right on down.  Kelly’s hand was on my throat.  “I feel it, daddy.  I can feel the big ol’ cock right down here in your throat.  I’ll bet it just feels absolutely horrible, doesn’t it, daddy?”
“Uh huh,” I agreed from deep down in my throat.  Horrible was hardly the word for it.  For me, a heterosexual male, this feeling was as foreign and as forbidden as anything I could imagine.  Sarah pulled the cock out and slid it deep again.  I struggled to maintain my composure and tried to make the invasion as comfortable as possible.  The repetition of the cock going in and out seemed to wear down my sensitivity, but the biggest help was coordinated breathing and swallowing.  
“Suck cock for me, daddy,” said my little girl.  “Show me how much you like having a big black cock in your mouth.  I told you I was going to make you and mommy do some naughty things.”  Her hand was on my throat and I’m sure she was getting a thrill from feeling my throat bulge and relax time after time.  “Just a little bit more, daddy,” she said as she got up and stood over Sarah.  Then, Kelly leaned over Sarah and took her mommy’s hair in her hands.  Using both hands, she started pumping Sarah’s head up and down, making the cock slide fast and deep.  “You’re doing this really good, daddy.  Maybe I’ll invite the boys back over and you can blow them.”
Lying there as my throat was being helplessly ravaged, I had an image of me making porn videos with other men.  Was that what Hank and Julia and Kelly had in mind?  Was I just being prepared for more cock sucking to come?  As I pondered that terrible thought, Kelly pulled Sarah up and free of my mouth.  I gasped for air and enjoyed the relief of having my mouth to myself again.  “Why are you doing this, Kelly?” I asked.
“Because I can, daddy,” she replied immediately.  “You two druggies have made my life miserable and now I want to embarrass you and abuse you.  I’m going to keep you as my slaves for years and years.”
She stuffed a ball gag in my mouth before I could say anymore.  Then, she repeated the process she’d done before to reverse Sarah’s and my positions.  When she was done, Sarah was tied on the bed and I was again cuffed.  Kelly had left Sarah ungagged.  The 16-year-old then positioned me straddling Sarah’s tummy and grabbed my cock.  “Time for daddy to cum, mommy,” she said.  “I’m going to jerk him off and make him shoot all over you.  I’m going to play with his cock, not you.”
Kelly had kept me hard for so long that as soon as she grabbed my cock, I let out a sigh of pleasure.  She knew what she was doing as she expertly stroked the length of my cock.  But, she did it too slowly for me to cum.  Pleasant as it was, she was teasing me.  “Want to cum, daddy?” she whispered in my ear.  “I can let you cum, or I can stop just before you do cum.  Tell me, daddy, do you want your little girl to make you cum all over mommy?”
I nodded my head.  I was practically out of my head with lust.  My cock was pounding and my body ached from being so hot for so long.  
“If I take out your gag, will you tell me and mommy how much you want me to spray your cum all over mommy?  Will you beg really, really cute?  Will you promise to do everything I ask forever?”
I nodded.  I was ready to do anything.  Maybe if her hand stopped completely, I could get under control again.  But, as long as she kept up the long, slow strokes, my cock had control of me and begged for release.  I’d do anything to be satisfied right now. She took out the gag and I said, “Please, Kelly, baby, finish me off.  Jerk me off and let me cum.  Spray my cum all over mommy.  Oh, God, Kelly, please, daddy needs it soooo bad.  I’ll be your slave forever.  I’ll do everything you want.  Just please make me shoot cum on mommy.  Speed up your hand for daddy.  Please, baby?”


She did as I asked, speeding up her hand and tightening her grip at the same time.  Seconds later, I started spewing long strands of cum out of my cock.  Kelly kept pumping until my cock softened in her hand.  Sarah was covered from chin to below her tits with cum.  I don’t think I’d ever unloaded that much before.  
Kelly leaned forward to whisper in Sarah’s ear.  It was a stage whisper so the microphones could pick it up.  “Mommy, would you like me to untie you and leave you alone so you can shower and dress?  Would you like this to be over?”
Sarah nodded. “Yes, baby, please, no more, just untie us.”
“Just one more thing, mommy, and then I’ll untie you.  If you do this for me, then I won’t bother you until tomorrow night.  Tell me how much you like the taste of daddy’s cum and how much you wish he’d cum in your mouth.  Tell me that and I’ll let you go.”
“Yes, baby,” said Sarah.  “I do really like daddy’s cum.  Too bad that he didn’t get to cum in my mouth.  I’d take it all and swallow it down.”  She stopped, but Kelly waved her hand to say, keep going.  “Daddy’s cum is really tasty.  I wish I’d had his cock in my mouth.  I wish I’d sucked him off instead of that hard dildo he fed me.  I wish I had a tummy full of his cum now.”
“That’s good, mommy,” said Kelly, brandishing a spoon.  “I’ll let you have it all right now.”  
Sarah watched in horror as Kelly scraped up a spoonful of cum and put it to mommy’s lips.  Sarah couldn’t refuse Kelly now.  She opened up her mouth and let Kelly spoon the sticky cream into her mouth.  “Now, swallow, mommy,” said Kelly.  As Sarah complied, Kelly filled the spoon again.  “Here’s some more of daddy’s yummy cum.”
I sat in frozen silence, afraid that if I drew any attention to myself, Kelly might decide to feed me some, too.  But, she kept going with Sarah, seven spoonfuls in all, until the cum was entirely gone.  Then, she let mommy lick the spoon clean.  
When that was done, Kelly untied us and left the view of the cameras.  Sarah hugged me tight and said, “Oh, honey, I can’t believe it.  You, too.  What are we going to do?”
I didn’t know if that was a line from the script or from reality.  Either way her question fit.  What were we going to do?  Just in case, I answered as vaguely as I could.  “I don’t think there’s a damn thing we can do, sweetie.  We’re in too deep to get out now.”
Suddenly, Kelly, not our spiteful screen daughter, but the neighbor’s cute little girl, bounded on the bed and scrunched herself between us.  “I wanna go home with you guys tonight and have a three way.  What do you say?”
“Count me in,” said Sarah with enthusiasm.  Hell, my cock voted for me.  
Back at our house, I watched as Sarah showed her passion for Kelly’s pussy.  That was something I’d never have guessed.  Then, Kelly gave me a blowjob – better than anything I’d had before.  Finally, Kelly ate out Sarah.  We fell asleep in our bed, naked and happy.  
Film Star
By Kenna
Chapter 2
(Ff, Ff, Fg, MFggggg, oral, pedo)
Life changed considerably after my initiation into the kiddie porn business.  First off, I made Sarah tell me her story about how she got trapped into this world of debauchery.  I discovered a hidden side of my wife as she told her tale.
Six months ago, Kelly invited Sarah over to swim in their indoor pool.  Kelly was 15 at the time. It was the middle of winter, so Sarah took her up on the rare invitation.  She also thought Kelly was a cute girl and liked to be around her.  Cute, in a sexy way.  When Sarah admitted that, I felt a twitch in my crotch as I imagined what that meant.  Sarah went on to say she had messed around with other girls when she was in high school, before we met.  I never knew she had this thing for other women, but as it turned out, Sarah really had a passion for high school girls, like she wanted to relive those glorious days of sleepovers and showers.  
So, Sarah wore her sexiest bikini, just to flirt with Kelly, and found Kelly wearing her sexiest bikini, too.  As Sarah told her story, I found myself leaning forward, sitting on the edge of my chair in anticipation of what this was leading to.  Up until she saw Kelly in that bikini, Sarah had only plans to flirt and hadn’t thought of going past that stage.  But, Kelly had.  Alone with Sarah, Kelly started talking about her own sleepovers, hinting at what she’d done with her girlfriends.  Like best friends, the two started to share stories of teen lesbian lust.  
Having led Sarah toward the forbidden realm, Kelly called out, “Come and get me,” and threw her top up on the pool deck.  
Sarah didn’t even think twice as she splashed after the teenager.  Trapped against the side of the pool, Kelly gave in to Sarah’s kisses and let the older woman’s hands roam over her growing breasts.  The 15-year-old untied Sarah’s top and pulled it away so she could enjoy Sarah’s tits.  Sarah kissed her way down the young girl’s chest and stopped to suckle on her small nipples.  Kelly moaned in pleasure at the intimate contact and at the knowledge that her plan was unfolding nicely.  In the corner of the pool area, a hidden camera caught everything.  
Kelly broke free and climbed out of the pool.  Sarah quickly followed.  Embracing, Kelly whispered to Sarah, “If you want, you can take off my bottoms and touch me there, too.”  Sarah didn’t have to be asked twice, but the film was particularly damning as it failed to catch Kelly’s whisper and showed Sarah as the aggressor, stripping the younger girl quickly.  Sarah shed her own bottoms and then knelt between Kelly’s legs, licking at the 15-year-old’s pussy until she came.  For several minutes after that, the two kissed and rubbed their bodies together.  Finally, Sarah maneuvered Kelly between her legs and watched as the young girl expertly ate pussy.  
As she did with me, Kelly used that tape to force Sarah to return three more times and each time Sarah knew she was on camera.  The first time, Kelly enjoyed Sarah again, but getting a better quality video.  The second time, Kelly introduced Sarah to Melanie, an 11-year-old innocent beauty.  “Have you ever done it with a girl this young?” asked Kelly.  Without waiting for an answer, she stripped Melanie slowly and sensuously, kissing each part of the little girl’s body as she uncovered it.  Entranced, Sarah watched, her desire growing as the two girls made out right in front of her.  Melanie, just starting to blossom, barely had tits and was still hairless between her legs.  Sarah had never done a girl this young before.  When she was that age, she wasn’t into girls yet.  And though some of her high school lovers had little sisters, she never once thought of them as a sex partner.  
It was Melanie that looked sweetly up at Sarah and said, “Aren’t you going to take off your clothes, too.  I like eating big girl pussy.”  In a flash, Sarah stripped and joined the two other girls on the floor.  Melanie did indeed show her enthusiasm for big girl pussy and later Sarah showed her newly discovered passion for little girl pussy, hairless and puffy.  
The third and final time, Kelly did not participate.  She just introduced Sarah to Hannah, 8-years-old, and said, “Show her what you do with little girls.”
First, Sarah stripped for the girl, saying, “Look at my naked body, baby.  I want to show you everything and then you can show me everything.”  When Hannah hesitated, Sarah stripped her, uncaring if the girl wanted to do this or not.  Sarah was trembling with lust as she uncovered every inch of the 8-year-old’s body.  Sliding down her panties last, Sarah brushed her fingers against the smooth slit.  So incredibly innocent, Hannah just stood with her finger in her mouth as Sarah fondled her.  
When Sarah laid her back on the floor, Hannah continued to act innocent and sweet.  But, as we both learned later, Hannah is simply a pretty damn good little actress.  She’d been here before and knew exactly what was going to happen.  After she squealed with her orgasm, she put her face in Sarah’s crotch and watered the older woman’s eyes with her expertise.  
That was six months ago and since then, Sarah had made six movies for Hank and Julia.  In her first movie, Sarah made out with Melanie again, this time playing the role of mother and daughter.  Caught by daddy, 36-year-old Rocky, the two were forced to have sex with him.  Rocky looked like he really enjoyed feeding his cock to my wife and then to his daughter.  Shot in four different days, then spliced together, it looked like Rocky fucked Sarah in the mouth, Melanie in the mouth, Melanie in the pussy, and finally Sarah in the pussy.  When Sarah was being serviced, the camera occasionally showed Melanie watching her daddy dish out perverted punishment to her mommy.  
Her second film cast Sarah as a Girl Scout leader seducing two of her troop and then ending with a little girl orgy.  In her third film, she was a Boy Scout leader.  The troop had a really good turnout whenever Sarah took them on a campout.  Her fourth film was the first time she was introduced to bondage.  While babysitting her nieces and nephews (2 of each), she was overpowered by the little darlings and hog-tied.  It didn’t take them long to get everyone nude and Sarah made all her sister’s children happy with her mouth.  Following that, she was a teacher who liked little boys and then a naughty mommy again.  Hank made two movies a month, one with at least one adult in it, and one with no adults, just curious kids going all the way.  
One of the first things that Hank did after my first movie was to introduce me to my underage costars.  Hank, Julia, Sarah, and I were the only adults in a house filled with 16 kids.  Like typical kids, they were a wild group, but as soon as Hank said, “Everybody line up,” the kids got quiet and lined up in age order.  With the kids all in one place for the first time, I saw there were 4 boys and 12 girls.  The ratio of boys to girls didn’t surprise me.  I had to agree that little girls were more popular than little boys. Kelly, now retired, was not in the line, but acted as emcee to introduce the kids.  
The tallest and oldest was a boy.  “This is Kevin,” said Kelly.  “He’s 15.  He likes making out with little girls and they like making out with him.”  The entire line of girls giggled at that announcement.  Kevin was approaching 6 feet tall and probably still growing.  He was handsome, with an athletic look, blonde hair, and brown eyes.  It wasn’t hard to imagine what the girls saw in him – big brother, stud, hunk.  “His last movie had him play the role of big brother babysitter to his two little sisters.” I shook his hand and Kevin stepped aside.  “Oh yeah, last time we measured his hard on it was 7 inches long.”
 A beautiful blonde, blue-eyed girl was next in line, but then, all of the kids were beautiful.  “Here’s Holly.  She’s 15.  She’s 34-22-33 and is a C-cup.  Like Kevin, she likes making out with little girls.  Her last movie was Shutting Up Little Sister, in which she ties up her annoying little sister, uses her, and then leaves her for daddy to find.”  Holly was slender and short, a very petite girl that looked like a lot of fun.  I reach to shake her hand, but she avoided it.  Instead, she stood on tiptoes and gave me a kiss on the cheek.  
“You’ve met Amanda,” said Kelly.  “She’s 14 with a B-cup bra on, if she’s wearing one.  Amanda is 32-20-31.  Her last movie was Neighborhood Menace, in which she plays a young girl who falls prey to a dirty old man who wanders the neighborhood.”  I didn’t extend my hand this time, but leaned down for a kiss on the cheek.  
“And here’s Brian.  He’s 13 with a 5-inch cock.  His last movie was Make Me, Mommy.  Despite its title, mommy didn’t have to work very hard to make him satisfy her every sexual desire.  That was also Sarah’s latest movie as the mommy who made him do it all.”  I tried to shake Brian’s hand, but he kissed my cheek like the girls had.  It made me shiver to think that Sarah had done little girl movies – Brian’s kiss reminded me that I would be doing little boy movies and, I assumed, the kisses would be more than on the cheek.  
“This is Sam, or Samantha.”  This cutie had short brown hair and big brown eyes.  The word elfin came to mind as I looked at her.  God, I had a vision of her lips wrapped around my cock.  I hoped I’d be in a movie with her soon.  “Sam is 13 and a B-cup.  She is 31-20-30.”   Slender and sleek.  “Her latest movie was Babysitter Aunt, in which she and her siblings tie up their aunt one fun filled afternoon.
“Here’s Alex, or Alexandra.  Depending on the movie, she plays a really good tomboy named Alex, or a very sweet girl named Alexandra.”  Like Sam, Alex had short hair – perfect for a tomboy role.  Impish was the word that described her.  She had a nearly constant grin on her lovely face.  “She’s 12 with A-cup tits.  With a 27-20-21 figure, she’s the last one I’m going to announce that statistic for since the younger ones don’t measure up quite the same.  Her last movie was also Babysitter Aunt.”
“Let’s see, you know Stephanie.  Her last movie was Preteen Delinquent.  When she gets in trouble, the cops really like it.”  When I bent down, Stephanie kissed me on the lips.  Not a sloppy kiss, just a peck on the lips, but definitely different from the others who had pecked my cheek.  
“Next is Melanie.  She is also 11.  Her last movie was Summer Camp, in which she discovers the joys of girl and boy sex.  You gotta see the shower scene sometime.”  Melanie had long brown hair and cobalt blue eyes.  In her tight shirt, I could see she was completely flat chested.  But, like Kelly had said, none of the littler girls had measurements worth announcing.  Instead, their sexy looks came from their innocence and their smooth, hairless bodies.  
I looked at the small boy that was next in line.  He was shorter than the two girls behind him, even though they were a year younger than him.  “This is Joey,” said Kelly.  “He’s 11 and his cock is a whopping two inches long.  He was just in Babysitter Aunt with Sam, Alex, and Sarah.”  The boy had long eyelashes and fine features, making him look feminine.  
Kelly snorted in annoyance when she looked at the head of the line.  The next two girls were standing side-by-side, hand-in-hand.  “Oh, all right,” said Kelly.  “Both of you come on up.  This is Summer and Melissa.  That’s Summer on the left.  They’re both 10 and best friends.  Their last movie was done together.  They played best friends who get very intimate.”  They giggled and then kissed each other.  I saw a flash of tongue as they did.  Their latest role was probably not very demanding for them.  
“This is Natasha.  She’s 9.  Her latest movie was Naughty Niece.  In that movie, both aunt and uncle get a piece of her.”  She had long brown hair and light blue eyes.  Freckles on her cheeks and nose accentuated her sexy, innocent face.  It gave her an irresistible appeal.  
“Next, we have Devin.  He’s 9 and his cock is about an inch and a half long.  And, he’s never cum.  Probably a couple more years, huh, Devin?”  
“Eat me, Kelly,” said the otherwise innocent looking boy.  I imagine being the only one in the room who had never had an orgasm would be quite frustrating and Kelly’s joke didn’t strike him as funny.  
“Maybe later, sweetie,” said Kelly.  “His last movie was Tempting Teacher.  That’s another one of Sarah’s movies.  In this one, he is a very good student who quickly learns how to eat pussy for his teacher.
“And, also in that movie was Katie.  She’s 9.  She plays the girl who catches Devin and the teacher together.  The teacher ties her up so she can’t run and tell someone.  Then, Katie learns how to suck cock and eat pussy, too.
“Finally, our two newcomers,” Kelly giggled.  When I didn’t react, she said, “Get it, they’re new to the group and they just learned about cumming – newcomers.  Oh, well, I thought it was funny.  The first one is Carmen.  She’s 8 years old.  Her latest movie was What’s Up Doc, in which the doctor uses some unusual diagnostic techniques to exam Carmen inside and out.”  
I tried to picture this tiny slip of a girl with a man’s cock in her pussy.  It just didn’t seem possible, or at least, it sounded really painful.  Reading my thoughts, Hank said, “Don’t want you to get the wrong idea, Bill.  If the girl is under 10 years old, she doesn’t take a man’s cock in the pussy.  In the movie, the doc inspects her tonsils with his cock, her pussy with his tongue, and her ass with a vibrator.”
“And, this is Hannah,” said Kelly.  “She’s also just 8 years old.  Her latest movie was Tattletale.  In that movie, she catches her older sister and her boyfriend doing the dirty deed and tells mommy and daddy about it.  Days later, when big sister has to drive her to a Brownies meeting, there is a slight detour into the woods.  There, sister and boyfriend strip her and make her do some very naughty things.”  Hannah, the smallest of all the kids, had blonde hair done up in pigtails and blue eyes.  I looked forward to spreading her lips with my cock, all the better knowing that she was just 8 years old.  
Following the introductions, Hank took me down into the basement again and through a door in the back.  Looking through the door, I saw a tunnel that curved off to the right.  “Come on and I’ll show you where this goes,” he said.  It pointed out the back of his house, took a hard left and then gently curved.  It wound its way back and forth until I had no idea what direction we were walking.  For all I knew, we were walking in a circle.  I was getting to know Hank and realized there would be something unexpected at the end of the tunnel.  
As we walked, he talked to me more about his business.  He had two other men and three other women who appeared in his kiddie porn videos as moms, dads, teachers, doctors, neighbors, aunts, uncles, or whatever the script called for.  The kids came and went, but not quickly.  He picked them up around the age of 8 and dropped them around 15 or 16.  When I asked what he meant by picked them up, he just said that the kids had it better off here than where they came from.  Sure there was the porn, but the kids enjoyed it.  And, they were treated, fed, housed, and schooled better than they’d been before he picked them up.  
That led to a discussion of just how they were treated.  Hank put them in “foster homes” with people who could keep his secret.  The “foster parents” were paid well by Hank so long as they treated the kids well.  All the kids were home schooled so they wouldn’t interact with kids at school or on a playground.  Essentially isolated from the rest of the world, the kids bonded with each other and with the adults around them.  And, while there was constant sex between kids and kids or kids and adults, the kids could always say no to an adult.  That gave them a comfort zone where they could control the occurrence and intensity of sex with an adult.  
The final curve brought us up to a cement wall.  “What’s this?” I asked.
“This is your basement wall,” said Hank.  “We started the tunnel when Sarah joined us, but we can’t complete it without your knowledge.  Tomorrow we break through the wall and into your basement.”


“Because… ?” I prompted him.
“Because I want to consolidate my operation.  I’m pulling the kids from all their foster homes and moving them into your basement.”  I opened my mouth to speak, but he quickly continued.  “Of course before then, we have to build rooms down here.  We’ll put in eight bedrooms and a big shower/bathroom area.   The kids will double up, two to a room.  I plan to extend your basement into the hill beside your house for a big rec room.  In there, Sarah has agreed to do the home schooling.  The kids can gather and play in there.  And we’ll put in a swimming pool in the backyard.”
“Hank, you can’t do this,” I said.  The idea of him and his business trespassing into my house didn’t strike me as a good idea.  “After everything else you’re making me do, you want me to babysit the kids all day and night?”
“Calm down, Bill.  You’re not babysitting them.  You’re becoming their daddy.  Like I said before, imagine all these little girls calling you daddy as you cum in their tight pussies or in their mouths.  I’m putting you and Sarah in charge of 16 horny kids.  All expenses paid, plus your salary, too.  Think about that, Bill.  I’m doubling your salary and I’m asking for no more than 4-5 days a month to shoot a film.”
“But, my house.  You’re gonna tear up the house.”
“No, I’m improving your house.  A pool, a rec room, and a finished basement for a big family.  That’s a lot of improvement.  And, I promise you that we won’t damage your house in the process.”
“It’s so expensive, though.”
“Bill, I film, edit, and release two movies a month.  If each of those movies earns just five hundred thousand, that’s 12 million bucks a year.  I have the money to make this work.”
Twelve million dollars a year, I thought to myself.  That’s a lot of money.  If he’s been doing this for 8 years, now that’s a hell of a lot of money.    “What’s the catch?” I asked.
“Come on,” he waved at me and we started the trek back to his house.  I saw the plan now.  Studios in his house, a dormitory in my house, and a tunnel between meant that kids would not be constantly coming up to his front door and disappearing for a day or a week.  “There’s not a catch, buddy.  Julia and I started making these movies to get our own rocks off.  We were always open with Kelly before, letting her shower with us, talk about sex, and even watch us have sex.  When she turned 8, she was ready to become part of our sex lives.  She was our first star, but more came after that.  Then, the money started flowing in.
“Bill, my point is that I never did this for the money.  I have plenty of money now, but I’m not going to stop making movies.  I love this too much.  And, the side benefit is that I can have a different little Lolita every night.  Hell, yes, I do the little girls, too, but not on film.  So, I’m going to use my big basket of money to make the operation safer for Julia and me by consolidating everything into this complex.  That way I can make movies, eat bare pussies, and fill the mouths of little girls forever.  Bill, I’m paying you and doing all of this to reduce my risk.”
When we got back to his house, he yelled, “Line up, everybody.”  The kids hustled to get organized again.  “Still not convinced, Bill?  Take any one of these girls with you tonight and let her convince you.”
I had to agree that would be a pretty convincing argument.  “So many to choose from,” I muttered. 
“Take two, take three,” said Hank.  
“Ooo, honey,” said Sarah, cuddling up to me suddenly.  “Take four – two for me and two for you.  Wait until you see two of them trying to lick my pussy at the same time, or suck your cock at the same time.  We’ll convince you.”
I remembered that Sarah was on Hank’s side.  She was already convinced and wanted me in, too.  Images of girls, boys, Sarah, and me all naked and taking turns were very convincing.  Hell, what was I fighting, I asked myself.  My own puritanical notions, I decided.  I was convinced, but I didn’t say that right away.  I wanted to let some girls do their best convincing first.  
“OK,” I said.  “I’ll take Samantha, Melanie, Summer, and Hannah.  Let’s see what they can do about convincing me.”
“Oh, ooo, uh, Mr. Hanson,” said Melissa.  “Not her without me,” she pointed at her best friend, Summer.  “Please?”
At the same time, I noticed sad looks on the faces of at least Alex and Stephanie.  It was like I was playing favorites and had hurt some feelings in the process.  I could just imagine Alex and Stephanie thinking, what, I’m not good enough?
“Hold on,” I said.  “This is really an awkward situation that you put me in, Hank.  I want to take them all home with me tonight.  They’re all beautiful and sexy and can probably make a pretty convincing argument.  But, I can’t handle all of them in one night.  So, let’s just say that the girls I selected will convince me tonight.  Then, I want a chance with each of the girls so I don’t feel like I’m missing anything.”  That was meant to serve as a compliment to those not chosen and it seemed to brighten the looks on Alex and Stephanie.  
“Deal,” said Hank.  
“However, I do believe there is a motion on the floor that Melissa and Summer come as a matched set.  So, in the spirit of harmony, I’ll take Melissa, too.”
“Well, not because you have to,” said Melissa.  “I mean, if you didn’t pick me, then I guess you don’t want me.”  There was a little tease in her voice.  It took a lot of self-confidence for the 10-year-old to give me an out.  At the same time, she was hoping (or certain) that I wouldn’t take the opening.  
“Well, it just might kill me,” I said.  “But, at least I’ll die happy with five sexy little girls all in the same bed with me and my wife.”  As far as I was concerned, that was the end of the evening.  I led the five girls toward the front door with Sarah bringing up the rear.  If Hank had more planned, he didn’t say so.  Obviously he didn’t want to break the spell that the girls had over me.  He wanted me to enjoy them now and as often during the night as I could.  
Melissa caught me from behind as we walked down toward our house.  “Piggy back ride,” she said and I pulled her onto my back.  She snuggled tight, pressing her young body against my back.  
Summer danced in front of me, half walking backward and half turning to keep ahead of me.  “Can you feel her titties on your back?” she asked.  The two friends operated like a team.  “Course you can’t, ‘cause she doesn’t have any titties.  Neither do I, but we’re gonna get them soon.  If you want, I bet she’ll spread wider and rub her pussy on you.”
Not waiting for an invitation from me, Melissa did just that.  It was a sensuous motion that made my cock harden.  The idea of these two innocent looking girls behaving like this was incredible.  I put my hands back and managed to reach up to Melissa’s ass.  I squeezed her cheeks as she rubbed against me.  
“Watch out, Bill!” yelled Sarah.  She passed me on my left, running across the grass, completely naked.  Right on her heels were Sam and Melanie, also naked.  In amazement, I watched the three lovely asses disappear into the darkness.  As they disappeared, Hannah came running by, still in her panties.  
“Shoot,” said Hannah.  She stopped a few feet in front of us and turned.  “I can’t see them anymore.  Guess I’ll stay with you guys.”  She walked along beside me while my mind raced at what I’d just seen.  I was still thinking like I was sampling forbidden fruit when in fact I was entering a life where nothing was forbidden anymore.  Sarah’s enthusiasm and the two nude girls chasing her had convinced me of that.  These girls wanted to get naked and have sex.  Sarah would be waiting in bed with the Sam and Melanie by the time I got there.  And here I was giving a little girl a piggy back ride when not too long from now she’d be sucking my cock.   
I dropped Melissa off my back and said, “Hannah, you can’t stay with us unless you take off your panties, too.  And, you two,” I looked devilishly at Summer and Melissa, “prove to me that you don’t have titties or pussy hair.”  They looked astonished for a brief second, then peeled off their tops.  I started stripping as well, intending to follow in Sarah’s footsteps.  By the time I got my clothes off, the three girls were already nude and watching me catch up.  My hard cock sprang out at them as I pulled off my underwear.  
Summer and Melissa literally pounced on me in unison.  Hannah joined in by grabbing a leg, but I was already on the way down when she did.  Letting the girls tackle me, I fell onto the grass.  Summer licked the length of my shaft and Melissa took it in her mouth.  With a giggle, Hannah crawled up and sat on my chest, in a position that left her legs spread wide and her cute little pussy begging for me.  I grabbed her ass and slid her forward until her pussy was pressed against my mouth.  Then, I started to lick her hairless slit like this was something I did every day.  
I couldn’t fight the feelings of lust I had.  My cock was in heaven, touched by nothing but 10-year-old mouths.  My vision was filled with the soft, sweet body of a slip of a girl, just 8-years-old.  As I’d been tackled, I had a vision of Sarah with two girls eating her.  God, that was something I wanted to see, but … Melissa’s mouth felt so good that I lost my train of thought.  
As the two girls servicing my cock swapped back and forth, I could hear them whispering to each other.  The whispering made it sound like they were conspiring and I was pretty sure of it when one of them said, “Yes, he will!”  They quieted down then, probably realizing they were getting too loud.  
Suddenly, Hannah was pressing harder down on my tongue and started humping against my face.  She was having an orgasm.  It seemed like only seconds since I’d started on her.  At the same time, I sensed one of the girls behind her standing up.  Summer’s face appeared over Hannah’s shoulder, “Damn,” she said.  “I bet that you’d cum before Hannah and I lost.  Now I have to play with myself for my first cum.”
I assumed that playing with herself was less desirable than someone’s tongue or my cock getting her off.  But, I noticed she just said for her first cum.  How many more would we all have this evening?  Then my cock was totally unattended and Melissa stood over Hannah’s other shoulder.  “So, we’ll finish you off at home.  Come on, Hannah.”
Each of the 10-year-olds grabbed one of Hannah’s hands.  “Uh oh, bye,” said Hannah. The girls took off toward my house again.  Caught by surprise it took me a second to react.  As I stood and started to run after them, they were already out of sight in the dark.  My cock bounced hard though as I chased after the sound of squealing laughter knowing that I was hot on the heels of three nude pre-teens.  
I came in sight of the back porch lights of my house in time to see the girls round the corner just ahead of me.  I came around the corner of the house, now just 10 feet from them as they scampered across the patio and onto the back porch.  I grabbed them all in a big hug as I caught them at the door and they squealed again.  “Come on,” said Summer, taking my hand.  She led me through my house toward my bedroom like she knew where she was going.  Obviously, Sarah had had her up in our bedroom before.  
When we burst into the room, Sarah, Sam, and Melanie were sitting on the bed necking.  “About time,” said Sam.
“I made them wait for you,” said Sarah.  “You’re the guest of honor.  Who and what do you want first?”
“Oh, hell,” I said.  “I can’t decide who or what and it doesn’t really matter.  So long as I get my cock in every female mouth and inside every female cunt, except Hannah, of course, I’ll be happy.  So, that decides it,” I had given myself an idea.  “All six of you line up on your knees and open up.  I want to see your lips wrapped around my cock, one at a time.  Then, I think Summer and Melissa have a job to finish.”
The girls all lined up in no particular order.  Sarah was in the middle and I stepped up to the end closest to me, in front of Sam.  Elfin, I remembered, her look was a sexy one.  Besides Sarah, Sam was the only one with tits to speak of.  Just 13-years-old, she opened her mouth and let me enter.  I felt her hands on my ass as she pulled me toward her.  Despite the knowledge that I was in a roomful of porn stars, I was amazed when my cock slid all the way to the hilt.  She made some sucking noises and pulled back.  The entire act was incredibly erotic.  
Next was Hannah as I stepped from oldest of the underage girls to the youngest.  Hannah opened wide, her eyes showing her delight.  I put my cock in her mouth and pushed forward.  I kept pushing, waiting for some resistance.  When my balls banged on her chin, I knew what I could expect from each and every one of the little vixens.  The 8-year-old looked incredible with her blond pigtails, blue eyes, and spread lips.  She was holding my balls with one hand and the other was resting on my ass.  She pulled back about six inches and then leaned forward again.  Her mouth was about the tightest thing I could imagine wrapped around my cock.  But, I pulled out of her mouth and stepped up to Sarah.  
Sarah had never been much for oral sex for our married life, but I’d just seen her take an 8-inch dildo down her throat and that was about my size.  Maybe six months ago she couldn’t have done it, but I figured for the last six months she’d been holding out on me.  I pressed my cock to her lips and said, “Come and get it.”  She didn’t need to be asked twice as she sucked my cock down quickly and deeply.  
Just as quickly she pulled back, “Mmmm, that was worth the wait.  Now give the other girls a chance, too.”  
When I got to Melanie, she held back and said shyly, “Daddy, don’t make me do it again.”  
To her right, Melissa and Summer giggled.  I figured Melanie was putting on an act, so I pointed at the cock and her mouth and waited.  
“Please, Daddy, that’s gross,” she pleaded.  
Melissa and Summer started chanting next to her, “Melanie’s gonna suck co-ock, Melanie’s gonna suck co-ock.”  My cock hardened more than I could believe as I stared down at the reluctant 11-year-old, begging me for a reprieve and being taunted by her … sisters (?).  “Melanie’s gonna suck co-ock.”  
“Your turn, Melanie,” I said, getting into the fantasy.  “Open up for daddy.  You know you’re gonna have to do it, so let’s make it easy, OK?”
“OK, daddy,” she said in a small voice.  Her lips touched the head of my cock and her tongue flicked out to lick off my pre-cum.  Then, she swallowed my cock like the rest had.  “Melanie’s suck-ing co-ock,” said Melissa and Summer.  When my cock slid out, she couldn’t help but grin.  “God, you got hard, daddy.”
“Just for you, baby,” I said.  Later I would stop to take the time to be amazed at how the girls operated.  On a whim she’d decided to play coy.  Without hesitation, Melissa and Summer had played along to create an incredibly erotic moment of debauchery.  When Melanie swallowed my cock, I had no doubt that I was invading my own daughter’s throat.  
Always the team, Melissa and Summer worked together.  Melissa swallowed my cock quickly while Summer licked and sucked on my balls.  Melissa got just a taste of my cock and the two switched places.  Their hairless little bodies and flat chests squirming around while they serviced my cock was a huge turn on.  
After running the cocksucking gauntlet, I said, “Melissa and Summer started something on the way down here and have to finish it.  But, first, I believe I heard Summer say she lost a bet and has to play with herself.  I want to watch her diddle herself off.”
“Boring,” said Sam, then to Hannah, “Come on let’s get mommy all hot and horny.”  The three of them jumped on the bed with Hannah nuzzling between Sarah’s legs and Sam going to work on my wife’s tits.  Melanie joined them, leaving me with the two 10-year-olds. 
Summer said, “Thanks, daddy, you could have made me wait and I’d be stuck, getting all hot and horny until later.”  She sat in the chair and pulled her knees up to her chest.  I had a perfect view of her hairless slit as she slid a finger between her lips.  Taking her time, she slowly ran the finger up and down the length of her slit, occasionally tickling her clit and occasionally inserting her finger in her cunt.  Her eyes were on me the whole time.  As I watched, she raised her finger to her mouth and sucked her juices off of it.  She smiled boldly, knowing just what effect she was having on me.  
She went back to work on her pussy and asked me if I liked the view.  Well, her knees were hiding her little girl nipples and I told her so.  She got up and lay down on the floor, her legs spread wide giving me a view of her masturbation and her entire body.  “Better?” she asked.  I could only nod.  Now she was using two fingers and had picked up the pace.  Her free hand was caressing those perfect nipples that I wanted to see so badly.  
When I sat down in the chair, Melissa knelt between my legs.  “That’s it, daddy, make the little slut play with herself.  Make her cum while you watch.”  With that said she proved that she was a little slut too and bent her head to put my cock in her mouth.  I threw a glance to the bed and saw Sam and Melanie between Sarah’s legs and Hannah sucking on big tits.  Sarah was moaning out of control already, but it seemed the three girls weren’t going to let her cum right away.  
I turned my attention back to my 10-year-olds.  Melissa was eagerly bobbing her head up and down in my lap and I was ready to lose control, too.  Summer’s hand was a blur in her pussy as she said, “Oooo, daddy, I’m going to cum for you.  Let that Melissa slut suck you off and cum in her mouth.  God, it feels so good to have you watch me play with myself.”  It looked like she meant it. How many times she’d cum on camera for how many men, yet she delighted in arousing me. She was breathing heavily and her hand was insistent in its pursuit of her orgasm.  She closed her eyes and moaned with pleasure as her little body tensed.  It was hard to believe that a little girl could be that highly sexed and so erotic.  I’d been so intent on watching her that I hadn’t noticed my own approaching orgasm and suddenly I was spurting into Melissa’s mouth.  She had a hand on my balls, squeezing them gently as I came.  She pushed her head down firmly into my crotch so that I couldn’t escape her mouth while she swallowed every drop of my cum.  Behind her Summer was still squealing in pleasure, her back arched up off the floor. “Damn,” said Melissa.  “Next time I want to lose the bet.”  But, somehow she didn’t look the least bit upset over a tummy full of cum.  
“Well, that got things off to a nice start,” I said, pulling Melissa onto my lap and into a big hug.  Summer bounded up and squeezed into my lap also.  To Melissa I said, “You finished off what the two of you started on the way over and,” looking at Summer, “you put on one of the best sex shows I’ve ever seen.”
“Bill, get over here, dammit,” whined Sarah.  “These little vixens won’t let me cum until you’re here to watch.”  
“And what happens if I don’t want you to cum,” I answered back.
“Oh, God, Bill, these girls are so good, I think I’d die if I didn’t get to cum really, really soon.”  In that case, she looked near death.  Her body was covered in sweat and she was panting with lust.  She could barely hold still as if she was trying to produce her own orgasm by catching one of the tongues attending to her and make it finish the job.  Hannah was still sucking her tits while Melanie and Sam took turns teasing her clit.  
“OK, I’m here,” I said as I got to the bed.  “But, I want her to wait another two minutes so I can watch you girls in action.”
“You son of a bitch,” said Sarah, but with a smile.  She was looking forward to putting on a show for me.  But, I scarcely watched her erotic pursuit of an orgasm.  Instead, I looked down at the two girls getting her off.  They had their faces buried in Sarah’s pussy and I took turns watching their little pink tongues and their cute round asses.  I was hard again already and felt Summer’s hand on my cock, slowly stroking it.  
After just a minute, I had mercy for my wife and said, “OK, girls, now finish her off.”  The girls fought over Sarah’s sensitive clit, their tongues flicking it in a near continuous motion.  My wife started off with a low growl that sounded scary at first, but it kept rising in pitch until she was screaming in pleasure.  Her body went into high gear, making the girls work to stay with her clit.  And, indeed, they weren’t ready to let Sarah finish now that she had started.  Hannah had given up trying to suckle at the bouncing tits, but Sam managed to keep her tongue in Sarah’s slit.  Melanie had been chasing the moving target, too, but had been in danger of banging heads with Sam so she held back.  Damn!  I’d never gotten that reaction out of her.  Now I understood why she didn’t mind playing naughty games with little girls.  
I badly wanted to fuck Summer, but I’d spent all my time so far with her and Melissa.  Well, I badly wanted to fuck every one of them, but Summer had her hand on my cock, so she was on my mind the most.  It took some mental effort to not jump on her immediately.  Instead, I grabbed Sam from behind and started to fondle her.  I flipped her on her back and pulled the teenager into a deep kiss.  
Her body was maturing nicely and I slid down to suck on her tits.  Her fingers intertwined in my hair as she moaned, “Yes, daddy, that feels so good.  Suck my soft tits.  I like it when you show me how much you like my tits.”  With her saying things like that, I spent quite a bit of time on her tits.  But, I was soon too horny to keep it up.  It was time to spear her on my cock.  
I moved down and moistened her pussy with my tongue, but she was already damp and didn’t need any priming.  So, I pulled up to put my cock in her and she snapped her legs shut, “No, daddy,” she pleaded.  “Not that again.”  I was taken aback by her refusal.  She’d just been like putty in my hands and now she was defiant.  
“What do you mean, no?” I asked her in surprise.  
“I mean, I’m tired of getting used by you and I’m not going to let you anymore.”  
This had to be leading somewhere, but I couldn’t see it.  She was playing a fantasy in which I was an abusive daddy who had been doing this for years.  I wasn’t so much into the fantasy.  These girls were supposed to be persuading me and that meant cooperating with my sexual urges, so I thought.  So, what was she up to?  Perhaps I needed to be insistent and she would give in.  Perhaps I was supposed to work for it, but arguing with a 13-year-old, naked or not, didn’t seem very erotic.  I could easily go to another girl who was more willing.  
Baffled, all I could say was, “Since when do you think you have a choice?”
“It’s my body,” she said.  “I have a choice now.”
Perhaps sensing my confusion, Sarah said to someone besides me, “Guess she’s gonna get a spanking now.”
I turned to look at her and Melanie said, “Yeah, daddy, whenever Sam gets like this, you know a spanking makes her change her mind.”  
“Well,” I agreed.  “Samantha sure is asking for one, isn’t she?”  My cock was hardening at the thought of having that cute ass across my knee being warmed by my hand.  But, it didn’t seem like the proper etiquette to spank a girl just seconds after I’d been sucking her tits.  Is it proper to bring a little girl into your house for sex and then spank her for not doing it?  Something seemed wrong about this.  In retrospect, it was a silly taboo.  Here I was trying to fuck a 13-year-old – there was already something wrong with this picture.  
Sarah was more direct in her next comment, “Samantha usually is much better after a spanking.  She needs a spanking from her daddy to get her motor really running hot.” It seemed everyone had been prepared for my conversion; even Sarah called me daddy like it had always been so. 
So, Sam liked spankings or at least was aroused by a good spanking.  I’d never bedded a girl who’d asked for a spanking, but I’d heard about them.  As I looked her up and down, she said, “So, daddy, are you going to let me go or…” She rolled over on her stomach and pushed her ass into the air.  “Or are you going to spank my hot little ass until I beg for a fucking from you?”  Her voice was taunting, daring me to spank her.  She waggled her ass.  She licked her finger and put it to her left ass cheek, making a “sssss” noise as she did.  “Ouch!  I’ll bet you don’t have the nerve to spank my hot… naked… cute… little ass.”  
I lunged at her and grabbed her around the waist.  She struggled some, but I got her across my knee.  After the first swat, she calmed down.  She was still wriggling but it was an erotic sight as her ass moved around, begging for the next swat.  When I’d hit her three times, she moaned, “Oh, please, daddy, stop, I’ll be good.  Stop.”
I might have stopped, but Sarah was shaking her head and mouthed the words, “Not yet.”
“You’re not getting off that easy, I don’t want you to be a good girl.  I want you to be a naughty girl.”  Smack, smack.  “I want you to be naughty with daddy.  I want your legs spread wide so I can see your hot, wet pussy and put my big, hard cock inside you.”  Smack, smack.  
I was sitting on the edge of the bed with Sam across my knee.  Hannah, standing on the bed behind me, leaned her naked body against my back and whispered in my ear, “You gotta hit her harder than that.  Spank the bitch, daddy.  Make her scream.”
Such talk from an 8-year-old!  But, I took her advice.  My blows got harder as I slapped Sam’s round ass with my bare hand.  She started to wriggle in pain, trying to avoid the blows and her voice got serious as she said, “Stop it, daddy.  That’s enough.”  Still Sarah shook her head.  Not yet.
Melissa and Summer were standing almost in front of me, watching Sam get her punishment.  They were whispering to each other low enough that I couldn’t hear them.  It was obvious that they were enjoying the sight of Sam’s glowing ass.  I’d lost count of the swats, but figured I was somewhere in the teens when Sam suddenly said, “Holy Jesus Christ, daddy, spank me, spank me harder.  Oh my God, I… I… I’m so… mmmmm, pleeeeaase, daddy, please, fuck me now, I need it now, fuck… fuck… me NOW, DADDY!”
Sarah nodded vigorously at me, so I tossed Sam on the bed on her back and said, “Spread your legs wide, naughty girl, so daddy can give you what you need.”  It was a pointless comment – she was already spread as wide as I could imagine.  
“Do it, for God’s sake, daddy.  Don’t talk just… Mmmmp,” she said as I plunged into her tight cunt.  She humped herself wildly against me and was immediately having an orgasm.  Hard as I was, it would be a few minutes for me, but I was determined to cum inside this writhing teenager.  Her whole body was taut as her orgasm went on and on.  She’d come down from her high and then abruptly rise back up.  I felt like I was riding a bronco, or rather that the bronco was riding me.  Intuitively I rolled over, pulled her on top of me.  “Oh, God, yes, daddy,” she squealed.  Apparently I’d been holding her back, but now that she was on top, she became a wild animal.  
Impaling herself on my cock over and over, she kept cumming and cumming.  It was a most enjoyable fuck as my arousal approached effortlessly.  When she felt me tense, her motion changed from going every direction at once to a pistoning motion.  Inside her incredibly tight pussy, my cock slid up and down, as I watched her young body in action.  “Cum inside me, daddy.  Fucking cum for me, daddy.  Do it to me.  Fuck me hard.  Fuck your naughty girl… hard!”  Her entire focus was on my orgasm now.  It was like she’d flipped a switch and shut down her orgasm so we could concentrate on mine.  I spurted my cum up inside her again and again, amazed that I’d cum a second time so quickly.  But, then, it had been so easy, so natural yet so forbidden.  Wow!  I passed out.  If I was dead, then I’d died happy.
I woke up just a few seconds later with Sam pressing her body firmly against me and her lips to mine.  As great as I felt as I passed out, I felt even better with the 13-year-old’s tongue deep in my mouth, her soft young tits against my chest, and her firm ass in my hands.  “Remember, we’re supposed to be convincing you,” she said.  “There’s no time for sleeping.  You need to try something really special.”  She pulled Hannah down next to me and said, “Eat Hannah, she’s the tastiest thing you’ll ever get your tongue inside.”
Hannah snuggled up to me, on her back with her legs spread.  “Ooo, yeah, daddy, that’s my favorite.”  It was fine by me.  I’d started that earlier and now it was time to finish.  My cock was too limp to do anything else, but maybe after a rest, I’d be ready for more.  Sam slid off of me and pulled on my arm to get me moving, but I didn’t need any help.  I knelt between Hannah’s legs, but gave her a deep kiss first and then sampled her small nipples on the way to her pussy.  As I ran my tongue up her bare slit, I was amazed that Sam hadn’t been exaggerating.  Now that I could take my time, this little girl’s cunt tasted like honey.  The taste and smell were intoxicating.  Beside me, Sam lay down with her feet by Hannah’s head.  On the far side of the bed, Melissa lay down.  Though I was intent on Hannah’s treasure, I watched as Summer put her tongue in Melissa’s cunt and Sarah licked Sam.  Only Melinda was left out, but when I looked, I found her attending to Sam’s mouth and tits.  
Returning my focus to Hannah, I put my hands on her nipples and played with them while I spread her tasty cunt with my tongue.  I found myself fucking her with my tongue, where her juices and the wonderful taste came from.  Soon, my face was covered with her juices as my efforts smeared them on my face as much as on my tongue.  I thought about attending to her clit to get her off, but Sarah drew my attention away.
Looking at Sarah, I noticed she was really enjoying Sam’s cunt.  Her expression told me to pay attention, so as I ate Hannah, I watched my wife.  She kept her eyes focused on me and suddenly she pulled a few inches away from Sam and I saw something that made my cock stir again.  A strand of cum reached from her outstretched tongue back to Sam’s cunt.  My wife was eating my cum right out of the little girl!  She caught the strand with her tongue and slurped it in, then dove into Sam’s downy cunt again.  When she emerged this time, she had another, thicker strand and she opened her mouth to show me a dab of cum on her tongue.  Smiling mischievously, she sucked down the strand like spaghetti and swallowed.  Over moans from the other girls intent on their own pleasures, I distinctly heard Sarah say, “Mmmmmmm.”  Returning once again, she pressed her face hard into Sam’s cunt and I could imagine how deep she was reaching inside Sam with her tongue to dig out more cum.  Once more I watched her display my cum to me before eating it.  Hell, if the girls were just a figment of my imagination, I at least had a wife who’d completely lost any inhibitions. Just from having this new Sarah in bed with me made my cock pound. 
Wishing there were two of me, one for Sarah and one for Hannah, I turned my attention back to Hannah. Now, I slid my hands under the 8-year-old, grabbed her tight ass, and pulled her to me.  My tongue found her clit and quickly elicited a moan from Hannah.  “God, daddy, yeah, do it like that,” she said.  Her fingers intertwined in my hair.  It wasn’t long before she started to squirm, making it a pleasure to watch her.  “Mmm, yeah, ooo, daddy, keep doing it… harder… right there… ooo…ooo… eat me, daddy.”  I picked up the pace with my tongue and her voice rose in intensity, expressing the urgency of her release.  Beside me, I knew that Sam was cumming, but I kept my attention on the little girl at the end of my tongue.  
When I changed from simply tonguing her to biting lightly on her clit, Hannah went up another notch.  She enjoyed that action immensely and pulled me harder into her crotch.  Looking up to see her little flat chest rising and falling rapidly was very erotic, but the look of intense pleasure on her face was even better.  She opened her eyes and raised her head to look at me, “Ooo, yes, daddy, here it cums.  I’m… I’m… yes… cumming… do it hard, bite it, ooo, don’t stop.”  She had a wonderful orgasm, leaving me hard and ready for action.  
In the excitement of Hannah’s orgasm, we had fallen into our own little world.  Looking around now, I saw that Sam was eating Melinda and Summer and Melissa were getting Sarah off again.  It gave me a moment to pause and decide what was next.  Let’s see, so far I’d watched Summer get herself off, gotten a blow job from Melissa, watched Sarah get off, fucked Sam, and eaten Hannah.  Hmmmm, that made Melinda high on my list.  
I knelt next to Melinda and started kissing her and fondling her budding tits.  They were little more than small bumps on her chest, but they were definitely beginning to grow.  About a minute after I started kissing her, she broke from a kiss and whispered, “Can I blow you next, daddy?”  Damn!  All these little girls calling me daddy and talking so nasty was just blowing my mind.  So wrong, but so incredibly hot.  
“Of course, sweetie,” I said.  “You can suck daddy anytime you want, but first cum for me.  Let me watch Samantha get you off.  And tell me what feels good.”  I touched her nipples, “Does this feel good.”
“Mmm, yes, daddy, those are really sensitive and it makes me feel soooo good when somebody does it, especially you.  But… but, I like to have… I mean, would you kiss my neck, too.” So I bent to the task of making her motor run in high gear.  She did indeed enjoy kisses on her neck, but I managed to entertain myself with her entire upper body, from her navel to her forehead and everything in between.  With Sam doing her work between Melinda’s slender thighs, it wasn’t long before every place I touched her brought another moan of pleasure.  As I heard her start to cum, I kissed her hard, feeling her tongue frantically reaching deep into my mouth.  
I pulled back from the kiss and said, “Now, little girl, suck daddy’s cock like the little slut you are.”  
Hot as she was, it would have been hard to stop her.  She moaned huskily, “God, daddy, and I need it so bad, too.”  Sam had to pull back quickly to avoid being kicked as Melinda flipped herself over and climbed between my legs.  Greedily she sucked down my cock and started to make obscene sucking noises as she pleasured me.  And so I had my third orgasm of the night, this time in the mouth of an 11-year-old with the mouth like a Hoover.  
I was exhausted, but I came two more times before sunrise.  I dozed off a couple of times, but awoke both times to Sarah’s mouth on my gradually hardening cock.  The first time she noticed me stirring and said, “I want our little girls to watch their mommy sucking off daddy.”  But, she didn’t finish me off.  Instead, she pointed at the wiggling ass of Summer and the moist, tight cunt clearly visible between the young thighs.  I mounted the 10-year-old from behind and shot my load into her cunt.  As I dozed off that time, I remember thinking 4 of the 5 girls had made me cum so far.  And, so I dreamed of little Hannah.  
Again I awoke to Sarah’s oral ministrations.  A soft voice said, “Can I try it, mommy?”  It was Hannah, ready for her turn.  In amazement I watched the 8-year-old go down on me as good as Sarah had done.  The poor girl had to work hard to get me up and keep me up, but she had the energy and enthusiasm of a child.  Eventually I surrendered a load of cum to her mouth.  
The next morning, actually it was afternoon by the time I woke up, I found Julia naked in bed with me.  She was a lovely woman and one I hadn’t expected to get a chance to sample.  Somehow she had seemed off limits, like a business partner, not a sex partner.  As it turned out she was both.  She rode my cock from the top position and let me enjoy the view of her beautiful tits swaying in motion to our rhythm.  When I was nearly ready to cum, she stopped and said, “All you have to do it sign the contract and all this will be yours.”  
I looked her up and down, hardly a business-like position she was in, with my cock stiffly spreading her dripping pussy.  Her chest heaved and she tossed her long brown hair back over her shoulder, accentuating her D-cup tits.  She reached beside us on the bed and handed me a piece of paper.  It had the look of an official document, dated and already signed by Hank and Julia.  But, all it said was, “I will enjoy anal, oral, and vaginal sex with underage girls and boys in any position desired by the director on film for lots of money.”
I signed it with Julia still in position and Sarah watching.  As soon as I did, Julia started riding me again.  “Fuck me while your little wifey watches, stud.  You’ll have to get used to sharing each other with anyone we want.”  As she said that, Hank and Kevin both came into the room.  I guess this was our final test as Sarah got on her hands and knees, taking Kevin in her mouth and Hank from behind.  She watched me and I watched her.  When we were all finished, Hank said, “Take a day off and we’ll start shooting tomorrow.”  
Sarah and I spent that day off in bed having wild sex with just each other.  The events of the couple of days made us both so horny that we kept at it for hours.  From the basement the sounds of demolition punctuated the sex and the voices of construction workers made the house anything but quiet.  
Film Star
By Kenna
Chapter 3
(Mb, Mm, Mg, oral, beast, pedo)
And, so my film career started.  We finished the movie where Kelly owned mommy and daddy and it was a hoot. Hell, I was abused by a 16-year-old on camera and loved it. The first film where I knew the script was relatively “simple”.  It required no acting on my part, just the lust of a man for a pretty young girl.  The movie included Holly and Alex.  In it, I was a lecherous dad already having sex with my 15-year-old and deeply desiring my 12-year-old.  So, the movie starts out with me in bed with Holly.  The oldest of Hank’s stable of girls, I hardly thought of her that way as I fondled her, ate her, coaxed her to my cock, and then fucked her.  I pulled out of her furry pussy at the end and shot my cum on her tummy.  
I watched the filming of the next scene as big sister talks little sister into having a go with daddy.  With lines like, “Well, if you’re just not mature enough,” “You’re not a tomboy anymore.  I’ve seen you looking at boys,” and “Come on, little sis, he can make you feel better than you’ve ever felt,” Holly had a winning argument.  It turned into a very suggestive scene in which both girls got naked and touched themselves and each other.  
In the third scene, I get to take advantage of Holly’s persuasive argument.  The three of us sit down and talk about it, with Alex and me leaving for the bedroom.  There, I strip for her and then gently strip her right down to nothing.  Nervously, she takes my cock in her hand and we go from there.  It fit the plot, but it was quite frustrating to have this talented girl lick my cock and pretend she couldn’t get it any deeper than an inch or two into her mouth.  By the time we’re done though, she’s not a virgin anymore (again).  
In the next scene, I get to fuck both my daughters and they get carried away and start eating each other.  In between fucks and sucks, I get to watch a little girl lesbian show.  The final scene has them introducing me to Amanda, a curious friend of theirs.  Amanda, of course, goes both ways.  
Then, my attention was focused on the construction work.  In the next 4 weeks, the house was finished.  Hank’s money made sure it was done right and done quickly.  Almost before I knew it, I had a newly finished basement, rec room, and pool.  Our 10-foot privacy fence was extended to surround the pool, making it perfect for skinny-dipping.  
Before the kids moved in, Hank gave me another rule.  “Never interrupt the kids when they are doing their own thing, you know, having sex with each other.  Except, you can ask to join in.  If they say no, then leave.  They have their own little hierarchy and littler kids have to serve the older kids.  I let them do it because that’s how the little ones learn all the kinky stuff.  And, the little ones want to stay around because someday they will be old enough to order someone around.  They all see it as the reward for seniority in the group.  
“And, it goes beyond sex, too.  They don’t have to do dishes once they get over 12.  The older ones get the pick of TV shows and the games in the rec room, except they can’t interrupt a game in progress.  You might see them do something like order a younger one to take a shower with no hot water.  In some ways it’s mean and arbitrary, but they have their own disciplinary system that keeps them in line.  It will make it easier on you if you let them enforce their own rules.  Your rule is just to keep them safe, warm, and fed.”
Sounded just like kids to me, at least overly sexed kids.  Also sounded like something parents would normally stop, but if Hank said so, I wouldn’t.  I thought he had an ulterior motive and said so, “Besides, it teaches the kids to obey arbitrary orders, and that probably helps with getting them to do things in the movies.”
He smiled and said, “You’re pretty sharp.  You’re right, I don’t put up with production delays because someone doesn’t want to do this or that.  I don’t ever have that problem with the kids.  Adults sometimes…” he left it hanging, perhaps as a warning to me.  
What did he have in mind that I might balk at?  Well, certainly I wasn’t looking forward to sucking cock, but I knew it was inevitable.  It hadn’t looked like fun to Sarah to be tied up on the bed for hours, but then when I’d had my turn it was fun. What might Hank have in mind that I’d balk at? “Such as…?”  I asked.
He confirmed what I knew, “Such as the first time you suck a cock, buddy.”  He looked me in the eye and then said, “I think you ought to take Devin up to bed with you sometime.  Just you and him.  Undress him, fondle him, and try out his little wiener.  Let him suck you off.  Treat him like you would a little girl, except he’s got some extra equipment.”
“Umm, uh, yeah,” I said.  “How long have I got?  I mean, when will I not have a choice anymore?”
“Next movie, buddy,” he said.  “About three weeks.  Take your time, but not too much time.  You’ll be doing Brian, not too big and not too small, but you ought to start with Devin and then Joey to work your way up.  Devin is no threat; he won’t cum in your mouth.  Joey is still small, but will give you the taste.  Joey will gag you if you’re not ready for it.”  
“You ever done it?”  I asked.
“You’ll never find out,” he said.  “I don’t have to do it for the movies.”
I noticed that so far he had not partaken of sex in my presence and now I assumed that would never happen.  Girls went down the tunnel with him and came back in the morning and sometimes boys, but I’d assumed they were for Julia. It was not unusual to find Julia with a child or to have sex with her myself, but never Hank. Good enough for everyone else to do it in public, but the director wanted privacy for his debauchery.  “Well, I’ll … uh, give it a try.”
“Don’t wait too long.”
The kids were often hanging around Hank’s house and now around our construction zone.  I started to notice little things like Sam making Katie and Hannah remove their panties and play like that.  Even after Sam left, the two didn’t replace their panties.  Nearly two hours later, Sam checked them and was satisfied the two were still panty-less.  Brian tied Summer and Melissa together back to back and fondled the two.  He reached into Melissa’s shorts and then offered his finger to Summer.  Though she glared at him, Summer sucked on it.  I thought it funny that Summer would eagerly taste Melissa’s juices another time, but it annoyed her when she was forced.  Then, I stumbled in on Kevin and Joey when the older boy was clearly mad at the younger.  I started to back away, but Kevin told me I could stay (practically insisted).  He told Joey to strip.  Once Joey was naked, Kevin used a piece of duct tape to tape Joey’s cock back so it was no longer visible from the front.  He made Joey dress in panties, a bra, and dress.  Joey spent the rest of the day like that.  The boy did look cute.  I almost asked him to suck me, but didn’t want to interfere.  Well, that was one reason…  I also wasn’t quite ready for it.  Yes, the kids did have their own hierarchy, and if their bullying wasn’t overtly sexual, it at least had sexual overtones.  
Then, the work was done and the kids moved in.  The first night I did a fatherly walk through of the basement to make sure that everyone was OK.  As I peeked in one room, Stephanie was tied to a bed with Brian on top of her.  My cock hardened as I watched the young boy put his cock into the helpless preteen’s tight pussy.  Forewarned by Hank and having witnessed other events, I didn’t stop him from using the younger, very accessible girl.  Instead, I wandered down the hall to check on others.  Holly was teasing Natasha in the next room.  The 9-year-old was also tied, and begging to cum.  Holly apparently had been at it for some time and the “little slut bitch” as Holly called her, was so close to cumming that she was practically in tears as she pleaded for her release.  I watched for a minute and was about to leave when Natasha promised to lick Holly’s asshole.  Intrigued, I watched the teenager put her bare ass in reach of her victim and smile in pleasure from the rim job she got.  
Next, I found Kevin with Hannah and Carmen, both on their knees, blindfolded with their mouths wide open.  He went from one to the other and back again, giving them a taste of his 7-inch cock.  The kids had already amazed me with their constant lust, but now I was seeing what went on behind closed doors.  Now that all 18 of them were in the same location, the older ones would have easy access to fulfill their sexual desires.  And, they were all taking advantage of it.  Amanda was teasing Joey, tied quite uncomfortably and taking a strap on in the ass. Alex and Melinda seemed to have a pact between themselves, at least for now, as they teamed up on Devin and Katie.  Not to be left out, Sam had Summer and Melissa in the last room I checked.  The two younger girls were masturbating each other.  
I stepped into the hall and wondered which one I wanted to join.  I decided the three girls in the last room I checked were most delectable.  Expecting it to be just a formality, I asked Sam if I could join in.  To my surprise, she shook her head no.  “I want them to myself tonight… daddy,” she said, the last word an afterthought.  
So, I went to the room with Holly and Natasha.  As I did, Hank appeared through the tunnel and went to the door I had just left.  I had been surprised at Sam’s rebuff, and I was even more surprised that Hank was allowed in.  Pondering that, I entered Holly’s room and found Holly was eager to have me join.  “Want an ass licking?” she asked, possibly never even thinking that it would be my first.  
I nodded and found Natasha’s tongue quite pleasing.  The little girl continued to beg while I fucked Holly.  I watched, stroking my cock, as Holly finally let the 9-year-old cum.  Finished, I checked on everyone again, except for Sam’s room.  Things were calming down and soon everyone would be asleep.  
The next day, I asked Hank about his foray into Sam’s room the previous evening.  I was somewhat jealous that she had turned me away and let Hank in.  Perhaps, I suggested to him, they were not allowed to say no to him.  
He just smiled and said, “Of course they can say no to me.  But, you have to understand that I’m the director and while they can say no to me, I get to pick the roles they play.  Last time someone said no to me, Holly was 12.  Sometime, I’ll have to show you the very next role that she got.  She got the message and nobody opts for a no answer anymore when I ask.”
I almost made a comment about his hypocrisy, but I realized he picked my roles, too.  Instead, I said, “Sounds fair to me.”  A chill ran down my spine at the thought that he was a professional at this and probably had things in mind for me to do that I couldn’t even dream of.  What had he made a 12-year-old girl do that would make her or any of the other kids never say no again?
In the next few days, I realized that I was indeed at his beck and call.  He gave me assignments to watch the kids, arrange the sets, and other things.  It was always firmly put so that I couldn’t say no and it was never unreasonable.  About a week after construction had ended he had an unusual request and he asked discretely, but in Sarah’s presence.  She answered, “Yes,” very quickly.  After he left, she said, “The answer is always yes, sweetheart.”  To my questions she would only answer, “Don’t ask.  You’ll learn someday.”  
I asked if she had done anything for him that was… well, really bad, was the only way I could think to put it.  Like sucking a young boy or eating a little girl weren’t really bad.  She again said, “Don’t ask.”  This time, she added, “You don’t want to know.”  I tried to get her to say more, but she said, “Nobody talks about their turns.  So, just drop it.”  That sounded final, so I did.  Their turns?  I stayed awake half the night pondering that one.
The question Hank had asked had been whether Sarah and I would attend a party this weekend at his house as the “opening act”.  Sarah explained to me that occasionally Hank and Julia had swinger parties.  This would be an adults only party with no reference whatsoever to underage sex.  As the opening act, we would set the mood for the party with a sex show while everyone else watched.  The idea of performing for an audience, fucking my wife while others watched was intriguing.  But, as the weekend approached, I began to feel uncomfortable about it.  I realized I was Hank’s paid sex toy to use in movies or however else he desired.  To be put in that position was demeaning.  But, I also realized I had no choice.  
With the kids close at hand in the house, I found Devin alone one afternoon.  It had been about 48 hours since Hank had told me to spend some time with Devin and I’d taken him seriously.  Now with the 9-year-old right in front of me, I knelt in front of him, held his hands nervously and said, “Hey, Devin, how about you and me… uh, spend some time upstairs?”
He looked over his shoulder as if something were beckoning him, something more important.  “I’m supposed to…” he started.  Then he said, “But the director said I should do what you want.  He said you never done a boy before.”  He giggled.  “You gonna play naughty daddy like in my movies?  I like that.”  He took me by the hand and started toward the stairs up to the main floor.  I let him lead on, feeling like he was seducing me.  He was wearing a pair of shorts and a T-shirt.  As we walked hand-in-hand, I looked down at his small form and imagined him as a little girl.  He had the same cute ass and soft delicate facial features.  Just some extra equipment.  I let him lead up the stairs and touched his ass from behind.  He giggled again and said, “Not yet, daddy.”  With that, he broke into a run and I found myself giving chase to the boy.  
It didn’t take much effort to catch him.  Staying with the moment, I swept him up in my arms and carried him the rest of the way to the bedroom.  I tossed the giggling little boy on the bed and suddenly sobered.  The girls had been one thing… and I flashed back to Sam taking my cock in her cunt from behind, Stephanie with my cock in her mouth, and Hannah getting fingered until she begged for a finish… but now I was planning the same thing with a 9-year-old boy.  Treat him like a girl, Hank had said.  I lay on the bed next to him and kissed him hard on the lips.  His mouth opened and I found his tongue strangely appealing as it darted around in my mouth.  
For several minutes, we necked like that with me working up my nerve.  He was enthusiastic and it was not hard to get in the mood with him.  I brushed my hand across his face and said, “Such a beautiful little boy.  I want you so bad.”  And it was true.  “How many cocks have you sucked, Devin?”
“Lots,” he said.  “Kevin and Brian and Joey.  Some other men who played daddy.  I do it good.  I like it.  I really do.  You gonna let me?”
“Sure, Devin,” I said, still caressing his face and hair.  “I want to see my beautiful boy sucking my cock.  I want to see my beautiful boy naked and play with his… his cock.  Is that OK?”
“Uh huh,” he said.  “Do you want me to…” he tugged at his shorts.  
“No,” I stopped him.  “Let me do it the first time.”  But, first, I raised his T-shirt and pulled it off over his head.  Then, I attend to his nipples like they were a little girl’s unformed tits.  They were tiny little buttons on his chest and just as much fun as any girl’s.  While doing that, I reached down to the waistband of his shorts and lifted it enough to peek in at his small cock.  It was standing up hard inside there, waiting for me.  
I rolled the little boy over and pretended to pay attention to his back, caressing and kissing it.  What I really wanted was a peek at his ass.  Again I lifted the waistband of his shorts and gazed at the soft, sweet ass, as tender as any of the girls.  “Hey,” he exclaimed.  “Quit playing with my butt, daddy.”  But, he wiggled it, his actions contradicting his words.  I slid my hand into his shorts and felt the smooth cheeks.  Much farther and I’d have a handful of 9-year-old cock.  
By now I was shaking in lust.  I’d worked myself up, teasing myself with the boy’s body.  Now, I rolled him onto his back and pulled his shorts down.  He was wearing just a pair of briefs, his cock making just the barest imprint on them.  “Hey, Devin, what you got in there?”  I asked playfully and reached in to fondle his small cock.  
“Oh, daddy, do it, touch it,” he said.  “I like it when you play with my cock.  Please make it hard.”  I found myself enjoying the touch of it.  I remembered brief glimpses of his cock and Joey’s as the girls played with them.  Suddenly I was struck by the image of the little boys and especially Devin as a sexual object.  He wanted this and the only thing stopping me was an old taboo.  I pulled his shorts the rest of the way off and stroked his cock for him.  He beamed as it hardened to my touch.  Naked, he was just a beautiful as any of the girls and I played with his cock as if it were my own.  
We rolled around together on the bed with me fondling his ass and his cock.  We played for nearly an hour before I took his small member in my mouth.  When I finally did it, it seemed so natural.  It was a little morsel that tasted of salt, warmth, and little boy.  He moaned in true pleasure as I rolled it around in my mouth and tongued at it.  While I was at it, I sampled another taboo, running my tongue below his cock and circling his cute little asshole.  He jumped at the touch.  “Mmmm,” he moaned.  “Nobody ever did that before.  Do it again, daddy.”  So, I alternated between cocksucking and rim job until I was ready to burst.  
Finally, I lay back and said, “Daddy’s turn.”  I’ll never forget the view of him pulling himself up between my legs.  I looked down at him and watched him survey my hard cock like it was a prize he’d won at a party.  
He smiled and licked his lips, then put the head to his mouth.  He tasted my precum and said, “Mmmm,” again.  Teasingly he licked up and down my shaft, and then sucked on my balls.  It seemed like forever, but he stopped, looked up at me, and then slid the cock between his lips until his nose was pressed against my stomach.  God, the boy was a heavenly cocksucker.  I remembered Hank saying the little ones learned from the older kids.  Devin had learned well.  He put his hands around my waist and hugged my ass, pulling himself to my cock.  Once he started sliding up and down my cock, I lasted only seconds.  I sprayed my cum like I couldn’t believe and watched Devin’s throat contract again and again as he swallowed every drop.  
I pulled Devin back into a big hug.  “Oh, my beautiful boy, my cocksucking boy,” I said.  “You are the best.  I wish I could taste your cum like you did mine.”
He just smiled and snuggled up against me.  I made up my mind that I’d take care of Joey tomorrow.  Like Devin, Joey was a pretty boy, but next time, I wanted a boy that would cum for me.  
Despite doing boys and being at Hank’s beck and call, I could hardly complain about the life I’d stumbled into.  There were horny little girls living in my basement and they knew no sexual limits.  That was not to mention Kelly, Sarah, and Julia.  It was actually hard to get a chance to know the girls; they were shuttling in and out of my bedroom so often.  And, I use the term bedroom lightly.  We had sex everywhere – the pool, the rec room, the girls’ rooms, the shower, and the kitchen – and often with an audience that caught the mood and either joined in or started their own little session.  These were kids with the stamina to go with an obvious lack of sexual limits.  
By now I understood how easily the kids could transition to calling us mommy and daddy. For one thing, they had no other thing to call us. More importantly, they wanted to be together and to have some stability and routine. We were becoming a family. 
That Friday night, Sarah and I showed up to Hank and Julia’s about an hour before the party to help set up.  We did what normal hosts would do, putting out snacks and things like that.  Fifteen minutes before the guests were due to arrive, Julia handed a G-string to me and a bikini to Sarah.  “Put these on,” she said.  It wasn’t a question.  The two of us stripped and put on the miniscule attire given us.  My G-string had a pouch that barely concealed my cock.  Sarah’s bikini barely covered her nipples and the bottom was just butt floss, disappearing up her shaved cunt and appearing again at the last minute in back.  Come to think of it, I looked at myself in a mirror and my G-string had the same effect – no covering in the back whatsoever.  
Julia led me on a tour of the family room where the action would start to show me where and what I would be doing.  I gulped as I heard what they had in mind.  In the center of the room, Sarah would be chained to the floor and I would strip her, spank her, fuck her, and cum on her face.  This would be a rowdy crowd that enjoyed each other with tools and toys.  We were to get things rolling.  
Sarah and I, barely clad, helped greet guests and serve drinks and snacks for about half an hour.  It was just enough to get a couple drinks in everyone; this wasn’t a dinner party, yet the guests didn’t arrive and hop in bed instantly. The sexual tension forced the hosts to keep the cocktail hour to just 30 minutes.  As we served, I had a chance to size up the guests.  They were in various shapes and sizes, but everyone one of them was beautiful in his/her own way.  Eight couples, including Hank and Julia, were there, ranging from short to tall, full figured to petite, well hung to really well hung, and hot to sizzling.  The women fondled me on a regular basis and I noticed Sarah getting her share.  In the last few minutes, Sarah began to get annoyed over the strange hands touching her bare ass, reaching into her crotch, or pulling on her top to expose her breasts.  She never lost her cool, but it looked to me like two of the guys got aroused and fondled her even more when they sensed her annoyance.  Not only did my subservient role prevent me from interfering, but my cock was so hard it was sticking out the top of my pouch.  I couldn’t and didn’t want to stop them from touching my wife everywhere.  
Then, the group moved to the family room.  In the center of the room was a 2-meter by 2-meter board with attachments all around the edge of it.  Hank had prepared me for this and Julia had prepared Sarah.  Since our preparations were separate, I was surprised at the role that Sarah took.  She was not defiant, but rather was eager to be tied and kept up a half-demanding, half-pleading commentary as I tied her.  “Tie me up and fuck me hard, lover,” she said as she lay down on the center of the padded board on her back.  
The position sounded very uncomfortable and, except for the orders from Hank, I would never tie my beautiful wife like this.  But, as instructed, I pulled her hands underneath her and tied her hands to the hook by her feet.  “Ravage me, stud,” said Sarah.  “Tie me up and take advantage of me.”  I pulled her feet up into the air and tied her ankles.  First, I tied the left ankle to the hook in the left corner by her head.  Then, I tied her right ankle to the right corner.  Tied like that, all that touched the board were her arms, shoulders, and head.  She was bent double with her ass up in the air and her legs spread.  “Use me, fuck me, rape me,” she urged.  “I dare you to spank me.”
With little effort, I snapped the waistband of her bikini bottoms and pulled the shreds to her right ankle.  Then, I untied the bow between her tits and tossed her top away.  “God, do it, lover.  Right in front of everybody.  Strip me, fuck me.”  She was incredibly hot, already sweating and panting in lust.  This was no act and neither was my throbbing cock.  
But, first things first.  I used my bare hand to swat her ass hard.  Her ass cheek, soft and warm, trembled at the first blow.  She yelped.  I found out later that Julia had told her “a few swats”.  Hank had told me 10 on each cheek, “and make sure her ass is good and red when you’re done.”  Sarah was not expecting to have her ass thoroughly warmed.  She responded enthusiastically for about the first half-dozen swats.   “God, let me have it.  I’m such a bad girl getting fucked with everyone watching.”  That was the last thing she said by way of encouragement.  With the very next swat she screamed, “Oh, shit, that really hurts.  That’s enough, please fuck me now.”
She got a look of horror as Hank chuckled, “Like she’s in a position to argue.”  Looking in my eyes, she realized that she not only wasn’t in a position to argue, I wasn’t going to stop soon or even listen to her arguments.  
Smack!  I delivered the eighth swat.  “Jesus Christ!” screamed Sarah.  “No more!”  Fuck!  I thought to myself.  I have 12 more to go and she’s had enough already.  Tears started to stream down the sides of her face and she fought against the bonds that held her as I delivered 9 and 10.  Her struggles were useless, but intoxicating.  Movement from the crowd caught my eye.  They were slowly stripping.  Hands in crotches told me that Sarah’s helpless screams were turning them on.  Men and women alike were caressing themselves toward arousal.  
I swatted Sarah again, but lighter than the other blows.  By now, her ass was sore enough that even the lightest blow would hurt.  But, my attempt at leniency was aborted when Hank said, “What was that, Bill?  Almost looks like you’re patting her ass.  That one doesn’t count.  Give the slut what she deserves.”  
Smack!  I made up for the light blow.  “You bastard,” screamed Sarah, but more at Hank than at me.  I was grateful that she realized who was pulling my strings.  “Please, stop,” she pleaded.  After a couple more swats, she was sobbing out of control.  “Why… huh… huh… are you… huh… huh… doing this?” she choked out.  
I felt obliged to answer the question rather than just ignore her.  I raised my hand and watched her tense in anticipation.  “Because you’re such a naughty girl who wants to fuck while everyone watches.”  Smack!  I was pausing enough between swats that by now most of the guests had stripped completely.  Still they hadn’t paired into couples, but were attending to their own cocks and pussies.  
“How… how… huh… man-many more?” pleaded Sarah.  
Again I answered, “Six.  Now, slut, count them down with me.”  Smack!  “Five!”  I shouted.  
“F-five,” grunted Sarah.  Smack!  “F-four,” she said.  
She counted down to one left and then I said, “Now, what does the naughty girl get after this one?”  
“F-f-fucked, p-p-please,” she moaned.  Smack!  “Done!”
I pulled my cock completely free of its pouch and plunged it into her cunt.  She was spread wide, available, and sopping wet, so it was an easy thing.  “Oooo, oooo,” she moaned.  “Watch my ass, please.”  I tried to stop banging against her ass, but it was difficult.  “No, no,” she abruptly insisted.  “Forget my ass, fuck me hard.  I want it now.  I deserve it.  Fucking take me hard and make me cum.”  I was hot, but to my surprise she was hotter.  I’d just started fucking her in earnest and my orgasm was still building when she started cumming hard, trying to hump herself against me and not being very successful.  I used my fingers to find her clit and massage her to a second orgasm.  This one went on long and loud, during which she yelled, “God Almighty”, “Jesus Christ”, and “Oh, my God,” so many times that I thought I’d just been deified.  Didn’t know I had a fuck like that in me.  
At the last minute, I pulled my hard cock out of her cunt and pointed it toward her face at an angle for maximum distance.  Stroking hard, I shot a burst so hard that it cleared her face and landed on the carpet with the tail end falling into her hair.  As a second burst came, I increased the angle of my cock.  In response, my cum arced high and, like a mortar round of jism, dropped onto her nose perfectly.  In quick succession, like a pump action shotgun, I fired three more times into her face, her chin, and then on her tits.  I was so charged, that I kept stroking for another 15 seconds in bursts of gradually lessening intensity until I’d left a nearly continuous stream of cum from her nose to her pussy.  I looked around at the silence surrounding us and found the room deserted except for two couples already pounding away at each other.  
Given that moment of inattention, I untied Sarah and the two of us made it to the tunnel unnoticed.  We supported each other down the length of the tunnel, both of us too exhausted to move very fast.  Twice we stopped while I administered first aid to her red ass, using kisses and caresses to soothe her pain.  When we arrived in our basement, we sought an empty kids’ room and fucked again.  This time, I was on my back and Sarah rode my cock.  I thought we were quiet about it, but it wasn’t long we again had an audience – this time of pre-teens and young teens.  Even those that couldn’t fit into the room were standing out in the hall, listening and trying to push in for their turn at watching mommy and daddy lustfully screwing.  
When we were finished, Sarah was led away by several girls.  They had noticed her ass and took her to administer more first aid, using (as I did) their lips, tongues, and gentle touches.  Left with some of the girls and all of the boys and still very aroused, I took the opportunity to take the next step or two toward enjoying boys.  Before the night was over, I’d sucked Joey and then Brian, and swallowed their cum.  I also got the girls off with my fingers and tongue and came in two mouths.  With someone always in my face, I couldn’t tell who was sucking me, but I learned later than Joey and Carmen had both taken loads from me.  
Suddenly the taboo of homosexuality seemed silly to me.  Oh, yeah, I still prefer a little girl to a boy, but boys are fun, too.  They are warm, cuddly sex partners who are just as eager to please (and sometimes more eager) as girls are.  A boy’s cum tastes different from a girl’s juices, but the key word is different – it’s not bad, just different.  And both sexes can suck cock equally well.  So, now it’s no big deal to grab a boy, strip him, fondle him, and satisfy him.  
About a week and a half passed without much out of the ordinary.  Of course, I say that with the knowledge that 3-4 orgasms a day with sex partners young enough to be my children is probably out of the ordinary for most people.  I hope it doesn’t ever really get ordinary (and boring) for me.  But, I don’t want to recount every time I initiated sex, got seduced by someone, or just stumbled upon sex in progress.  Sarah and Julia fucked me on occasion, between the two of them about 4 times a week.  Kelly dropped by a couple of times.  She was trying to distance herself from the kids and play at sex with the adults.  Personally I think she was missing something, but her retirement put her in a different status than the other kids and she wanted to reinforce that.  
Then, one night I woke up when a small form crept into our bedroom.  The shadow moved to Sarah’s side of the bed and shook her awake.  I lay still, listening to what was going on.  Sarah recognized the child and said, “Oh, Brian, what are you doing?”
To my surprise, the young boy whispered harshly, “Get up and come with me.  You’re gonna suck my cock, bitch.”
I almost sat up and grabbed the boy by the throat.  At least, that’s what I wanted to do.  But, instead, I feigned sleep, wondering how Sarah would react to the demand.  And, the arrogant little shit had called her a bitch!  “Brian!” whispered Sarah.  “Now?  Please don’t make me do it now.”
Again I had to restrain myself.  A 13-year-old had just demanded a cocksucking and called her a bitch.  Sarah’s response sounded like she was a disobedient slave trying to talk her way out of her master’s command.  “Yes,” hissed Brian.  “Right now, bitch.  Get your ass out of bed, leave your clothes right here, and come with me.”
Sarah started to slide out of bed and I couldn’t wait any longer.  I grabbed her wrist and held her back.  Startled, she turned to me with a questioning look on her face.  “You don’t have to do this,” I whispered.  
She patted my hand and said, “Go back to sleep, sweetheart.  I’ll explain later.”  
Explain what later, I wondered.  Did she owe him for something?  What leverage could he have that could get her to act this way?  I lay in silence, content for now to let her play this out.  She stood beside the bed and slipped off her nightgown.  Brian’s eyes ran over her body.  By the light of the moon reaching through our windows, he and I both had a good view of Sarah’s nude form.  Then, the two left the room.  
In the silence that followed, I tossed ideas around in my head.  Perhaps Hank was toying with Sarah and making her serve Brian tonight.  Paranoid, I looked around the room for a camera, then shook my head to clear that thought out.  It was ridiculous to imagine that Hank could be filming under these conditions.  But, maybe Brian’s words were really a kind of code that called Sarah to service Hank.  My thoughts continued to center around Hank as the real person behind Brian’s demands.  Only the director could command Sarah against her will.  
I was left with my thoughts for about 45 minutes before Sarah returned.  She pulled on her nightgown and slipped into bed beside me.  She could see my eyes staring at her, demanding an explanation.  “Oh, Bill, you’re such a damn stick in the mud,” she chided me.  
“What?”
“The boys, and sometimes the girls, come to me every night and make me go suck or lick them.  They tie me up and sometimes I’ll do several of them.  Tonight I did Brian, and then Alex.”  She grinned at me in the moonlight.  “It’s fun,” she said.  “You should try it!”
“Try what, letting the kids boss me around?”
“Shit, Bill, it’s a fucking game.  They don’t boss me around other times.  I haven’t given up anything.  It’s just a nightly game where they get to be in control.  I think the kids need that kind of release and besides, it’s another chance to cum.”  She smiled at my confusion.  “You don’t think they make me eat them and they don’t pay me back, do you?  I did Brian and he did me.  I did Alex and she did me.  Only difference is that I’m tied up and so they can pretend I’m at their mercy.”
“It’s a game,” I repeated.  “And you do it every night?”
“Uh huh,” she nodded.  “God, I came what, about five times today and then two more times tonight.  How many times for you?”
“Uh, I guess it was four today.”
“Well, stick in the mud, you’re missing two a day if you don’t play the game.  You know what?  The girls are dying to get you to play.  They’re afraid to try – afraid you’ll take charge or say no or ruin their fun some other way, so they just don’t try.  Imagine that, Bill, little girls tying you up.  Horny little sluts who want to touch you all over and ride your face.  Little cocksuckers who will pay you back for every time they cum.  Believe me, it’s worth letting them take control.”
Well, she had a pretty good argument.  We had sex all day long.  Why not at night, too?  It sounded like I needed to make up for lost time.  “So, how do I let them know I’ll play along.”
She punched me in the shoulder, a friendly kind of jab that caught me off guard.  She raised her voice from the whispers we’d been sharing.  “If you’re not good, one of them is going to come and get you right now!”
The door pushed open and I saw Holly come into the room.  She walked up to my side of the bed and said, “All right, you pussy-whipped little boy toy, get your ass out of bed.  I need a pussy licking and you’re gonna do it right now.”
I got a chill from her voice, half from fear of the unknown I was about to step into and half from the lust that Sarah had promised.  “H-h-holly,” I stammered, trying to think of the right response.  “I, uh, I … please not… uh, do I have to?” 
“Now!” was all she said.  I got out of bed.  “Drop the clothes, boy toy.”  I stripped for her.  She reached out and fastened a collar around my neck, and then tugged on the chain running from her hand to my collar.  “So you don’t get lost on the way,” she said and led me out.  
Christ, my cock was already hard as could be.  I felt just like what she was calling me, her little boy toy about to service her, as she desired.  The collar made me feel owned.  I felt deliciously naughty to be owned by the 15-year-old.  She led me down to the basement and into her bedroom.  Summer and Melissa were waiting there as well.  They were all wide-eyed in anticipation of our pending sexual encounter.  The entire situation was incredibly erotic.  They had summoned me because they wanted me, not for any other reason.  The sight of the three naked girls standing and staring at my cock gave me a feeling of power.  Even when they tied my hands behind my back, I had that same feeling of power.  
“What do you think you’re gonna do with that, boy toy?” asked Holly, referring to my hard cock.  “Here, let me show you what it’s good for.”  She took my cock in her hand and pulled me to my knees.  Using my hard-on like a lever, she maneuvered me down onto my back.  By the time she was finished, I had gone soft at my loss of control of the situation.  But, she straddled my face and I felt my cock rise again in response to the smell and taste of her pussy.  A pair of hands reached around her from behind to caress her well-formed tits. 
Melissa’s face came into view, staring down at me.  “Do it, boy toy,” she said.  “Put your tongue out as far as it will go and lick her inside and out.  Lick her like the slut boy toy you are.  I’m gonna watch you get pussy juice all over your face.”  Her face receded from view, allowing me once more to stare up at Holly’s tits as Summer played with them.  
Holly practically growled at me, “Eat me good, boy toy.”  At the sound of her voice, I looked into her eyes.  They were like magnets for my own eyes, holding me entranced as I served her.  Her body moved sensuously, but I stayed focused on the eyes that owned me.  She blushed as I stared at her.  I looked submissively away, letting her win the test of wills and focusing again on her cute tits.  “Close your eyes, boy toy,” she said.  “I’m not going to let you watch me.  This isn’t for your enjoyment – it’s for mine.”
“Boy toy, boy toy,” chimed in Melissa.  “Suck her clit, boy toy.  Try to find it with your eyes closed.  Hmmmm, yeah, I can’t wait for my turn so our boy toy slut can make me cum, too.  Keep licking, oooo, looks like Holly’s getting going.”  Indeed the older girl had now sunk her fingers into my hair and was pulling me into her cunt.  I kept licking, making obscene sounds as I feasted on the juices that poured out of her slit.  
Summer’s hands paused for a moment as her concentration went elsewhere.  “Holy shit, guys, you should see his cock now.  He’s really turned on by your pussy, Holly.”  Every sense, except for sight, was being treated to an incredible thrill.  My sense of smell and taste were absorbed in the womanly scent of a cunt on fire.  The voices of the little girls aroused my hearing as they talked dirty about me.  And, my sense of touch was feeling a cunt through my tongue, Holly’s insistence through the roots of my hair, and Summer’s amazement through her hand on my cock.  But, Summer only touched, never stroked, to keep me from cumming.  And then her hand was gone.  Unable to look was frustrating, but I found my other senses so stimulated that I soon didn’t care about my forced blindness anymore. 
“How’s it feel, boy toy?  How’s it feel when your little girls make you eat pussy?”  
I wanted to shout back at Melissa.  ‘How do you think it feels?  Doesn’t my cock say it all?  Oh, God, yes, make me eat pussy.’  But, my mouth was occupied with better things than answering her rhetorical question.    
I got a reprieve from my blindness when Holly started cumming, “Jesus, boy toy, do it, do it, I’m… oooo… God, I’m cumming.  Watch me cum.  Watch what your tongue can do to a girl.  Keep… going.  Oh, wow!”  I did indeed watch what my tongue was doing to the 15-year-old girl.  She was bucking against my face, her body balanced between loss of control and her desire to stay in contact with my tongue.  Somehow she managed to keep on my tongue as she rode out her orgasm.  Then, she relaxed the firm grip of her thighs on my face and leaned back with a huge sigh.  
She held that position for several seconds, basking in the enjoyment of her orgasm.  Abruptly, she swung herself around.  “You’re so fucking good, boy toy.  This is for being a good boy.”  Her warm mouth slid down over my cock and I started cumming about 10 seconds later.  She kept sucking until she swallowed all my cum.  When she pulled away, she was giggling.  “Holy shit, daddy.  I never saw anybody cum that fast before.  Oh, did you like eating your little girl’s pussy?  Damn, I guess so.  And let me tell you, your little girl liked having her pussy eaten.”
“Yeah, yeah,” said Melissa, not ready to overwhelm me with compliments yet.  “Let’s see if the boy toy has a couple more little girl orgasms in that tongue.”  She lowered herself down to put her own pussy right on my mouth.  
Well, Sarah had been right about how much fun this was.  There was something about being tied up and “forced” to eat pussy.  It brought out the sexuality of the little darlings as they demanded I produce orgasms for them.  They wanted me so bad – and since I know how to lick a pussy right, by the time I was halfway done, they needed me bad.  One by one they lost control, giving me a feeling of power despite my predicament.  And, one by one they screamed in orgasm, then sucked my cock.  I amused myself, thinking that I was totally helpless and there was no way to keep the two 10-year-olds from taking my entire cock in their underage mouths.  But, hell, there was no fucking way I’d ever want to stop them either.  
Being tied up to satisfy one or more kids became a nightly ritual.  Sometimes, they’d put Sarah and I together, but usually we were in separate rooms.  The fourth night, Joey ordered me down to the basement.  It was he who tied me up, but then, to my surprise, Kevin walked in and checked the knots.  I swallowed hard as he waved his 7-inch cock in my face.  “I wanted to surprise you, so I sent Joey up,” he said.  “I hear you’ve sucked off all the other boys.  It’s time you learned how to be a real cock slave.  I’m going to feed you every inch of mine.”  
It was still a week before we’d start shooting the movie in which I would suck Brian’s cock.  Now, I was about to get the ultimate, a full-grown cock buried as deep as it would go.  I’d done some cursory pleading with Joey when he roused me out of bed.  Now, I meant it, “Please, Kevin.  I’m not ready for this.  It’s too big for me.  Not now.  Not like this.”
“You don’t have much choice, cock slave,” he said.  “If you’re good, I’ll let it be just you and me.  If you want to fight me, I’ll get some of the girls to watch you choke on my cock.  You want an audience?  You want all of them to know you’re a real cocksucker?  Now, open up your mouth, big boy, or else…”
I opened and felt it push in deep.  Brian had been long enough to stimulate my gag reflex and I had been able to adapt to the feeling.  Since that first time, I’d sucked Brian two more times.  To my surprise, Kevin’s cock required little more effort.  It slid to its entire depth without a hitch and I sucked hard on it.  “That’s what I thought,” said Joey.  “A natural born cocksucker.”  
As he came, he let me lick him clean.  Then, with a smile he knelt between my legs.  “That was pretty fucking good for your first time,” he said.  Then he showed me what he’d learned over years of making movies.  He knew how to get the most out of me, better than any of the girls.  
When he was done, I enjoyed Joey’s little cock and a taste of his sweet cum.  Joey was also a good cocksucker.  Not quite as good as Kevin, but he had the advantage of beautiful, innocent features that made the sight of my cock spreading his lips a little more erotic than Kevin.  
The movie was a piece of cake.  As the coach of a boy’s soccer team, I seduced Brian and we sucked each other’s cocks.  Following that, I fucked the boy’s tight ass and he did mine.  That was something I hadn’t planned on and I’m just glad that it was Brian and not Kevin poking me in the ass the first time.  Then, Brian’s little brother (Joey) gets into the act.  In the final scene, their mother catches us.  Rather than being upset, she really gets into it with the three of us.  Sarah didn’t play the mother this time, so I had the opportunity of sampling the body of another woman.  The big tits on this woman were a pleasant change of pace and I enjoyed fucking her while her boys watched.  
About a week later, I was upstairs with several of the kids on their snack break from school.  Sarah insisted that the kids be properly dressed for their home schooling, so we all were dressed and just talking about school.  We were just like a normal family at times like this.  Then, Hank came up from the basement and into the family room.  The kids hushed immediately, and I looked quizzically at him.  Normally the kids didn’t react this way, but his face was a little more stern than normal.  
“I need a volunteer,” he said.  The kids pulled back as if he’d just said he was going to chop off somebody’s hand.  “And it’s going to be you,” he pointed at me.  At that announcement, the kids slunk off, silently filing out of the room.  I felt like a condemned man randomly chosen to pay for the sins of the group.  None of the kids would even look at me.  
I watched them with amazement and when the room was empty except for Hank and me, I asked, “What’s that mean?”
“Follow me,” he said.  He led me down the tunnel from my house to his.  We walked in silence until we were halfway there.  Then, he turned and looked back down the tunnel.  It was clear.  “I’m doing you a favor,” he told me.  
“What’s going on?” I asked.  
“I’m answering a big question that I know you have and I’m getting you off the hook.  You know what the big question is?”
“What does it mean to take a turn that nobody is allowed to talk about?”
“You got it.”
“So I’m about to get my turn?”
“Yes and no,” said Hank.  “Everybody else gets a turn.  You’re not really going to get a turn, but we’re going to pretend that you are.  It puts you on the same standing as the rest, Sarah included.  But the fact is, there’s no money in you doing… well, you’ll see what a turn is.  We’re going to watch some special movies.”
“So, I don’t want a turn?” I asked.  I’d already surmised that from the way Sarah and the kids talked about their turns.  
“You bet,” nodded Hank.  “Nobody wants a turn, but there’s money in it and it reminds the kids that they do what they’re told or there are worse things that can happen.”
“And Sarah took a turn?  She needed a reminder?”
“No,” Hank stopped for the first time and looked at me for a few seconds before he continued.  “Sarah asked for a turn.  She wanted to know how it felt.”
“Geez, you have my curiosity all wound up,” I admitted.  
He turned and continued walking.  We weren’t far from his house by how.  “All that will be satisfied shortly,” he said.  
Once we settled into a couple of chairs with a stiff drink, Hank picked up the remote for the TV.  “Remember I told you that nobody says no to the director because I get to pick their next role?  Well, this is the role they all want to avoid.”
He pushed a button and the screen lit up.  Another couple of buttons and a movie played.  It was Holly at 12-years-old.  There was clearly someone off camera telling her what to do and she was nervous.  A husky came into the room and she knelt down to pet the dog.  Hands reached in from off camera to hold the dog in place and Holly looked off camera, taking instructions.  
Reluctantly, Holly pulled her shirt off over her head, exposing her bare tits.  She dropped her skirt and was naked.  She seemed almost in tears as she listened to a voice off camera.  Then, I understood what was going on as she reached under the dog and started stroking his prick.  She was going to do the dog!
I glanced over at Hank and he was looking at me, gauging my reaction.  Embarrassed by my interest and rising excitement, I turned back to the TV.  I was glad it was dark in the room except for the light from the flickering screen.  I took a long pull on my drink and turned my attention back to the screen.  The camera angle was low so you could see Holly’s hand teasing the dog’s red prick from its sheath.  
When the dog’s prick was fully exposed, she lay down and took it in her mouth.  She used her mouth on it for a couple of minutes, licking and sucking.  Then she rolled over onto her stomach, with her ass in the air.  The disembodied hands reached in again from off camera and guided the dog onto her.  The dog wasn’t a very good aim and the hands had to keep guiding the prick into Holly’s pussy.  
After a couple of minutes of pretty ineffective humping, they switched positions again.  Holly was on her back, sucking the prick when the dog finally shot his load.  The white jism leaked around her lips and she sucked it back in.  When she pulled away a long strand of white cum hung between her lips and the dog’s prick.  Eventually she cleaned it up and the movie ended.  
It was pretty fucking hot to watch a little girl suck off a dog.  My cock was hard just from watching her being forced into bestiality.  “Wow,” I said to break the tension after the movie ended.  “There’s a lot of money in that?”
“You bet,” said Hank.  “I have to be careful, especially careful with how it gets distributed, but a few sales get a lot of money.”
“You got some more?”
“Plenty,” said Hank.  “You can’t go back for another four hours anyway, otherwise they’ll get suspicious that you didn’t really take a turn.”
“But, there’s no money in watching some old guy do it with a dog?”
“Nobody wants to see that,” agreed Hank.  “Even young boys don’t sell well.  Just girls.”  He got up and put another tape into the VCR.  We settled down to watch the next one.  
“This is Summer and Melissa double teaming a dog,” said Hank.  “Not that they enjoy it any more than the rest of them, but they’re a mischievous pair.  This is their third time sharing a dog so they have a little more experience than Holly did on her first time.”
The movie did go smoother with the two girls acting like they knew what to do with a dog.  There were no adult hands holding the husky, just Summer and Melissa holding the dog for each other.  They stripped each other and shared a kiss before getting down to business.  Then, the two of them took turns blowing the dog’s prick.  It seemed like a game to them where the loser would end up with a mouthful of dog cum.  I couldn’t believe the sight of my two little girls taking turns blowing the dog.  If Hank hadn’t been there, I would have pulled my cock out and beat off.  
In a different twist, Melissa pulled the dog’s red prick back between his legs for Summer. She sucked it, giving the camera a much better view than from underneath the dog.  Then Summer turned and backed her ass up to the prick.  Melissa guided it between Summer’s pussy lips and deep inside her.  With Melissa holding onto the prick, Summer had to do all the work of fucking herself.  They switched positions and I watched Melissa’s hairless pussy take the dog’s cock.  When they returned to blowing the dog, it was Melissa that lost and got the mouthful.  The movie ended with the two girls sharing the cum.  
“Fuck, Hank,” I said.  “I gotta sit here for four hours and watch movies like that.  My cock won’t take it.”  
“Hey, if you want to jerk off, go ahead.  Just don’t get any on the carpet.  Or we could just watch some football.”
“One more,” I said.  While Hank loaded another tape, I fished out my cock.  
“This is the most recent one,” said Hank.  “Natasha’s just nine, so we got a smaller dog.”  Two minutes into the movie I shot my wad.  Just the sight of the slender little girl sucking on the little cock was enough to do it for me.  
There was just one more thing I wanted to see, so when that movie ended I said, “Show me Sarah’s movie.”
“Bud, I’m not so sure that’s a good idea,” said Hank.  
“I need to see it,” I said.  
“OK, but you can’t ever tell her that you watched this,” said Hank.  “Just remember that she wanted to do this.  And unlike you, there is a market for a woman doing it.  I gave her the same option I gave you.  She watched a couple of movies and then said she wanted to do one.  She wanted to know what it felt like.”
“That’s what you said,” I agreed.  
“It was like she knew if I could set up kids and dogs then I could set up her fantasy.”  He fumbled around in the selection of tapes and pulled out the one I’d asked for.  After he started the movie, he said, “I’m going to leave you alone with this one.”  He walked out of the room.  
I watched the camera pan across a different setting.  All the movies so far had been set inside, but this one was outside.  The camera picked up a woman walking across an open field.  It was Sarah and she was already nude.  There was only about 10 seconds worth of her walking before the camera panned over to a horse.  I stared in disbelief at what Hank said was Sarah’s fantasy.  The horse was tied to a post.  As she knelt, the horse’s huge cock was already fully extended.  Her hand reached for the cock and my hand reached for my cock. I came again watching my wife blow a horse.  I was as close to being multi-orgasmic as is physically possible for a man as she let the cum dribble out of her mouth.  
I got up and fixed myself another drink, making some noise so Hank would know I was done.  When that didn’t work, I walked around and found him in his study.  “That was interesting,” I said.  Not to mention that it would eat at me for the rest of my life.  Not that she’d blown a horse, but that I had to keep secret the fact that I’d seen the video.  
“Just when you think you know someone, eh?” he replied.  
“How much did you get for that?”
“Around 300 grand,” he said.  “Sold it in Asia so nobody will recognize her.  Lots of stuff like that on the market, but not quality video.  And with a white woman… that’s high demand.”
He rose from the chair behind his desk.  “After I left I remembered I have to show you one more.”
“I got the idea,” I said, not sure what more he could show me.  
“You have to watch Joey, or one of the boys, so you know what it is that everyone thinks you’re doing that you’re not doing right now.  Joey’s just the most recent.”
So, I sat back down in my chair and watched as Joey rolled around on the floor with a Rottweiler.  He was wearing just a tight pair of briefs and sporting a hard on in them.  After a few minutes, he pulled down the briefs and started by letting the dog lick his cock.  Didn’t look like it felt all that great and sure didn’t look hot, but he kept his hard on.  With his cock all slobbery, he got behind the dog and fucked her.  The camera got down low, shooting up so you could see the penetration.  Frankly, I didn’t believe there was a market for a boy doing it either.  I wondered if Hank just used it to remind them who was the boss.  
I occurred to me that you didn’t have to say no to the director to get this role.  He had said that nobody had said no to him in three years.  He hadn’t stopped making the movies.  I didn’t ask, but that meant he must keep track of whose turn it was and that saying no only meant you got bumped to the top of the list.  
Film Star
By Kenna
Chapter 4
(multiple, oral, anal, pedo)
That night in bed, Sarah asked about my turn and I told her nobody talks about their turn. “I had two turns,” she said. “And I want to talk about them.”
Two turns? I only saw one video, but I didn’t say anything except, “Well, I just had my first one today.”
“My first turn I just sat and watched videos. Hank wanted me to know what the kids did on their turns, but he didn’t want to make me have a turn. Just let the kids think I had a turn. So, I’m betting your turn was just like that.”
So, I guessed that she and I were going to talk about turns and I didn’t get a vote. “Yeah, that’s what happened. I just watched the kids with dogs.”
“I wanted a second turn,” Sarah offered tentatively. Hank had said it was her fantasy. I was willing to accept that she wanted to experience what the kids had done, but it was hard to believe that a horse was her fantasy. Well, one of her many fantasies, apparently. She was experimental beyond my expectations, so while it was hard to believe, I still tried to believe it. 
“You’re going to tell me about it?” I asked. “You don’t have to.”
“Before I do, I want you to know that I forbid you to take a real turn. Hank sold my video, but nobody wants to watch a man do it.” 
“OK, no argument from me.” That pretty much was in line with my thoughts on the matter. If I did it, it would just be to see what it was like, not profitable at all. I had no desire to see what it was like and intention of getting it on with a dog or whatever else. 
“It was a onetime thing,” she said. “Never again. I just wanted to see for myself. You’re OK with that?”
I chuckled. “Honey, I’m OK with a lot of things that I wasn’t OK with a few weeks ago. I’m OK with you and your onetime thing. You’re just… incredible and I love you even more now that I’ve seen this side of you.”
With more confidence, she said, “I didn’t do a dog. I did a stallion.”
Not a horse, but a stallion. That one word made it sound so much more like a fantasy. It made it entirely believable that she’d fantasized about a stallion. Horse was blah. Stallion was sexy. I wasn’t about to say that I’d seen the movie. I don’t think she dreamed that Hank would show me. He wasn’t supposed to, but she could. “You’re kidding. A stallion… male horse… a stallion… with a cock like what? … this big?” I held my hands a foot apart.  
“Yeah, like that. Not that I got it all… you wanna see it? I want you to see it.” Without waiting for an answer, she plucked the remote off her nightstand, pointed, and pressed play. 
All over again, I watched her walk up to the stallion and blow him. “Now my real stallion,” she said as on the TV she took the stallion in her mouth and did the same to me in the live action bedroom.  Instead of jerking off, she sucked my cock like she was doing to the stallion. I came much faster than the horse. That definitely solved my problem about having to keep the secret. 
Believe it or not, life settled into a routine. The kids were dressed for breakfast, lunch, dinner, and school. In between, clothing was optional. I taught the older kids, from 12-year-old Alex and up. Sarah taught the younger ones. If one of them misbehaved in class, we found the best punishment was to make the culprit masturbate, but not cum. Punishment started at 5 minutes and for additional infractions we added 5 minutes. Within a few weeks, Natasha got up to 40 minutes before she finally got the message. By then, we had 16 well behaved students. 
In between meals, school, and bedtime? We had 16 naughty kids… oh, and 2 naughty adults whose only inhibition was the kids’ safety. Everything we did was like an invitation to sex. I decided the kids had some sort of secret schedule because four times a day one of them wanted me. In four days, I played with all 16 of them and then they started over. That’s not counting the nighttime kidnappings during which I was “forced” to fuck and suck. 
Being dragged from my bed every night for a wild session of sex where the kids were the aggressor was incredible. I’d just agreed to it and within a week, I’d been the victim of every one of the underage assailants at least once, in pairs and triplets. One time, Carmen woke me and said, “Come with me, boy toy. I always wanted a big, strong man to play with.” As she led me away on a leash, I was rock hard just at the thought of being an 8-year-old girl’s boy toy. 
Once Carmen had me, the pretty, dark-skinned Latina cuffed my hands behind my back and stroked my cock with both hands which together barely encircled my thick meat. Then she slid a plastic ring down to the base of my cock. I never had anyone do that before and once it was in place, I throbbed with lust that wouldn’t be sated until she removed it. The little beauty sat on my face. “Be a good boy and lick my baby pussy. Maybe I’ll let you cum if you’re good.” 
I’d gladly lick her (and had on many occasions), but there was something especially erotic about being commanded by such a little girl. Eagerly, I ate her delicious flower. She tossed her long jet black hair over her shoulder so I had a perfect view of her slender form. Those dark chocolate nipples on milk chocolate chest were hard and beautiful dark eyes stared into mine. This was not only the first time I’d been summoned by an 8-year-old, but the first time there was only one of them to “torment” me. As I licked her, I started teasing her and enjoying how she squirmed. I know Carmen would rather cum quick than be teased, but what was she going to do about it? “He’s doing it,” she said to no one in particular. I wondered what I was doing and who she was talking to.  
That’s when I felt a little hand on my balls. We weren’t alone though the owner of the hand was hidden behind Carmen. “Don’t tease her, boy toy. Just do it. Make her cum.” I recognized Hannah’s voice. Holy Mary Mother of God, I was being double teamed by the two youngest kiddie porn stars. With a light squeeze, Hannah encouraged me to get busy and I stopped fooling around. 
Carmen came within a minute. She lay to the side and swirled a finger around my nipple. “Now that’s what I call a good boy toy, Hannah. You gotta give him a ride.” 
With her blond hair and blue eyes, Hannah was just about the opposite of Carmen. She wasted no time in straddling my face to put my waggling tongue to use. “You can tease me, boy toy.” She settled down and I commenced teasing the tastiest pussy in the family. 
I’d only just gotten started when I felt Carmen slide the cock ring off. My view was, of course, blocked by Hannah, so I had little idea what to expect. She straddled my hips and then I saw her head come up so she could peer over Hannah’s shoulder at me. Her hand was on my cock and when she lowered herself, she took my cock up her sweet little ass… slowly. What a distraction! Here I was focused on Hannah’s pussy, body, and sounds so I could properly tease her and in the background was the incredible feeling of my cock being forced through the eye of a needle and the sound of an 8-year-old grunting and straining to thread the needle. Once the head of my cock was in her, Carmen lowered herself an inch at a time. One inch… wait 15 seconds… another inch… wait 15 seconds. Double teamed by the 8-year-olds was sweet torment as Hannah went to the brink and back and Carmen took two minutes to fully embed my cock in her. “Got it,” she grunted when she’d succeeded. 
At that announcement, Hannah said, “You and me, boy toy. We cum at the same time.” 
I wondered if she knew what she was asking. Carmen hadn’t even started to move up and down on my cock. At this rate, I’d be teasing Hannah for quite a while. 
Still out of sight, Carmen rose up and pushed down. I heard her innocent little girl voice say, “Holy motherfucker, do I love cock up my ass or what?” Up she went. Down she came. Up again. Down again. Up. Down. Up Down. Updownupdownupdownupdown.
Carmen rode me like a wild girl. I ate pussy like never before so Hannah would cum with me. It felt like I was about to cum and Hannah rose up. I couldn’t reach her pussy though I tried like my life depended on it. Carmen sat down with my cock in her and didn’t move. “Who likes having his cock in a little girl’s bottom?” asked Carmen. 
“Now you just calm down, boy toy,” said Hannah. 
“Oh, fuck,” I said. For the next 10 minutes, I wondered where they’d learned this trick. My cock was in a warm, tight prison. It never got totally free, but it did get exercised several times. My tongue tried to tip the scales by making Hannah cum, but she stopped us short every time. 
“I gotta do it,” said Hannah after longer than I wanted. She’d finally had enough teasing and settled down for the climax of their game. Carmen bounced. Hannah squirmed. And then we came. Hannah started with a gasp and then I shot my load inside Carmen while a very animated 8-year-old wriggled on my face. Still out of sight, I heard Carmen squeal in her own orgasm as she rode my cock and fingered herself. Triple play.  
Next thing I knew, I had two naked little girls cuddling me, one on each side. It was heavenly just to lie there, listen to their panting as it abated, and watch their chests stop heaving. A few minutes later, they’d fallen asleep. I disentangled myself from the exhausted pair and tucked the innocent looking babes into bed. 
That’s what I mean by routine. Kidnapped every night. Routine, but an adventure at the same time. I know Sarah had felt incomplete without children, but I’d accepted it and enjoyed the freedom to have sex with my wife anywhere, anytime. I mean, aren’t kids supposed to cramp your sex life? Not our adopted brood. I hardly even considered that we’d been blackmailed into this position. 
We’d been a family for about a month and a half when Sarah told me that tonight we’d be naked for dinner. Kevin, Holly, Amanda, Brian, and Sam had come up with a game to play to make the meal different. The five teens were recognized by the others as the ruling class. They made the rules and passed judgment on the younger kids. It made the family run smoother. God knows Sarah and I couldn’t watch 16 kids at once. 
From my perspective, playing a game at dinner wasn’t a good idea, but I didn’t want to be a stick in the mud. I used dinner as a time when each of the kids had to tell us all about something that happened to them during the day that didn’t involve sex. So, it didn’t sit well with me when the first rule of the game was no talking. No sounds at all or there would be an unnamed penalty. It appeared the five teens were the only ones who knew what the penalty was. The next problem was Melanie and Stephanie weren’t at dinner. By then I would have to pay the penalty just to ask where they were. Then there were the stools we were perched on rather than the comfortable chairs. The stool was barely big enough for my ass so there I sat naked at the head of the table with my cock hanging over the edge. The position of my tool wasn’t something I particularly noticed at the time. 
We’d just started to pass the food when Summer spoke. “Hey, ohhh…” She looked around, suddenly embarrassed that everyone was looking at her. “She’s…” Her explanation ended at one word and a light went on in her head. 
“The penalty is you have to take her place,” said Kevin. 
Nothing else was said, leaving me and the others to wonder what was going on. Summer slipped under the table and Melanie came out and sat in her chair. OK, now I know where Stephanie is, too. And I understood it was Stephanie’s and now Summer’s job to get us to make a sound. That’s when I noticed my cock was hanging over the edge of the stool. That’s what the stool was for. Looking around the table, I knew exactly where Stephanie was since Joey was silently squirming and concentrating hard on not making a noise. 
As I started eating, I steeled myself for the moment when one of the girls would try to get me to make a sound. Keeping an eye on faces, Joey had passed the test, Melissa was too distracted to eat, and Katie grunted. “Take her place,” said Kevin. Katie disappeared and Summer reappeared. Poor Stephanie was having a hard time earning her way out from under the table. 
A few seconds later, I felt a little hand on my cock and then a warm tongue. I looked down at Katie’s auburn hair and twinkling green eyes. As she sucked my cock down her throat, I figured I could stay quiet. However, I didn’t want to. I wanted to be part of the game and get under the table. I figured, too, that Katie would take it as a compliment if I couldn’t resist her. All-in-all, I decided to moan, “Oh, God, Katie…” She grinned at me and got out from under the table. 
Kevin didn’t need to enforce the penalty. I got under the table and looked at pussies and cocks lined up on both sides of the table. Where to start? Did I want to go for an easy target, someone I thought would make a sound or did I want to spend some time under the table? Stephanie was at the far end of the table with her face buried in Sarah’s crotch. I chose Kevin thinking he was a toss up. As the judge, he’d be particularly aware not to make a sound, but he may figure he’d be the last I’d pick. Cradling his balls in my hand, I stroked and suck him to hardness. I worked on him for a minute and then decided I wasn’t going to coax a sound from him. 
Stephanie had moved on to Brian, her head bobbing up and down quickly as she blew him. I went to Carmen and ran my tongue up her slit. “Eeeee,” she squealed softly. “That tickles.” Here I’d figured she’d be stoic. Replaced by Carmen, I got back to my dinner. 
Just as I sat, Brian gasped and thrust his hips forward. “Oh, oh, shit, Steph.” In mid-orgasm, he looked at Kevin. “That’s cheat… haah… cheating isn’t… haah, oh damn…” 
“Uh uh,” said Kevin. “Whatever it takes. She got you.”
Stephanie was good enough to finish so it was a few seconds before Brian quieted down and she finally got to eat dinner… sort of. She sat and gave a startled gasp. “Brian,” she whined. “That’s not fair. I just did you.” Kevin pointed at her, motioning for her to get under the table. “We’re supposed to switch,” she said to Brian and then she looked at Kevin. “He’s not stopping.” Shortly thereafter, she slipped under the table still being assaulted by Brian’s tongue. Out of sight she had a noisy orgasm. Only then did Brian take his seat. 
Eventually Stephanie got to eat her dinner while others got a turn under the table. We played the game a couple times over the next two weeks and by then it was apparent everyone had learned how to stay quiet during oral sex. We had to change the rules. If anyone gave any sign of being sucked or licked, then they paid the penalty. It’s a lot harder to control your expression and the game was on again. 
That’s not to say that the kids ran unchecked. Sure we let them kidnap us and set their own rules, but we had to weigh in sometimes with veto power. We talked things over with Hank and Julia so we had the power of the director behind us if we needed to play that card. When Hank heard about the dinner game, he changed the rules again, requiring the penalty to include a very vocal, very aroused minute of acting from the loser before going under the table. He wanted vocal during the movies, not stoic faces that made the movie look like they were merely going through the motions. 
When the older kids decided the younger ones had to do all the chores, they lost face when they had to rescind that edict.  They were testing us and we passed the test. After that they talked to us first. 
The next movie was shot on a Saturday and included Joey, Melanie, Devin, and Natasha. The two boys were brothers and the two girls were the sisters living next door. I was there to help though the help was limited to getting the kids to the set. I stayed and watched. I swear it was just so I’d be there to take them home again… not because I wanted to see them in action in front of a camera… naked and having sex with each other. 
The movie started out with them sitting on the floor playing cards. They played for a couple of minutes while the camera introduced them to the audience by panning over their bodies. Their clothes weren’t particularly revealing, sending the brief message of their innocence. Then Natasha was the only one holding cards. No real rules to the game, just the script that said Natasha lost the first hand. 
The 9-year-old stood and, after a brief show of reluctance, took off all her clothes. She sat back down tailor fashion and the game continued with the remaining three playing. The camera panned the group once and then settled on Natasha. When Devin lost, he made the same show of reluctance and then stripped. He sat across the circle from Natasha with the camera zooming in on his little stiffy. In another couple of minutes, Joey lost and stripped. 
For a moment, that left Melanie clapping her hands with glee that she still had her clothes. In an apparent change in the rules, the three naked kids rushed her and stripped her while she hovered between indignation and let me help you. 
The 9-year-olds paired off and the 11-year-olds explored each other. Getting naked had taken 8 minutes and the next half hour had the couples progress from kissing and touching to sucking and fucking. After a short break, they switched for 14 minutes and the older played with the younger. There was another short break and then they shot the rest of the hour long movie, 8 minutes of brother with brother and sister with sister. 
Even knowing the kids did this all the time on and off camera, the movie was erotic as hell. It captured their innocence and in a short hour had them experiment every which way. With the simple plot and a little talking to help set the scene, it looked every bit like four normal kids left alone on a Saturday afternoon who decided to play naughty. Once it was edited, it was even better. 
That summed up these children pretty well. They were good actors who played nearly the same role in every movie. Relationships changed between friend, sibling, son/daughter, nephew/niece, or victim, but in every one of them they started innocent as a baby and by the end of the movie they were not. 
“How’d you like it?” asked Kelly as they started packing up the equipment. The kids were getting dressed, so I was just waiting to take them back. They could find their way on their own, but the doors on both ends of the tunnel between the houses were cipher locked on both sides. They couldn’t get in the tunnel and if they did, they couldn’t get out. 
“It was great,” I said. “A candid moment of four kids having some fun.”
She grinned. “I wrote it and directed it.”
There wasn’t much plot and there wasn’t much direction, but I was impressed that it was more original than others I’d seen. “You should be proud of yourself. Taking over the business someday?”
She shrugged. “Learning the business and dad would love me to take it over. Maybe I will. You know I have to go to college.” I hadn’t known, but knowing Hank, it made sense. He took care of his actors in ways he didn’t have to. Like school. I wondered if he’d make all his actors go to college. Was Kelly the first in a long line of porn stars sent to college? “Still over a year away,” she said. A year and ten months until college, but ten months until senior year at a private school. “But it’s not like he’s giving me a choice. Jesus, do you know that they don’t fuck like every day in the real world?”


“Yeah, I was just in that real world a couple of months ago,” I reminded her. Let me see, now I fucked six times a day. Big difference. “You gonna be able to handle that?” I hadn’t given it much thought, but now that she’d mentioned it, she and the other kids had a very distorted view of the world. How could she cope if everybody in her life now was a sex partner and nobody in the real world was?
“I have to,” she said glumly. “Mom’s been talking to me about STDs. Is she serious?”
“Oh, yeah, you better believe it. Incurable diseases you catch from the wrong partner and you can’t tell just by looking at them. Just come home from college frequently. I’ll help you out,” I suggested. 
She punched me. “Come to college with me and you can help me out every day.”
“I wish. I have to take care of 16 kids,” I dead panned as if hated that. Sixteen kids whose care and feeding included liberal doses of sex. 
She punched me harder. “Don’t remind me. Dad says he’s gonna change the combo on the door and send me to a private high school for my senior year. Won’t let me just walk down the tunnel and pick a cock or a pussy anymore. Mom and him are gonna wean me off.”
“I could sneak you in,” I said with a smile, not really meaning it. I wasn’t going to screw with Hank and Julia’s rules. 
“Don’t. Dad would probably put your balls in a vise. He’s serious. I never thought about it, but when he travels on business, he stays celibate, you know.”
I nodded. “Makes sense. He could catch something and bring it back to all of us.”
“That’s what mom said about college and why I have to learn to love my vibrator.”
Hank came over and I steered the conversation back to praising Kelly for a job well done. Daddy was bursting with pride that his little girl had written and directed kiddie porn. He patted her butt and told her to go start editing it. It was going to be her baby all the way. 
“Party tonight at my house,” said Hank after Kelly left. “You’re a guest, not the entertainment. Kelly’s gonna babysit.”
Babysitting didn’t sound like the chore I usually considered it. Somebody had to watch them and that somebody would get nonstop sex. It wasn’t like they needed someone to watch over them, but the three doors to the basement where the kids were all had cipher locks. One to the upstairs, one to the tunnel, and one out to the backyard. The windows were all thick glass and wouldn’t open. They were all happy prisoners and I couldn’t imagine one of them trying to escape, but we weren’t taking any chances. So, if there was a fire or something, somebody had to open a door and that was the babysitter’s job. 
“What’s the occasion?” I asked. 
“Just a party,” he said. “Drinks, snacks, and sex. Got a special treat coming in as the opening act, so you don’t have to worry. The guests will all be members of the inner circle – the film crew, people in our network. The opening act involves a 12-year-old girl.”
“You tell Sarah already?” I asked. I didn’t know if I could say no to Hank, but if I knew Sarah, she’d want to go. Which meant she’d want to swap partners. So while I was asking about Sarah, I was already thinking about that cute 20-something girl who worked the sound for Hank. Or Julia. Or whoever else caught my fancy. Hank only hung out with beautiful people. 
“Yeah, Julia did,” he grinned. “You’re going. Between 5:30 and 6:00. Show starts at 6.”
“Yeah, we’re going,” I agreed. “We’ll be there in plenty of time.” The opening act had my attention already. 
I didn’t even bother to ask about the dress. I assumed it was casual. On the other hand, Sarah had asked and she laid out my tux for me that evening. Surprised it was so formal, I didn’t argue. She put on a little black dress and black shoes with 4-inch heels. Nothing else. I put on what she set out for me, which didn’t include underwear, but did involve seven times as many garments as she had, not counting shoes. 
We went to Hank and Julia’s house via the tunnel, which meant we passed the gauntlet of astonished and admiring kids who’d never seen mommy and daddy dressed up nice. I took two steps down the tunnel and heard Sarah’s zipper. She stepped out of that little dress and walked the length of the tunnel on my arm buck naked and sexy as hell. At the other end, she put her dress back on. “That’s all you’re getting of me tonight, understand?” she said. “This is about swapping, so I don’t want you thinking you owe your wife a fuck. You can have me anytime, but tonight I want you to nail the other women. And not Julia either. Don’t play it safe because I’m not.”
“You’re all I ever wanted,” I said. “But I agree. Tonight you play the field and I will, too.” 
I punched in the code and as we went into the basement, Sarah asked, “Did he tell you the rules?”
Crap, there’s rules? “No, I didn’t ask much. Just said we’d be there.”
“You never do,” she said. She knew me well. It was true that I didn’t think about the details until later.
“First, you’re never late to one of Hank’s parties because you’ll miss the opening act. Second, it’s a hetero party. No guys for you and no girls for me. It starts with half hour to watch the show and get in the mood. After twenty minutes, it’s guys’ choice. Pick a partner and get her warmed up. When the show is over, find a bedroom or just do it and don’t worry about privacy. Forty-five minutes of fun and then it’s girls’ choice. Guys have to choose a girl and girls have to choose a guy. Forty-five minutes of fun and then it’s a no rules free-for-all. Not a rule, but Julia said it’s good form to get to every member of the opposite sex.”
We strolled on up to the big open family room where the party started and got ourselves a drink. By 5:45 there were eight others besides Hank, Julia, Sarah and me. Two couples and four singles all in evening attire, including the sound girl. She was a cute thing with shoulder length brown hair, blue eyes, and big tits. I set my sights on her for the first round, but if not, I’d get to her eventually. The couples were in their 30s like Sarah, me, and our hosts and the women were gorgeous. The singles were all in their early 20s and could easily pass for models. Like I thought, there wasn’t a single woman there would didn’t get a rise out of me. 
We also met Kim, a 12-year-old girl dressed in a very girlie pretty pink dress. She mingled for a few minutes so we could see her as a perfect angel and then she slipped away at five minutes to 6:00. Based on the level of anticipation, I assumed when she returned she would not be a perfect angel. 
In the next five minutes, Hank explained to Sarah and me that everyone besides us had seen the act before and it was worth a repeat. Kim had been pimped out by her mother starting at the age of five. “You’d think she’d grow up thinking every girl is rented out for sex since it’s the only life she knows, but it never felt right to her. She was and still is pissed at her mom… lots of anger there. About a year ago, somebody – nobody knows who – got a hold of the pair and Kim found an outlet for her anger. Kim and her mommy won’t talk about how or why, but now Kim is in charge and mommy is a slave.” He shrugged. “Mommy could put her foot down, but she’s utterly submissive.” 
“We’re gonna watch Kim take out her anger on Mommy?” asked Sarah. 
“Not exactly,” said Hank. “She won’t be angry unless mommy screws up. You’re gonna watch a very sexually sophisticated 12-year-old and her slave.”
“Daughter domming mommy,” I said. “Sounds interesting.” Sounds like some of Hank’s movies, but without the acting. 
As Hank nodded, Sarah said, “Mother-daughter. Can’t wait to see.” She and I were in tune – the incestuous relationship made this something special. 
Precisely at 6:00, Hank made a brief announcement to introduce the act. A completely different Kim strode in with a nude woman on a leash. It took me half a minute to digest the whole picture of little girl mistress and adult woman slave. Kim wore black thigh-high boots, a black leather G-string, and a tiny black leather bra. From behind, it looked like she only had boots on. From the front, there were three little triangles strategically place. She had a whip in one hand and a leash in the other. 
The slave wore a long white T-shirt, a collar, six inch heels, and a blindfold.  She tiptoed in taking tiny, careful steps as we all checked her out. Her hands were bound behind her with ropes at her wrists, below her elbows, and above her elbows. With her elbows touching, she was forced to thrust her full tits out. She had a ring in her septum and like a ring in a bull’s nose I’d bet it made her easy to control. Just a tug on that and she’d follow you anywhere. 
Kim stopped with the slave centered in the room. “A round of applause for my mommy,” she said. 
Twelve pairs of hands clapped and the blindfolded woman stiffened and whined, “Kim, please, not again. I asked you not to do this anymore.” The sound of clapping came from all around her, so she couldn’t turn away from the audience. 
“My slave can ask anything she wants,” said Kim sternly. “But I’m still the mistress and I decide what you’ll do and I’m putting mommy on display for strangers again. So shut up.”
“Who is it this time, Mistress?” Mommy’s voice was tentative as she ignored Kim’s order. 
“It’s daddy and his drinking buddies,” said Kim, grinning at the audience. Mommy went white as a sheet until Kim said, “Did that a couple of times. My mommy is pretty and sexy and she hates my daddy. Not to mention all his buddies. Mommy was busy that night. Best part is I let daddy have her for free.”
The little mistress turned her attention back to her slave and slashed the air with her whip. “Shut up means shut up, mommy. It embarrasses me when you speak after I told you not to and you know how much I hate to be embarrassed.” She circled mommy once and on the second circle, Kim stopped behind her mommy. She lifted the back of mommy’s T-shirt and put it in mommy’s bound hands. “Hold that for me.”
With light pressure on mommy’s hands, Kim made mommy turn a full circle so we could see her bare ass. “I hate it when she’s naughty, but I do love giving mommy a bare bottom spanking. Of course she hates it and know what’s worse? Getting a bare bottom spanking with you watching.” She lashed the exposed ass with her whip. 
After several lashes, mommy begged for Kim to let her put down her shirt, stop, and forgive her – in that order. In pain and humiliated, tears ran down her cheeks. As a last resort she blindly looked toward the audience. “Please, help me. This isn’t right.”
When she finished, Kim turned mommy around again so we could see her bright red bottom. “She’s allowed to beg. Otherwise I’d have to punish her again, wouldn’t I? She’s such a naughty mommy. Hope you like begging as much as I do. Sometimes I even let her have what she’s begging for. I suppose she’d stop begging someday if she never got what she wanted, huh?”
Kim handed me six slips of paper, number 1 to 6. “Mix them up and give them to me one at a time, please,” she instructed. 
I shuffled them and picked one a random. Kim glanced at the number and put a finger to mommy’s left tit and pushed. “Mistress, may I please suck cock for your friends?” It popped out of mommy’s mouth like Kim had pushed a button on a tape recorder and mommy’s expression was like it slipped out on accident. Once it was said, she couldn’t retract it. 
Reaching behind a chair, Kim pulled out a paper bag and then pulled a long dildo from the bag. It looked like a cock completed with a crowned head, veins, and balls. A ten inch cock. “Kneel down, mommy,” said Kim. 
Even as she knelt, mommy pleaded for mercy. “Please, mistress, don’t make mommy suck a cock. A mommy shouldn’t with her daughter watching. Please, don’t embarrass me. Which one is it? If I have to, could it be the little one?” 
“Maybe,” said Kim. She reached back in the bag and came out with a cock that might belong on a 9 or 10-year-old. I was shocked that somebody made one that size. What the hell for? Kim rubbed on mommy’s cheek. “This one, mommy? You want to suck a little boy cock. Aww, you remember when I let you do Tony? His was so cute.” She looked at us. “Tony lives next door. He’s ten. Horny little guy just wanted to peek down her shirt and she gave him more than he imagined.” Mommy’s face was bright red by the time the brief story was told. 
“Yes, Mistress, that little one.”
“Open up, mommy,” said Kim. When mommy’s mouth opened, it looked as if Kim couldn’t decide which one and then she put the long one in mommy’s open mouth and slid it in to the hilt. Plastic balls rested on mommy’s chin and Kim said, “Fucking A, mommy, you got it all, didn’t you? I thought you wanted the little one, but looked what you went and did. I think our audience really wanted to see the long one. Just listen to you choke on it. Now that you got it, it almost sounds like you don’t want it. The cruel little minx fucked mommy’s face with it for a couple of minutes. 
I was hard as soon as Kim started spanking mommy and now I was throbbing with lust. Mere minutes had passed and I was ready to cum. My multi-orgasmic wife sat on the couch with her dress hiked up and demonstrating why she wasn’t wearing panties. Wish I could do that, but I wanted to save myself for later. I had five women to please before I was finished. 
When Kim reached for another slip of paper, I handed her the next one. “Good, I like to get this out of the way early,” she said as she checked the number. She pushed the talk button on mommy’s left asscheek and mommy said, “Hell, yeah, time to strip mommy. Everybody wants to see me naked? How cool is that?” I tried to imagine what kind of training would make a woman say something like that on command and with such enthusiasm.
For a brief moment, mommy looked and sounded excited, but immediately after she spoke, she didn’t look like it was cool. After that initial spanking it appeared she was allowed to talk quite a bit all in the name of begging. “May I do it, Kim? Please, if you untie my arms, I can do it. Mommy doesn’t want you to tear her clothes off.”
Patting her slave on the head, Kim said, “Yeah, you know you’re getting stripped. I’m gonna get my mommy all naked for everybody to check out. That’s what it’s all about. There’s nothing like taking your clothes off, putting you on display, and then offering you up for fucking and sucking. I’ll tell you what, mommy. How about you tell me if you want me to strip you or you want one of the men to strip you or you want one of the women.”
She pondered that for a couple of seconds and then mommy said, “Mistress, I want you to do it, not a stranger.” 
“Good, me, too,” said Kim. She stepped in front of mommy and grabbed the neck of the T-shirt. With a quick yank, she tore the reinforced neck and parted the material about two inches down. Then the little girl stepped behind mommy so we could see the unveiling. Reaching around, Kim pulled on the material just enough for it to slowly part until the bottom of the tear was at mommy’s belly button. Pausing, she said, “You like getting naked for strangers, don’t you, mommy.” The woman shook her head. “You like kneeling there so helpless while I show them your body.” Again mommy shook her head. “Not a fucking thing you can do about it, is there?” 
As mommy shook her head a third time, Kim parted the T-shirt to expose mommy’s full D-cup tits. Gold rings dangled from her nipples. Cupping one in each hand, Kim lifted them up. “Who pierced these puppies?” asked Kim.
“You let daddy do it, mistress,” blushed mommy. 
“He loved it,” chuckled Kim. “She screamed so loud I came.” She grabbed the T-shirt and ripped it the rest of the way down, exposing her mommy completely. Kim pulled the shirt down mommy’s arms as far as the ropes on her elbows. “This is what you are to me, mommy. Just a fucking slut toy for me to share with whoever I want. There you are. Naked. Because that’s what I want. Because that’s what you deserve. All over again. Anytime I want. For anyone I want.”
Taking another slip from me, she grinned, “Oh yeah, the earlier the better.” She pushed mommy’s right tit. “Trophy time for mommy. Put me on display for the nice people.” 
Kim smiled angelically. “So many ways to make you my trophy. Which one is it today? Stand up, mommy,” As she reached into her bag, Kim said, “Trophy means I’m going to fix her up so she can’t move. All she can do is be on display and I make sure she’s uncomfortable while I’m at it.” She had a butt plug in her hand when she returned to her slave who’d struggled to her feet. 
Turning her slave, to face the bulk of the group, Kim bent mommy at the waist and worked the butt plug into mommy’s ample bottom. Facing away from the group, mommy had already started begging for a different position. It seemed she knew what was coming. There may be many ways to make her a trophy, but was there only one that involved a butt plug? The plug was two inches around at the widest and when that passed her sphincter, mommy’s ass took the plug like it belonged her. 
“On your back, mommy,” commanded Kim. She let mommy do all the work to move from standing to on her back. With her arms tied behind her, it wasn’t an easy task. “I love sticking things in mommy. Down her throat. Up her ass. How many girls my age have their very own slave? An adult? Her mommy? She fucked me for over half my life so now I get to fuck her for over half her life. The rest of her life or until she’s too old and fat. That’s one thing I like about my mommy. She’s pretty and sexy and could have any guy she wants, but she’s mine and I pick the men, women, boys, and girls that get her. I like sharing her with you once in a while, but I get her every day and every day people pay for her mouth and pussy. I let kids my age do it for a dollar.” She filled the time it took mommy to get in position.
Mommy dropped onto her side and then rolled to her back and Kim went back to work. “Help me out now, mommy,” she said. “So it doesn’t hurt so much.” She took hold of mommy’s ankles and lifted them up and over the woman’s head until it looked like she could kiss her own ass. Her eyes were wide as if she was astonished she was doing it again. Because there was no doubt mommy had done this before. She wrapped her arms behind her knees and pulled her face close to her pussy. Kim clipped a D-ring to mommy’s nose ring and grabbed a handful of hair. By tugging on the D-ring and pulling on mommy’s hair, Kim forced mommy to close the distance as she exerted herself trying to help. Not that she wanted to help, but like I thought earlier, with Kim in control of the nose ring, mommy would do anything. 
“Just a little bit farther, mommy,” said Kim. “You can do it.” Another inch closer and Kim hooked the D-ring to a ring sticking out of the end of the butt plug. Mommy locked her arms around her upper thighs and held tight when Kim let go. Sarah, Julia, and a couple of the other women were masturbating furiously at the sight of the woman bent in half and forced to virtually kiss her own pussy. If she let go, it would rip the ring out of her nose. She didn’t have the leverage to pull the butt plug free. 
Kim snatched a slip of paper from my hand with some urgency. Looked like mommy couldn’t hold that position very long. She sighed in relief. Then she reached between her slave’s legs and pushed her clit. “Mommy would like to show everybody what a slut she is and cum for them. Please, Mistress may I?”
“I suppose so. Better hurry before you disappoint me.” 
There on the floor with her legs spread wide and thrown back over her head, her arms useless, and her face buried in her pussy, mommy started eating herself. The stretch between butt plug and nose ring positioned her mouth just right so she could tongue her pussy and suck on her clit. With frantic slurping noises, she ate pussy with a vengeance. It took her a couple of minutes and then she bit her clit and pulled on it, cumming with a groan of satisfaction and relief. 
It was 20 minutes past the hour and I moved to the sound girl and laid claim to her while Kim freed mommy’s nose ring and let the woman lie back. She looked for me and found me. I handed her a slip of paper and kissed my girl.  Standing where she had a good view of the show, Katia was one of two of the women who wasn’t diddling herself off. Sarah and Julia had their legs spread and I didn’t even want to guess how many times they’d cum. I unzipped Katia’s dress and she shrugged it off her shoulders. It fell to the floor and she was naked.  
I didn’t notice where Kim poked her mommy, but I heard, “I’m a slut who likes to eat little girl pussy all day long. Hey, little girl, wanna send me to hell?”
As I put my arms around Katia from behind, I watched Kim strut around and pull her top free. “God, she’s so hot,” breathed Katia. Indeed, Kim had perfect little tits and an all over tan. Watching her strip mommy was erotic, but Kim’s body was better by far. She slipped her bottoms down to reveal a hairless pussy. By the time Kim squatted over mommy’s face, I had one hand in Katia’s pussy and the other on a C-cup tit. Katia’s hand held my wrist, either making sure I knew it was OK to finger her or preventing the escape of my hand. Together we appreciated the sight of mommy licking her daughter to a climax. 
Mommy’s last forced line was, “I’m a slut who likes to suck little boy cock all night long. Hey, little boy, give me a taste of heaven.” Apparently Joey was waiting on the sidelines for his cue. Naked already, he walked to center stage and popped his cock into mommy’s surprised mouth. She was conditioned to say it, but it appeared she expected the call to go unanswered. 
“Got one for you, this time,” chuckled Kim. “Always nice to make your day suck even more. Mommy was raped when she was 9 by a bunch of 11 and 12 year-olds. Nothing like reliving the worst moment of her life.” It seemed like the grand finale, but interest was dwindling as couples paired up. 
We watched for a couple of minutes and then Katia and I headed for a bedroom. “Wouldn’t you like to fuck her?” she asked me, obviously referring to Kim. 
“She’s not part of the group,” I said, meaning hell, yes, but she’s off-limits. 
“Yeah, she’s on the outside. Who knows what shit she’s carrying and she’d probably cut your dick off as soon as let you fuck her.” 
“She didn’t seem like the cuddly type,” I agreed. “Now you on the other hand…” I said. She was down to her panties and I was still dressed as we headed down the hall. 
“Am too old for you,” she laughed. She was younger than me. 
“No, I’m too old for you,” I countered, thinking that was more correct. 
“You’re right about that,” she opened a door and found the room empty. “I’d take Joey or Brian over you.” She jumped on the bed. “You telling me you wouldn’t take Melissa or Summer or both over me?”
“God, no,” I said. She was naked and I had my full tux to take off. “I have them all the time. Nice to have a real woman once in a while. I haven’t lost my taste in women, I’ve just expanded my horizons.”
She got up and started helping me peel off my monkey suit bit by bit. “I haven’t lost my taste in men either, but I don’t get time with the boys. You have any idea what it’s like to watch the kids make movies and not get to play with them.”
I didn’t, but I didn’t say so. Instead, I pointed out my perspective. “You have any idea what it’s like to have them morning, noon, and night? Everyone of them wanting a piece of daddy?” I thought she was going to punch me and I interrupted that negative vibe, saying, “What keeps you from coming by?”
“Haven’t been invited,” she said. “Not sure what the director would say. I feel like I need permission or something.” I thought about extending an invitation, but I wasn’t sure what the director would say either. In bed she was hot, not showing any sign that she didn’t like men in their 30s. When we parted, she knew for sure that I hadn’t lost my taste in women. 
For the rest of the night, I satisfied four more women and then Sarah and I drug ourselves home. We hung a do not disturb sign on the door and woke up late. Kelly spent the night in one of the basement bedrooms and looked like she’d enjoyed entertaining the kids.  I was surprised she had any energy left, but she sent us down the tunnel to have brunch with her parents. 
At brunch, we settled down to eggs, bacon, sausage, pastries, waffles with strawberries, and mimosas. We chatted about politics, the economy, and whatever else kept our minds off our day-to-day lives. We were halfway through the sumptuous meal when Hank brought up business. “Julie and I took Kelly off the roster now that she’s sixteen. Kevin and Holly are getting close. It’s time to get rid of them.”
“What does that mean?” I asked. 
“What are you going to do to them?” Sarah sounded more concerned about it than me. I hadn’t taken it as a bad thing, but how did you “get rid” of child porn stars?
“Well, three things we can do with them,” said Julia. “Kill ‘em, sell ‘em, or help them find their way out of the business and into something else.”
“You’re kidding,” said Sarah, the disapproval obvious in her voice. “You have to do the third one , right?”
“Sort of kidding,” Hank winked. “Seriously a lot of kids in the profession do end up dead or sold to a prostitution ring or worse. It ties up loose ends. We want to help them learn about normal life and get a job, but it’s risky. You saw last night what a pissed of kid can do. Imagine Kevin or Holly holding a grudge and turning on us once they’re out in the real world.”
“They wouldn’t,” insisted Sarah. “They love us.”
Hank looked skeptical. “Really? I do think putting them all together with you two was the best idea I’ve had for them. You’ve made a family. Twisted sex crazed family, but a family. I think Stephanie on down do love you and trust you. Alex, Brian, and…”
“Samantha,” Julia helped him out. 
“Yeah, those three might be with you long enough to really make the attachment to you and be family. Amanda maybe. I just don’t think Kevin and Holly… they’ve been moved around a lot. All the kids have, but I’ve had Kevin and Holly the longest and they’ve had a rough life.” He cast a guilty glance at Julia. “The kids haven’t always had nice places to stay and nothing like what they’ve got now.” 
“So we’re healing their psyches?” I asked. “Making up for a rough life?”
“And we can’t thank you enough,” said Julia. “Neither of us saw it turning out this way… this good. Hank and I…”
“Julia,” said Hank. 
She smiled at him. “Hank and I thought it would be a good idea to get them all in one place with someone we know and trust. Now it looks like all they wanted was a mommy and daddy and each other. A family.”
“Stability and a routine,” added Sarah. “Meals at the same time every day. School starts at the same time. Bedtime always the same. Kids need that.”
“I knew you wanted kids, but I didn’t know you’d be so good at it.”
“OK, yeah, I wanted a safer place for them and it’s turned out very well. I’m still keeping a close eye on each of them as they leave the fold,” said Hank. 
“How do you plan to have them leave the fold?” I prompted him. 
Hank shrugged, an indication he wasn’t sure he had the right plan, but he had a plan. “Like Kelly. Except their junior and senior year at a private school and no college for them. Find them a job after high school. Put them up in a condo somewhere and help them get started in a new life.”
“Condo close,” said Sarah. “I want them to come visit their little brothers and sisters. We are a family.”
“Condo together,” said Julia. “They want to be together. Maybe it’s just a scary world and they want someone familiar close by or maybe they’ll stay together, who knows? I think Holly’s in love, but not sure about Kevin.”
“Please, they’re 15,” said Hank, sounding more practical than the two women who wanted to hold a wedding tomorrow. “Who knows? Holly has expressed an interest in working a camera for us and I don’t see a problem with that as long as she gets a diploma first. Surprises me, but Kevin wants to be a mechanic.”
“He loves those little girls,” said Sarah. “He doesn’t want to stick around and work for you?”
“He wants some space,” said Hank. “I didn’t try to change his mind. He wants out to do his own thing. Not to say he won’t visit his little brothers and sisters and I’ll bet he can’t keep his hands off them, but he is set on doing something else. Besides, I can’t give them all jobs.”
 “What do you want us to do?” I asked. 
“Two things,” said Hank. “First, spend some special time with Kevin and Holly. Not in bed, but like kids about to leave the nest. Treat them like normal kids and get them prepared for next year. Give them more responsibilities.”
“Teach Holly to cook,” suggested Julia.
“Like we’re guidance counselors preparing them for life after high school.” That was my impression of what Hank wanted. 
“We can do that,” said Sarah. 
“Then there’s the second part,” said Hank. “The second part is get ready for two new kids. I’ve got feelers out for a boy and a girl, 7-year-olds, who would consider kiddie porn a step up in their lives.”
“Replacements,” said Julia. 
“We’re ready,” said Sarah. 
“No, you’re not,” said Julia. “Do you know what it means that kiddie porn is a step up?”
“Their life sucks now?” I ventured. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the specifics. 
Hank didn’t provide specifics. “They’ll arrive with bruises. Physical, mental, emotional bruises. They’ll be scared, withdrawn, angry, rebellious, you name it… they’ll be a handful and they’ll need your love and attention. Heal their bruises and win their trust. All of the kids have been there and they’ll be a big help just because they know what it’s like for the new kids and how much better it will be. 
Julia added, “They won’t be in movies until they’re ready, not before they’re eight. They’ll see what the older kids are doing and can join if they want. They’ll be seduced into sharing the sex and they’ll learn the rules by osmosis. They see what the others do and follow along.”
“You’ve done this before?” I asked. “I thought they were all scattered around before, so who did this before us?”
“We’ve done it before,” said Hank. “We always put the new kids in the house with the most kids. It works almost automatically, but there’s a few things you need to watch for. First, you love them like parents love their own child. As far as you’re concerned, they’re normal kids. Avoid sex until they initiate it. Second, keep an eye on Melissa, Summer, and Brian. They rush things. Brian was pushy with Joey and Devin. Melissa and Summer double teamed Katie.”
Sarah laughed. “Melissa and Summer double team everybody, but I get it. It’s not fair to a 7-year-old. We’ll watch them all to make sure it works just like you say.”
Which begged the question, so I asked, “This ever gone wrong?” Maybe it didn’t work just like they said every time.
“Yes,” said Julia at the same time Hank said, “No.”
“Yes, it has, Hank,” said his wife. 
“Not because of the kids,” said Hank. “If you don’t make them feel safe and secure… if you don’t take care of them and love them… if you can’t keep your hands off them until they’re ready… then it could go wrong. We’ve had a couple of times when the kid was not properly treated by the foster parents. I don’t expect you to screw up, so I’m not worried about that. When the kids screw up, like what happened to Joey, Devin, and Katie, it just means it takes longer.”
Julia said, “Hank put the fear of God in Summer and Melissa, but Brian’s done it twice now. When we find a new boy, keep Brian on a tight leash.”  

“I’ll just put the fear of God in Brian,” said Sarah. “Or worse, I’ll put him on mommy’s shit list if he’s too pushy.”
I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I did know that Brian was very attached to Sarah and the mere threat of mommy’s wrath would be terrible indeed for him.  
We talked more about welcoming new kids to the family and about timing. It wouldn’t happen before the holidays and probably not until late spring. Hank didn’t have specific kids in mind yet and he wasn’t in a hurry to pick them up. It sounded like his biggest concern was giving us enough time to get mentally prepared. 
When Sarah and I returned home, we weren’t hungry, but it was lunchtime for the kids. After lunch the kids took care of the dishes and Alex slipped her little hand in mine. “Daddy, I need some help,” she said just like she might ask for help with homework or fixing her bike. I love her impish smile and the way her eyes twinkle with delight. She always looks like she’s on the verge of trouble, but in reality, she’s just happy all the time.
“What can I do for you, Alexandra?” I asked. 
“Fuck me, daddy,” she said. 
After a few months of the sexual appetite of these kids, you’d think I’d see this coming. Usually, I do see it, but she had this air of innocence right up until those three words. “Lead the way, honey,” I said. She led me toward the stairs up to the bedrooms. The guest room is off limits and the other bedroom is an office. That left only the master bedroom. I noticed Sarah heading downstairs with Natasha and Katie, so I let Alex take me to the big bed. Between the master bedroom and the fact that Alex was alone, I considered this something special. 
“I asked and the others said I could have you for two hours,” she said, another thing that made this special. “I’d like you to cum three times – my mouth, my cunny, and my bottom.”
Well, if she insisted… “What’s the occasion?” I asked, not sure there was one. 
She grinned. “I just had my first period.” We’d celebrated a few of the kids’ birthdays already with sex as one of the presents. This was more special. A once in a lifetime event and she wanted to celebrate with me!
“Well, then, I’ll be making love to a woman,” I smiled back at her. I swept her up in my arms and carried her to the bedroom. Making love to a woman, but she was still a slip of a girl. I have to admit that of all the girls, I thought her body was the best. Not the slick, bare, flat chested look of the younger girls and not the widening hips and obvious breasts on the older girls. I kissed her like a lover and undressed her slowly. Taking off her shirt, I enjoyed the look of her in a training bra. The girls had all gotten the message that I liked how they looked in bras and panties, so it was rare that I stripped off a top to find nothing more in the way. For Alex, the little mounds under the little girl bra were perfect. 
I took my time, nuzzling her neck, kissing her, and caressing her slender legs right up to her panties and then after a few minutes, I helped her out of her skirt. “Daddy,” she said like a little girl trying to wheedle something out of me., “you gonna tease me or take me?” Well, the plan was to take my time. These kids didn’t need any foreplay and that’s precisely why I liked to do it. I wanted to make it more about them… more about loving and caring… and less about two sweaty bodies sharing the ultimate physical pleasure. However, she did want three orgasms from me in two hours, so maybe that wasn’t such a good idea. On the other hand, I had a hard on just from getting this sexy little beauty to her Hello Kitty bra and panties and the idea of taking her hard and fast definitely had my cock’s attention. 
“Take off your clothes, daddy,” she said. “I want you to do what you do… you know, slow and sexy. I like how you look at me when you do it slow… you enjoy it. But when my panties hit the floor, I want my daddy to take my breath away.”
Gulp. I felt like she’d grabbed my cock and stuck a finger up my ass, but she was just standing there looking sweet and damn sexy. I was ready to cum on the spot just from an invitation like that. I took off my clothes quickly so I’d be ready when she was. “That’s my daddy,” she said as I stepped out of my briefs. “Big, hard, and hunky. I’m ready for you, so don’t fool around. But don’t unwrap your present too fast.”
She wanted me, but she also made it clear that she loved my devoted attention to her preteen body. It was my usual routine when we had time, but this time I had to force myself to return to kissing and caressing as if I had to seduce her out of her clothes. Her lips were so sweet and she didn’t kiss like a porn star. While I love the look of a naked girl, I do enjoy the sight of my daughters when their tits press against the thin fabric of a bra and their panties give just a hint of their pussies and tight little bottoms. So, I caressed, kissed, and turned her to enjoy every angle. I talked in a deep, seductive voice. “You’re so sexy, Alexandra… such a beautiful princess… you smell so good, Alexandra… I love you so much, Alexandra.” Sometimes sharing my feelings and sometimes just rumbling deep, incoherent but very meaningful sounds. Then I took off her bra and made love to her precious little mounds. I didn’t care how much someone else had touched them, each time was special to me. Then I slowly slid down her panties. At this point, I’d make love to the newly exposed skin, but this time I picked her up and tossed her on the bed, following so quick that she was still bouncing as I reached for her. 
She bounced once and spread her legs, coming to rest with me between them. I had every intention of taking her hard and fast, but the little vixen looked every bit like she was shyly, nervously waiting to lose her virginity. So I paused to admire her perfect body, unconsciously deviating from her request that when her panties hit the floor I was to take her breath away.   
“Oh, daddy,” she said, her voice trembling. “You couldn’t help it, could you?” I thought she was going to cry just from the brief delay to devour her body with my eyes. “I love it so much when you do that. I love you, daddy.” Then she wrapped her legs around my waist. “Come and get me.”
I slid forward, parted her lips with one hand, aimed my cock with the other, and slid into her slippery hole. She may have wanted it hard and fast, but I took a moment to make sure she was ready like she said she was and then I rammed my cock home. Holding her thighs, I fucked her hard and fast like she wanted. I could have cum in seconds, but I made sure she had an orgasm first and then had my own incredible climax, milking my cum out with long, slow thrusts over 20 seconds of exquisite pleasure. 
As I collapsed next to her, she snuggled to me, settling into the crook of my arm with her head resting on my shoulder. It was only then that I wondered if she’d set me up. Did she want me to take her hard and fast or did she want me to think that’s what she wanted? Was she so confident that I couldn’t keep myself from telling her with my eyes and my hesitation just how sexy she was? And had I passed the test just because of that’s who I am? Subconsciously worshipping each and every one of my children as a sexual being worth at least a momentary diversion from my lust. 
I had a big smile on my face like I always do after I cum and so did she. However, her smile was out of place. Consummate actors all, the kids rarely displayed the same level of pleasure that I did in these unguarded post-orgasmic moments. You couldn’t wipe the smile off my face with a stick of dynamite after a good cum. On the other hand, while the kids clearly enjoyed cumming, it was something special to see the same look of delight that Sarah or I had. Or what Alex had right now. 
“It’s fun to watch you cum, daddy,” she said. “The boys just shoot it all like a… a… like they just spit it out. You kinda… well, it’s like you drool it out. The boys are done in a second and you’re like forever. You’re the best ever fuck and… and… daddy? Why do you love me?”
Her question stunned me. Why did I love her? Because. Did I need any more reason than that? She’s my daughter. My adopted daughter, but they’d all become mine the second they’d moved in. I felt responsible for them. I felt sorry for what they’d been through. I was determined to make them feel special. And that was the real question she’d asked. How could I love a little slut who’d fucked men, women, boys, and girls without even knowing their names sometimes? How could I love Alexandra knowing what she was?
“I just do, Alexandra sweetheart,” I said. “You’re part of me now. You’re part of our family. You’re special.” I sought for a tactful way to describe her. “It has nothing to do with how pretty you are, how sexy you are, or how you just made me feel or even that we have sex. You’re my daughter and daddies love their daughters no matter what.”
“They do not,” she said. “You do, but nobody else does.”
“Alexandra, I do. That’s all that matters. Mommy and I both love you. It doesn’t matter what you’ve done or what’s happened in the past. I don’t care about that. I just know I’ve got my special girl with me now. You’ll always be my daughter and I’ll always love you.”
“I just don’t know why,” she said softly. Her eyes brimmed with tears. “What did I do to deserve this? What did I finally do right?”
The million dollar question. “Oh, hell, Alexandra, you’ve always deserved this. You’ve never done anything wrong. If your… birth parents didn’t appreciate you or your foster parents didn’t… it’s not your fault.” I was getting a clear insight into how the kids felt about themselves. They weren’t normal kids and they felt like the world had shit on them. They had baggage that they’d carry around with them the rest of their lives. Things were getting closer to normal, but some things weren’t going to change. I lay there naked with my arm around a naked 12-year-old who had a load of my cum in her and we weren’t going all the way back to normal. 
“Some bad things have happened to you, but you’re a good person,” I assured her. “Most kids don’t have sex at your age and they don’t make movies like you do. They still live with their birth parents and they’re loved. You’ve just done different things and now you’ve finally found a family that loves you. Whoever didn’t appreciate you in the past, that’s their loss. It’s important that you feel good about yourself. Think about the good things. You’ve got a mommy and daddy and 15 brothers and sisters. Someday you’ll get married and have your own kids and you’ll know they need love and a safe home and a family. You’re getting a good education so you don’t have to make movies the rest of your life. You can be anything you want.” 
“So I kinda got screwed,” she said. 
That’s not quite how I’d put it. “You got off to a bad start,” I acceded. “But you’re doing good now. That’s what matters. Mommy and daddy love you no matter what.”
“I like that,” she said and fell silent, snuggling even closer. I wasn’t sure if I’d made my point at all. She hadn’t acknowledged my last words and hadn’t seemed to really accept that she was a good person and we loved her. I figured the best I could hope for was that I’d planted a seed in her mind and she’d let the past fade in favor of the present. 
She was apparently pondering what I’d said though her mind wandered down a different path than I’d expected. After a few minutes, she looked up at me and asked, “Can I still blow you?”
Hell, yes, please do. I guess I’d said that it didn’t take sex to earn my love, but I certainly didn’t mean we couldn’t do it. I managed to contain the lust that filled me as the pretty 12-year-old asked if she could suck my cock. “Sweetheart, I said that I love you whether we have sex or not. I did not mean to discourage you from having sex with me or anyone in the family. It’s not required and when it’s not required, it’s appreciated even more when it’s offered. Of course you can blow me. We’re still celebrating, right?”
She blew me, I ate her, and we cuddled some more. Then we completed the sexual triathlon with me cumming in her ass. There is no part of Alex’s body that doesn’t turn me on and her tight little ass is one of the best parts. 
Afterwards, I told Sarah about the little talk I’d had with Alex. She hadn’t fielded the question so directly from any of the kids, though she had a feeling that they were reconciling the past with the present and wondering if the bubble would burst. On the outside, they were brazen, confident kids, but on the inside they were insecure as hell. Understandable after what they’d been through in their young lives. Neither Sarah nor I knew exactly what they’d been through, but our imaginations painted a pretty grim picture. By the end of the weekend, the two of us had talked to the other 15 kids to reassure them they were loved and that wasn’t going to end. All of them accepted our assurance with dubious looks. They wanted to believe, but we had to overcome years of distrust. In the end, it always came back to a variation on the same question. “Can I still blow you… fuck you… play with you… make you cum?” It was how they’d learned to give and receive love and Sarah and I didn’t want to give up that aspect of parenting a brood of sexually precocious children. 
We loved having sex with the kids though it was legally and morally wrong. Realistically, when it came down to it, it was really and truly how they expressed love. It was so ingrained in them that if we denied them sex, we’d be telling them we didn’t love them. If fucking a 12-year-old for her own good sounds like rationalization, that’s too bad. It’s her reality. 
Film Star
By Kenna
Chapter 5
 
(multiple, oral, pedo)
Sarah and I enjoyed being parents and the responsibilities that came with it. Sex was ever present, but we made sure they got a good education, knew they were loved, and followed the rules. We were preparing them for life away from making porn someday. It annoyed me when I got occasional glimpses of their past. To keep them with adults who condoned his kiddie porn business, Hank had farmed them out in groups of two to eight to pedophilic foster parents who cared more about their own perverted pleasure than the kids. 
Though we indulged in the very abnormal practice of sex with any and all of them, we tried to instill some normalcy in the family. The kiddie porn business hadn’t changed. At least twice a month, a select group of the kids were summoned to perform on camera sometimes with Sarah, me, or both of us starring alongside them. We practiced being normal for special occasions, but those occasions were rare. 
Leading up to Thanksgiving, Sarah and I both spent time teaching the kids about a tradition we took for granted. We covered it in school once we learned that for them, it was either a myth, an unknown, or, at best, an intermittent and meager celebration depending on whose roof they were under that fourth Thursday of November. Among the older kids that I taught, I was surprised that Sam had no knowledge of pilgrims or a harvest feast. After she thought about it, she decided she’d had turkey dinners, but there hadn’t been anything special about them. Among Sarah’s classes, there were even more who had missed out on the all-American tradition. 
Of course all that led up to a big Thanksgiving dinner – three turkeys with all the trimmings. For some of the kids that was a first. Brian, Melissa, Katie, and Carmen hoarded food, a habit we were working on that came from years of not having enough to eat. All the kids were excited about the bountiful meal, but those four were astounded. I thought they’d eat themselves sick. After demolishing dinner, anyone who wasn’t astonished became so at the sight of tarts, cookies, and three kinds of pie laid out for dessert. 
When Christmas rolled around, we trimmed a huge tree in the common area and hung 18 stockings around the room. We found ourselves again obliged to educate the kids on the traditions and origins of Christmas. Christmas movies became a staple for December – A Christmas Carol, The Santa Clause, Miracle on 49th Street, White Christmas, and more. We handed out sheets of paper with the words to Christmas carols so we could sing them. They had a lot of catching up to do. The kids were allowed to pick a name from a hat so they’d have someone to give a present to and Sarah and I gave them a list to choose from so they didn’t buy each other dildos or some other toy we considered inappropriate for Christmas. 
On Christmas Eve, we shared presents between ourselves and then on Christmas morning, Santa had filled the stockings and left a present for each of the kids. I suppose I should have been ready for it, but again the kids surprised us with their naiveté over a holiday we took for granted. It was Sam who surprised us the most as she opened her present from Santa and stared at her delicate china doll in disbelief. “How did he know what I wanted? I didn’t even think he was real,” she said, perhaps the oldest child in history to believe in the jolly old elf. 
Out of the mouth of 13-year-old Sam, the belief spread. No one refuted her on the spot and the skeptical looks on the preteens’ faces all turned to wonder. Somehow Santa had given them all something that they wanted. Then we gave the kids one more present. Each of them got a memory book with pictures of them, their siblings, and Sarah and me. There were pictures from Thanksgiving, birthdays, school, and fun times like at the pool. None of the pictures were provocative since we intended the books to be something they could keep and share for the rest of their lives to remember their family. There wasn’t a dry eye in the house, which was quite an achievement for Kevin, Amanda, and Natasha. 
Alas, later that morning I had to intervene when I overheard Summer and Melissa setting Sam straight on the plausibility of a jolly fat man fitting down every chimney in the world in one night to deliver presents. It was too late to save Sam from reality, but I absolutely forbade them to ruin Christmas for the younger kids. 
It was a Wednesday in late March when Hank informed Sarah and me to be ready for a new arrival. He was still looking for a 7-year-old boy, but now he’d found a girl, Anna. Prepared for her arrival, we locked the other kids in the basement as we met the frightened little girl on Friday afternoon. Her unkempt brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail. Slender and pretty (and nervous and dirty) with a smattering of freckles and blue eyes, it was clear why Hank had selected her. All the kids were beautiful, lithe, and trim and she was no exception though under the grime her potential was hidden. I didn’t say anything about them, but I bristled at the sight of fading yellowish-purple bruises on her arms and legs. If this was the condition all the kids arrived in, I understood what Hank meant when he said they were better off as porn stars. 
Clutching a teddy bear, she didn’t acknowledge my kind compliments, believe my promise to take care of her, or accept my invitation to sit on my lap. Instead, she moved closer to Sarah while keeping a wary eye on me. Once she put Sarah between me and her, she looked at her new mommy with distrust and fear. She was close enough that Sarah reached out and stroked her hair, but Anna leaned away. She didn’t say a word, but she sent a clear message not to touch her. 
“Come with me, then,” said Sarah as she stood. “We’ll get you a bath and clean clothes, sweetie.”

Anna refused Sarah’s offered hand, but followed Sarah in a manner of speaking. She trailed Sarah until the pair walked by me. Then she scuttled in front of Sarah, always on the other side of Sarah from me. She wasn’t too fond of Sarah, but she wasn’t about to stay in the room alone with me. It was obvious that the man in her life had delivered those bruises. I hadn’t anticipated that barrier between us. 
About an hour later, Sarah returned with Anna now holding her hand. The only thing the same as when she left was teddy still clutched tight with her free arm. She was clean, her hair cascaded down to her shoulders, and she wore a new dress. “Wow,” I said appreciatively. “You are such a pretty girl, Anna. Mommy took good care of you.”
Anna looked at Sarah as if seeking a translation. “Go ahead, Anna,” said Sarah. 
In response, the 7-year-old made a valiant attempt to drag Sarah in front of me with her. When that didn’t work, she again gave me that wary look that told me to stay seated and let go of mommy’s hand to step five feet in front of me, a safe distance I assumed. “She says…” A look at Sarah. “Mommy says you won’t ever hurt me.”
“That’s right, sweetie,” I said soothingly. “I know you’ve been hurt in the past, but nobody here will hurt you. I won’t hurt you and I’ll protect you from everybody else.”
“She says… mommy says I should call you daddy,” she said. 
“I’d like that, Anna. You can if you want.” There really wasn’t an alternative. I wouldn’t offer for her to call me Bill and with all the other kids calling me daddy, she’d end up calling me daddy anyway. 
“I never had no daddy,” she offered, looking at both of us. “Just mommy and Rick.”
That announcement relieved me a little. It hadn’t been daddy that beat her up. “Now you do, sweetie. I’m your daddy and daddies don’t hurt their little girls. They take care of them and protect them. You’re safe here.”
“That’s what I told her,” said Sarah. “You’re loved. You’re precious. You’re part of our family now.”
I patted my lap to invite her to sit there and she moved back to Sarah. It hurt my feelings, but I said, “Well, whenever you’re ready you can sit on my lap, sweetie. You decide when, OK?”
“OK,” she nodded. I was happy she didn’t say no. 
 “Have you talked to her about her family?” I asked Sarah. 
“Not yet,” she replied. “Let’s fix dinner and we can talk then.”
We jockeyed for position and figured out the preferred order of movement was me in front, Sarah next, and Anna last, still keeping her distance from me. In the kitchen, Sarah got out a huge pot roast and I started cutting potatoes and carrots. 


“What are you doing?” Anna piped up, sounding annoyed. 
“Me?” I asked rhetorically since she was looking at me. “Getting potatoes ready for the pot roast. Why?”
“I dunno,” she shrugged. “I just didn’t think daddies cooked.”
“What did you think daddies do while mommy is cooking?”
“Watch TV and drink beer. Don’t you just sit and wait for dinner?”
“Well, you see, sweetie, it’s like this,” I prepared to explain. “Mommy can’t do it all on her own. We have 16 kids, 17 counting you. You’re part of a big family and mommy needs help.”
 “Sixteen! That’s a fucking lot! Where are they?”
“Sweetie, we don’t use that word, fucking, when we’re fixing or eating dinner,” said Sarah diplomatically leaving it open to use at other times. “Just say that’s a lot.”
I expected her to ask why or tell us that mommy and Rick use it all the time. Instead, she said, “That’s a lot. Where are they?”
“We didn’t want to overwhelm you,” I explained. “They’re waiting to meet you in the basement. You’ll meet…”
“In the basement!!?” demanded Anna abruptly. “You said… you said… you said nobody got hurt.” She backed up toward the door. 
“Sweetie, the basement is a nice place,” said Sarah while I was still digesting the fact that Anna associated the basement with being hurt. “It’s big and it’s where all the bedrooms are and it’s got games and it’s a safe place in this house.”
“I think maybe it’s better if you think of this as the second floor and down the stairs is the first floor,” I suggested. “It’s part of the house and we all spend a lot of time on the first floor.”
“You said basement,” insisted Anna. 
Trying to calm Anna down, Sarah said, “Honey, maybe you should go down and send up Kevin and Holly to help. Make sure the rest are ready to meet her and then take her down… to the first floor.”
I had to get past Anna first and she looked like she was ready to bolt. Sitting down, I told Anna to go to mommy. After Anna crept warily past me, I got up. “She won’t come downstairs with me,” I said. “I’ll send up Melanie and Natasha. Maybe she’ll go down with them.” Then I went down to check on the kids which, for our brood, meant stopping the sex and getting them dressed to look like normal kids ready to meet their new normal sister. They were ready in minutes, surprisingly eager to accept a new rescued kid into their midst.
“Remember how scared you were when you first got picked up,” I reminded the 14 remaining after Kevin and Holly had left. “Anna is scared of me. She’s got bruises and she’s very worried about strangers. I don’t know how she’ll react to kids, but just be careful with her.” I made eye contact with all 14 to make sure they understood. 
“Melanie, Natasha. Mommy and I want you to meet her first and bring her down. She’s scared enough that she’s not coming down with me, so I thought you two would be safer for her.”
Leading the two girls upstairs, I found Anna sitting in a chair swinging her legs as carefree as could be with Sarah, Kevin, and Holly. She stiffened when she saw me and then suddenly brightened and jumped up. I had half a second to think that maybe a miracle had happened and she was happy to see me. “Tassy!” she yelled with delight and flew right past me into her sister’s arms.  
Tassy (Natasha) hugged her little sister fiercely. It took the rest of us a few seconds to accept that Hank had laid his hands on two real, biological sisters who were raised together until Natasha was seven. The reunion was tearful and touching as Anna clung to her sister. Oops, teddy was on the floor. Natasha gushed about how glad she was to see Anna and about how wonderful it was to have a mommy, daddy, and so many brothers and sisters. Our problem was solved. Just as she stepped through the door to meet her foster siblings, she paused wide-eyed and chided me, “This isn’t a basement, daddy.” My bad. 
On the other hand, Hank was livid with the guy who procured kids for him. There was a strict rule against siblings. He settled down some when I explained how it helped Anna transition to the family. The real persuasive argument that calmed him down was when Sarah explained to him that he didn’t have to pretend two girls were sisters anymore. He had two authentic sisters and their faces made that undeniable to his audience.  
Anna warmed up to us slowly by my expectations, but actually rather quickly considering her upbringing. Of course she took to Sarah quicker, accepting a seat in mommy’s lap later that first day and having sex with her in three weeks. I had to wait two days before she sat on my lap and even then she looked like she didn’t know what got into her. Flustered, she stayed on my lap and cuddled. 
Six weeks later, Natasha brought her little sister to me naked and ready. The now 10-year-old was there for moral support. Forewarned, I was naked, under the covers in the master bedroom, and propped up so I could see her. I took my time just ogling the youngest, smallest girl I’d ever seen in the nude. Her small, pink nipples were barely visible on her flat chest. Her tight, bare pussy rested atop slender little legs. Her skin was flawless, not a bruise left on her. Melanie had sprouted tits, but that still left me with six little girl bodies just like this one, all six of whom had be seductive and experienced when I met them. 
What was so sexy about Anna that my cock hardened just looking at her? It was how she stood, embarrassed but determined to let me look. It was what had transpired over the past six weeks of earning her trust so that she dared stand nude and wait for me. It was the reminder running through my head that she was a mere 7-years-old. It was the innocence on her face. It was because it was Anna, a body like any little girl, but a unique person in her own right offering herself to me.  
“He doesn’t want me,” said a disappointed Anna after a minute of my silent admiration. 
“He does,” said Natasha. “Watch his eyes. He can’t take ‘em off you. I told you that’s what daddy does. Here, like this… turn around and show him your butt.” The duo turned their back to me though I had eyes only for Anna’s perfect little bottom. “And back to face him,” instructed the seasoned pre-teen. 
 “You’re perfect, Anna,” I finally said. “Do I have to come get you or will the two of you hop in bed with me?”
“You go there,” Natasha pointed at the near side of the bed. She walked around to the far side and climbed in. Once was Natasha settled in next to me, Anna finally moved. She climbed in and slipped under the sheet, leaving space between us. I put an arm around her and brought her the final inches to cuddle next to me.
Natasha yanked back the sheet, giving Anna the first look at my erection. “Check it out, Anna. Now tell me he doesn’t want you.” I see Anna’s gotten some lessons on male arousal. In fact, I know that of the 18 people in the house besides Anna, I’m the last one to have her in bed. 
“Was it little before?” she asked her sister. 
“Not as little as the boys, but smaller than it is now. It’s all big and hard for you.” 
With the sheet back, we were all exposed and I took the opportunity to run my hand lightly over her chest and stomach. “It’s all for you, Anna,” I agreed with Natasha. Turn as I was to face Anna, it put Natasha behind me and all my attention on Anna. 
“I can’t do it all,” said Anna.
The remark confused me until Natasha said, “She can’t suck it all the way yet, daddy. Anna, he meant…”
“I meant, it’s hard because of you,” I cut off Natasha’s reply. “It got big and hard all for you because you’re so sexy, so beautiful, and so perfect. Now, hush, let’s just relax and take it slow. Whatever happens, I’ll love you.”
“Oh, OK,” she said, watching my hand caress up and down her body from ankles to throat. Sarah had told me about her first time (First time, dammit! She’d already had three before my first time) with Anna, so I knew what pace to set. At first, I brushed over her pussy and nipples without singling them out as special. Then I leaned over and licked the little pink circles on her chest. She watched every move, silent and apprehensive, and then relaxing as I laved her nipples gently. I moved slowly since every motion made her tense briefly. She squirmed as I ran a finger through her slit. I suppose she hadn’t seen it coming with my head in the way and once she knew what I was doing, she relaxed again. It took concentration to carefully proceed wary of her anxiety, but not so much concentration that I wasn’t getting more aroused. It was like I was seducing her virginity away – a special moment, but it had to be done carefully.
Lifting my head, I said, “I’m going to kiss you now.” She nodded and I pressed my lips to her tiny mouth. It was obvious she’d been practicing kissing as she met me with her mouth open. I still was very careful about putting my tongue in her mouth. Hers met me in the middle and then pushed past in a mechanical fashion. No passion, just this is how I learned to do it. By now I had one arm under her and the other hand caressing her. Cradling her with both arms, I half lifted her up and pushed into her mouth with the passion I felt for my new daughter. As with everything, she stiffened but this time when she relaxed, she sighed. As I kissed her, she warmed up and lost the mechanical approach to kissing. 
I pulled away and she briefly chased my lips before she lay back. “You kiss good, daddy,” she said and then swiped her mouth with the back of her hand. 
“So do you, sweetie,” I said. “Now I’m going to kiss your pussy.”
I repositioned between her legs and she said, “You can lick it, too.”
“That, too,” I agreed, hiding a smile. Of course that’s what I meant, but I started with soft kisses before I parted her fat pussy lips and tasted her pink treasure. 
“She won’t cum,” said Natasha. “She hasn’t.”
I beg to differ. Not that I thought I had some special sexual prowess, but I could feel her heartbeat faster and faster just from the kiss and I could taste the nectar that an aroused little girl gave to her lover. Sarah hadn’t mentioned Anna’s lack of orgasms, so I wondered if Natasha was lying and why. Searching out the tiniest clit I’d ever chased, I found the tender nub and licked it slowly, building up speed as her body reacted. She moaned in distinct pleasure and her head dropped from curiously watching to don’t stop now. Taking her clit between my lips, I rolled it around to the sound of a girl approaching an orgasm. 
“Natasha?” called out a tremulous voice “What? Stop it. Stop him.”
Like hell was I stopping just because she didn’t know what was happening. Working on her clit, I had three seconds to wonder if she hadn’t cum ever before because she’d stopped it. Then I had two little legs wrapped around my head and I could do nothing but attend to that now swollen nub. I think her next word was “Daddeeeeeeeeeeee,” but the eee just kept going so maybe it was “Daddy” followed by a banshee in the room. It was only five seconds or so, but the shriek made it seem longer. Then she redefined relaxed as she melted into a pile of happy little girl goo. The only signs of life were her chest rising and falling about three times a second and a contented smile on her pretty face. 
“I told you daddy was the best,” said Natasha as she pressed against Anna. “He did it. You did it.”
“Every time?” said Anna. 
“Yeah, every time should feel like that,” Natasha assured her. 
We lay together until Anna’s breathing was near normal. Then she sat up and squirmed across me, her feet hitting the floor before I could react. “I gotta go tell mommy and everybody,” she said. 
“Anna!” snapped Natasha. “Every time for daddy, too.”
The 7-year-old froze as she realized her faux pas. I might have let it go, but Natasha was firm that daddy got his fun, too. And Anna, once she was reminded, got back up on the bed. “It’s OK,” I told the sorry little girl. “You were excited.”
“I was,” she said and wrapped her fist around my throbbing cock. “But I shouldn’t forget.”
“Don’t worry,” I said. “It won’t take long.” With her two fists pumping my cock and three inches sliding in and out of her mouth, it was less than two minutes before I filled her mouth and then some. 
Anna stayed to cuddle for another two minutes and then scampered off. I ate Natasha to a climax and when Sarah joined us, Natasha left us alone. “You did it,” she said proudly. “She’ll remember that forever, daddy.”
“It wasn’t all that hard,” I said. Now that I thought about it, she was easy aside from that last second demand to stop. I might have if Natasha hadn’t told me she’d never cum. It was like a challenge to show Anna what she’d been missing. 
“I knew it wouldn’t be,” said Sarah. “What was hard was keeping the kids and me from finishing her off for the past four weeks. We all decided that was the right bonding moment for the two of you.”
“You’ve denied her orgasms for the past month?” I glared at her. I knew Anna had started fooling around with the other kids after two weeks and I was pissed that they’d teased her like that for so long. “That’s cruel, don’t you think?”
“Oh, what’s another four weeks in her life,” said Sarah dismissively. “Not like any of us really made an effort. I mean, we didn’t take her right up to the edge and then stop. Now you’re super daddy who unleashed the power of Anna’s orgasms,” she grinned at me. “She’ll get one every time now, but only because you showed her how to cum.”
I have to admit that Anna spent a lot more time around me after that. I was super daddy in her eyes. Only problem was, I’d been led to think I’d accomplished the impossible, giving her an orgasm when nobody else could. For a moment I’d felt like King Arthur pulling the sword from the stone only to find out anybody could do it. C’est la vie. I still had the memory of her legs coming alive to pull me in deeper and that squeal of first delight. Life definitely did not suck. 
We continued to bring new kids into our family – a family that just happened to make a lot of naughty movies for the next door neighbors. Abused kid came in and functional adults went out. We were doing a public service and that’s the story I’m sticking with. 
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