Charly’s Gang
by DrRick947

“Hi, Mister.”

“Er … Hello.”  

I turned my attention back to the ‘Walk/Don’t Walk’ light at the intersection.

It was a brief exchange.  Sure, I had made quick eye contact with the girl as we approached the crosswalk from opposite directions.  But she didn’t look especially friendly; in fact, she looked somewhat bored, sullen, and disagreeable.  Maybe it was due to the sweltering mid-day heat.  Whichever; her greeting surprised me.

It probably shouldn’t have.  In this upscale shore resort, people are almost always courteous; kids mind their manners; men hold doors and chairs for ladies, and so on.  God knows what goes on behind closed doors in many people’s houses.  But in public, propriety rules.  So a friendly greeting to a stranger, even from a 13-year-old, should not have seemed out of place.

If the girl was bored, well, I could understand that.  Most of the weekly renters arrived in town on Friday; partied hard on Friday, Saturday, and Sunday nights; and spent their weekdays on the beach hung-over and getting too much sun.  So by early the next week, the kids were sunburned, parents were dehydrated and ill-tempered, everybody had been to the movies, walked on the boardwalk, played miniature golf, and eaten ice cream and pizza, and there was nothing else to do.  They were bored.

The light changed and I crossed the street.  It was hot as hell on this mid-August day and I was looking forward finishing my errands and spending a little time in the pool at home.  Then I could get back to work.  After all, I wasn’t on vacation; this was my summer home and I lived here four months a year.  But I did have to work for a living.

The girl crossed with me.  “Whatcha doing?” she asked as we reached the opposite sidewalk.

“Hmm?  Me?  Just running some errands … you know, bank, post office, drug store … what’re you doing?” I replied, not much caring what the answer was.

“Nothing … there’s not much to do here … it’s sooo hot … me and my friends are kinda bored.”

“Your friends?”

“Yeah.”  

At that moment I became aware of three other young girls gathering around us, eavesdropping on the conversation.  

‘What the fuck is this?’ I wondered to myself.  ‘Is this one of those girl gangs I’ve read about that extort money from middle-aged men and threaten to cry ‘rape’ if they don’t pay up?’  I felt myself growing defensive.

“Mister, can I ask you something?” the ‘leader’ asked.

I sidled over to the shade of a sycamore and stopped.  The girls followed.  “Sure, go ahead.”

“Uh, like I said, we’re kinda bored and … we’d like to make some money.  Is there anything we could do for you for, like, pay?”

‘Fuck me blind’ and ‘suck my dick’ were the first two answers that came to mind, recalling the old joke where a girl tells a man she’ll do anything he wants for $50, as long as he can tell her what it is in just three words.

I didn’t go there.  “Gee, I don’t know.  What kinds of things can you guys do?” I asked.

“Anything!” came one reply.

“Yeah, anything!” echoed the others.

“Okay,” I said, recalling the punch line of that joke, “Paint my house.”

The girls looked crestfallen.  “We can’t do that, mister,” their ‘leader’ said.  “We’re not supposed to go up on ladders.”

“Ah, right, that makes perfect sense.  Okay, how about … mow my lawn?”

More disappointed looks.  “We can’t do that, either.  We’re not allowed to use lawnmowers.”

“Hmm, I see.  So you can do anything that’s not dangerous and doesn’t involve blades.  Okay, how about cleaning my pool?”

“We can if you show us how,” the ‘leader’ replied brightly.

“So you can do anything if it’s not dangerous, don’t involve blades, and you already know how to do it …”

“Yeah!” they all exclaimed.  For the first time, I noticed that the two girls in the middle of the age range had braces. Charming.

“… as long as it’s not illegal, immoral, or fattening,” I mused, remembering another old punch line.

“Huh?”

“Never mind; it’s an old joke.  I know: do you guys know how to clean a house?”

A chorus of groans.  “Oh, yeah, we know how to do that.”

“Okay, I would be willing do hire you to clean my house, if the price is right.  How much do you guys charge?”

There was a brief huddle.  “Twelve-fifty an hour … each?” said the leader.

“Hmmm.  So that would be … fifty dollars an hour.  And if the four of you took two hours, that would cost me a hundred dollars.  Okay, I’d be willing to pay $100 for a clean house … if you do a good job!”

A chorus of cheers went up, except for the oldest one.  “Two hours?! How big is it?”

“Now, there’s a personal question.  How big is … what?” I asked, with a smile that might have come across as a leer.

The oldest one caught my look and my meaning.  “Your house, silly.”

“Ah, right … okay, four bedrooms, four bathrooms, a living room, dining room, and a big kitchen.  Plus decks on two floors.  And a pool in the back. I live right on the beach, down at The Point.  Okay?”

“Wow.  Okay.”

Then I asked, “Say … do your parents know you’re going around asking strange men if you can do work for them for pay?”

The girls looked at each other.  “Uh, yeah,” the oldest girl lied.  I knew that wasn’t true but took her words at face value.  Too many parents do what these girls’ parents probably did: give their adolescent kids some money and turn them loose on the town while they, the parents, go to the beach.  The kids just have to be home by dark.

“Okay, then, you’re hired.  But, wait a minute …  I don’t even know your names.”

“Oh yeah, the leader said.  “This is Tanya,” she told me, pointing to a cute brown-haired girl of about 12, with braces.  Tanya was wearing shorts and a revealing halter-top, although she didn’t have all that much to reveal.

“And this is Heather …”, she said of the 11-year-old in shorts and a midriff-baring tee shirt.  I fell in love at once with Heather’s luxurious curly blonde hair.  Heather wore braces too.

“And Anna.”  Anna was about 10.  Like Heather, she blonde and wore shorts, a tee shirt, and sandals.  Anna had a playful look about her.

“And I’m Charly,” she said, sticking out her hand for a shake.  Charly was dark-haired and 13 years old.  Like Tanya, she wore shorts and a halter-top.  Unlike Tanya, Charly did have some assets to hide.  Damn, girls grow a lot between 12 and 13.

“Charly … is short for?

“Charlayne.”

“Ah, okay; pretty name.  Well, hi Charly … Heather, Anna, Tanya,” I said, rehearsing their names.  “I’m Dr. Montgomery.  But you should probably call me DrRick, okay?”

“Are you a real doctor?” Anna wanted to know.

“Yes,” I said, “But not the kind you go to for checkups.  I’m an industrial psychologist, not a medical doctor.  My ‘patients’ are companies, not people.  I own a company that gives advice to other companies all over the world.”

I asked the girls where they were from and each told me her hometown.  All of their families were weekly renters and the girls had met several years before.  So this second week in August at the shore was an annual reunion for them.

I told the girls I owned the house where I was living for the summer.  Some years I rent it to families like theirs but this year, I was ‘in residence’ while working for a company about 50 miles away.

“Ready to get to work?” I asked.

The girls were eager to begin their new moneymaking venture so we all walked over to the municipal parking lot and piled into my car for the 10-minute drive out to my house.


Funny thing, auditory memory.  On the way out to the house, a voice asked from the back, “DrRick?  What did you mean back there when you said, ‘illegal, immoral, or fattening’?  What could we do that would be ‘illegal, immoral, or fattening?”  I looked in the mirror and decided the question came from 11-year-old Heather, the girl of the curly blonde tresses.

I explained that the phrase was the punch line of an old joke and I couldn’t even remember the whole joke; it was just a funny phrase.

“But what could we do that would be illegal?  Or immoral or fattening?”

“Well,” I mused, “Something like selling drugs would be illegal; you know that.  Some kids try to do that but it’s no good.  You shouldn’t even think about getting involved in something like that.  None of you would look good in prison stripes.”

The girls laughed nervously.

“What else?” Tanya wanted to know.

“Eating too much dessert or drinking too many sodas can be fattening, of course.”

“Uh huh … what else?”

“Uh, well, selling people is illegal, like slaves.  So is selling your bodies for sex.  The money may be good but it’s against the law.  And many people think selling sex is immoral.  I guess it could be fattening, too, if you’re not careful,” I said with a wink.

The girls laughed at that thought.  “But that would not be an issue for you guys.  I have a feeling none of you young ladies has ever even been kissed.”

A chorus of disagreements followed:  “Nuh-uhh!”  “Have too!”

Tanya blurted out, “Heather said she played with a boy’s thing at a party this year!  And he played with her boobies!”

Heather: “Oh yeah?  Well, Tanya said she sucked a boy’s you-know-what and he shot his stuff in her mouth!”

Anna: “Ewww, gross!”

Heather again: “And Charly said she went all the way with a boy who was, like, 15 or 16!”

Charly hissed, “Heather, you promised!”

“Okay, you guys, okay!  Too much information, already!  So maybe you have been kissed; everybody’s gotta start sometime, I guess.  I hope you clean houses better than you keep each other’s secrets.  Anyway, here we are.  Home, sweet home for me.”

Thankfully, we pulled into my driveway at that point and the conversation turned to another subject.

“Come on in,” I said.  “I’ll show you around and you can get organized and get to work.”

The house is fairly big for a shore house, but there are not a lot of rooms.  The rooms are spacious and the furnishings are simple so it’s easy to keep clean.  I showed the girls where I keep the cleaning supplies, vacuum cleaner, dust rags, brooms, mops, and so on.

We walked out the back door to the pool.  “Wow,” they said almost in unison.  Anna wanted to know why I would have a pool with the ocean only a few hundred feet away.

“Good question, Anna,” I replied.  “I wondered that myself when I bought the place.  But I discovered there are some times when you just want to have a party or take a quick dip to cool off or relax.  You don’t want to have to deal with crowds on the beach, or all the rules, or jellyfish sometimes, or the hot sand, or even with a bathing suit sometimes.”

Anna again: “Wow, you swim here naked?”

“Sometimes, yeah.  Nobody can see over the fence, so it’s private enough.  And I haven’t seen any airplanes circling around up there trying to check out my killer body!”  The girls all laughed.  “Anyway, time to get to work, ladies.  The pay clock starts right now.”

The girls set themselves to work with Charly, the oldest, acting as crew chief.  After about half-an-hour, I had enough confidence in the girls that I ran out to go to the bank and get some cash to pay these kids for their efforts.

Two hot, sweating hours later, they were done.  There were a few missteps – as when Anna mopped herself into a corner in the kitchen and had to wait for the floor to dry – but, all in all, it was a creditable effort.  I was impressed and said so.

“Great work, you guys! You really earned your pay this afternoon.  Now, can I offer everybody a nice cold lemonade before I take you back downtown?”

The girls were clearly overheated and gratefully accepted the offer.  I dropped an ice cube on the floor, to which Anna shouted, “Not on my clean floor!”  Only ten years old and she knows how to bitch at a guy; she’ll make somebody a good wife someday.  I put the drinks on a tray and we all went out to the picnic table by the pool.

The girls gathered around the table as I pulled out the wad of cash I had just gotten at the bank.  One by one, I thanked each girl and paid her the $25 she had earned for her two hours of effort.

“You guys look like you’re roasting!” I said.  “But you have done such a good job that anybody who would like to take a dip in the pool, you’re entirely welcome to.”

They seemed to jump at the chance until Heather realized, “We’d love to … but, uh, we don’t have our suits.”

“That’s okay,” I replied.  “It’s private.  Nobody can see in.”

“You mean we should swim naked?” Tanya said.

“It’s okay with me.”

“B-but you’re here!” Anna exclaimed.

“Well yeah,” I said.  “But – how do I say this? – as special as I think you guys are, I don’t think any of you is going to show me anything I haven’t seen about a hundred times before, probably more.”

The girls seemed to be thinking over this offer.  “Or,” I continued nonchalantly, “You can just throw me out of my own house and into the street on a hot afternoon, after I just paid you a hundred bucks, so you can go for a refreshing swim in my pool.  A little selfish, I’d say, but your choice.”

I walked away from the picnic table as they debated.  “I’ve never done this before!” said one.  

“Nobody has ever seen me naked!” Anna exclaimed.

Charly countered, “Oh, sure they have, you just didn’t know it.  Your mom, your dad, the doctor.  Come on, let’s do it!  It’ll be fun!”  There was more buzzing but I was too far away to overhear their whispered conversations. Or what all the giggling was about.

The huddle broke and Charly sauntered toward me with a devilish grin on her sweating face.

“We’ll stay for a swim, Doc,” she said, “But you gotta pay us more money!”

“What?  Ohh, I get it: you want me to pay to see you all naked.  And how is that not selling sex?”

“I didn’t say we were gonna actually do anything!”

“Ah-ha.  Okay, how much more?” I asked, acting as if I intended to seriously negotiate with her.

“Twenty-five an hour … each?”  It was as much a question as an answer.

“Hmmm … well, okay … but you all have to do it or no deal.”

Charly returned to her caucus for more consultation, then returned.  “Deal,” she said.

“Okay, deal!  Go get changed … er, whatever.”

Charly ran back to the girls, there was a lot of giggling, and they all ran into the cabana.  Moments later they reappeared, each girl wrapped in a beach towel.

One by one, they dropped their towels and headed for the water.  I had to chuckle at Anna, who dropped her towel and quickly covered her little boobs with her hands so nobody could see.  I never understood that: girls always seem much more willing to show their pussies than their tits.  But I digress.

I decided that those few seconds of adolescent beauty would have been well worth whatever this afternoon was going to cost me.  This promised to be the afternoon that would launch a thousand cumshots … in my dreams.

The girls ranged from drop-dead cute to blazing hot.  Anna, 10, was the drop-dead cute one.  Not yet five feet tall, Anna still had some of her baby fat.  Pink-nippled boobs had just begun to sprout from her chest and her puffy pussy was essentially bald.  The protruding hood of her clit at the cleft made me just want to lick it.  But hey, she was only 10; we’ll have to save that kind of stuff for another several years from now.

Heather, 11, showed what a year can do for a girl’s physical development.  Heather’s puffy nipples made it look like she had mounds on top of mounds.  Heather had a light shadow of dark pubic hair around her slit and her curves were more pronounced and feminine than Anna’s.  Charmingly, she had not started to shave her legs and armpits yet.

Tanya, 12, was even more filled out.  She was probably a solid A-cup and her boobs were fuller than Heather’s puffies.  The dark triangle of short-and-curlies above her pussy was probably two inches high and two inches wide.  And her inner labia protruded slightly from her slit.  Damn, girls didn’t look like Tanya when I was 12.

Charly, the 13-year-old, was the hottie of the group.  Her eminently suckable titties were full and well formed, and her areolas were darker than the other girls’.  Her ‘bikini lines’ were shaved and she trimmed short the hair on her mound so it was easy to see her protruding pink inner lips and clit hood.

The girls jumped into the water, splashed around and played with a beach ball for a while.  They got quiet for a minute and there was some giggling.  Then one of them, Tanya, I think, called out to me.

“Hey DrRick, are you gonna come in too?”

“Do you want me to?” I called back.

“Yeah!” they all replied.

“Okay, be right back!”

I ducked into the cabana, donned my bathing suit, and walked out to join the girls in the pool.

“Hey!” they shouted, “No fair!”

“What?”

“You have a suit on and we’re all naked!”

“Well, dear girls, I had a suit to put on and you didn’t.  So there!”

“That doesn’t matter; take it off!” they shouted.  They began to chant in unison, amid much giggling, “Take it off! Take it off! Take it off!”

“Shhhh, you guys,” I said.  “You can’t see through the fence but people can probably hear through it.  All right, I’ll take it off.”   I didn’t ask how much they were willing to pay me to take it off; no point in asking to be insulted by a passel of adolescents.

I stripped off the suit and jumped into the pool.  By the time I surfaced, three of the girls were nowhere in sight … probably checking me out under water.

They surfaced and the five of us chased around, laughing, splashing, playing with the ball, and generally having a good time.  It seemed to me we were all closer together than just the four girls were, and it wasn’t just because there was one more person in the pool.  There was a lot of ‘accidental’ bumping into each other.

After about 20 minutes of this fun, Tanya made her way toward the shallow end of the pool and pulled herself up onto the side.  She was sitting there naked and alone.  I swam over to ask her if she was okay.

She told me she was, but said she wasn’t a very good swimmer and was not really comfortable down there where the water was over her head.  I said I could understand that and went for another beach ball.  We could play down in the shallow end while the better swimmers frolicked in deeper water.  That would give me more time to admire her lithe body and her boobs, too.

Tanya and I played with the ball for a while, then returned to the wall.  She slid her butt up onto the side of the pool while I remained in the water.  With her knees apart, our positions afforded me an eye-level view of her delectable young pussy.  We chatted for a while longer and got still more comfortable with each other.  I really liked Tanya and wished I had more time to get to know her better.

Then my curiosity – or my libido – got the better of me.  I had to ask, “Thinking back to what Heather blurted out in the car on the way over …”

Tanya blushed and covered her face with her hands.  “Ohh-migod, I am sooo embarrassed!”

“No, don’t be embarrassed.  It’s perfectly natural and cool.  I was just wondering, when – no, if – you did oral on that guy … did he, uh, return the favor?”

“I dunno … what do you mean?”  Tanya replied.

“I mean, you performed oral sex on him, right?”  Tanya nodded.  “Did he then perform oral sex on you?”

“No.”

“He didn’t?  That sucks; you missed the best part.  So nobody has ever done that with you?”

“No.”

“If you’d like, I’d love to show you what you’ve been missing.  Then you can decide whether you want to kill that guy or just never speak to him again.”

Tanya gave an incredulous laugh.  “You mean here?  Now?”

“Well, we’re here now so …” I moved around in front of Tanya, between her knees.

“Would I have to do you then?” she wondered.

“Nope.  This one’s on the house.”

She thought it over for a moment.  “What do I have to do?”

“Just scoot your bottom toward me and put your knees on my shoulders.  Then lean back and enjoy.  I’ll do the rest.  If you don’t like it, say so and I’ll stop.”

I put my arms under Tanya’s knees, cupped her butt cheeks in my hands and pulled her toward me.  She leaned back on her elbows to watch as I lowered my head into her crotch and tasted her wonderfully sweet pussy for the first time.

I licked Tanya’s outer lips and traced the length of her slit with my tongue, from taint to cleft, up and down a few times.  My tongue parted her inner lips and I invaded her vagina and began to tongue-fuck her.  Her hole was producing girl-nectar fast; she seemed to really enjoy the feelings that were emanating from her bottom.  I moved north and began to lave and suck on her clit, enjoying the fact that Tanya was really enjoying the moment.  

As we were both getting into the action, I felt a small hand wrap around my hard cock underwater.  The hand held on to me for a few seconds, then let go as Heather breached the surface, gasping for air.

Distracted and surprised, I stopped eating Tanya long enough to ask, “Heather, what the hell are you doing?”

“Wow, it’s big!” she panted.  [For the record: no, it’s not.]  Then, catching her breath, she said, “Charly said to say this is going to cost you!”

“Ha! Okay, tell her to send me the bill,” I replied as I returned to the task (and the pussy) at hand.  I wanted Tanya to cum on my face and soon, no more distractions.

But Heather didn’t leave.  She hung onto the side of the pool, watching intently as I sucked Tanya’s clit.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw through the clear water that her hand had moved to her crotch.  Heather was getting herself off watching me eat Tanya.

Tanya was laying on her back now, eyes closed, as she approached orgasm.  I began to slide my index finger into her sopping little cunt hole.  She was tight as a trap; Tanya had some more growing up to do before she could start fucking comfortably.  But she seemed to like the invasion of one finger.

The end came as I slightly invaded her asshole with my little finger.  Tanya’s breathing came in short gasps.  She stiffened and began to jerk her hips up and down and side to side.  She grabbed my hair to pull my face closer to her drooling slit.  She moaned … and came.

I nearly came too, just from the moves and sounds she was making.  My cock was granite hard but I didn’t want to cum in the pool.  I didn’t want to cum at all, until later; there was still too much fun to be had.

Heather, still hanging on the side of the pool and staring intently into Tanya’s red, oozing gash, was transfixed.  “Wow,” she mused, “Just … wow.”

I licked Tanya’s tender pussy gently as she came down; then reached over and put my arm around the naked Heather, pulling her close to me.

“Look like fun?” I asked her.

Heather was still mostly speechless but managed to squeak out, “Yeah …”

“If you want, we can do that whenever you’re ready.  Let’s just move over to a towel on the grass, okay?  I’m getting waterlogged.”

I made sure Tanya was satisfied and okay, and hauled myself out of the pool.  I snatched up a nearby towel – I don’t know whose it was – dried myself off, and laid out the towel on the grass. My cock was still bone stiff and sticking straight out, drooling pre-cum.  I would wait for Heather to make the next move.

She did.  Heather went over to the towel, lay down and stretched out, and asked, “What should I do?”

From the way she positioned herself, it looked like Heather thought I would just crawl between her legs and start eating her pussy.  I wanted a different position, partly for variety and partly because my neck was getting sore.

I stretched out along Heather’s body in a 69 position, so that my cock would rub against her puffy boob.  I reached around and pulled her hips toward me.  “Spread your legs a little,” I told her.  She did.

That position let me reach behind her butt to part her vaginal lips and stare into her virgin hole.  My tongue parted those lips some more and found her eager little clit.  I teased her clit hood with my tongue.  Heather’s response was immediate.  She had been so turned on by watching me eat Tanya that she was already dripping wet.  As I sucked her clit, Heather spread her legs farther, rolled her hips, and put her hand on the back of my head to pull my face closer to her quim.

That’s when I felt a warm hand wrap around my drooling cock - again.  The hand squeezed out a generous dollop of pre-cum and gave my bone a few well-lubricated strokes.  It was not Heather’s hand.

A voice whispered in my ear, “This is gonna cost even more, Doc.”  It was Charly.  Charly was giving me a handjob as I feasted on Heather’s puss.

I just nodded and redoubled my efforts to bring Heather to a satisfying orgasm.  I tried inserting my index finger into her vagina but it was really too tight and I didn’t want to hurt her.  So I abandoned that idea and focused on her clit.

The effort paid off.  As Heather moaned, “Yeah, right there … yeah … like that … don’t stop … oh God,” Charly was rubbing the underside of my cock against Heather’s puffy, well-lubed nipple.  The sensations were too much for both of us.  Heather came with a flood.

I did too.  I groaned as several gouts of warm jizz erupted from my cock directly onto Heather’s neck, chest and tummy.  Charly seemed to make sure I was well satisfied before she slowed down her stroking and began massaging my cum into Heather’s sweating little tits.

I turned around to face Heather and hold her close as she came down from her peak.  It was the first time I had been this kissing-close to her face and I found her adorable.  She seemed to like the attention and I was in no hurry to leave.

Charly had other ideas.  She whispered in my ear, “Come with me, Doc.  Let’s go inside.”

I panted out, “I need a little more time, Charly, okay?  Just a few minutes.  Wow, you guys are gonna kill me … I mean, I’m in my 30s and you guys are teenagers!”

Heather smiled up at me weakly: “I’m not.  I’m not a teenager yet.”

Ah jeez, kid … thanks for reminding me.

Charly, still butt naked and with the cutest dimples above her ass cheeks, went into the house.  After several minutes, I went in and called out for her.  Her voice came from the first floor bedroom.

I went into the bedroom to find Charly lying on her stomach on the bed, propped up on her elbows.  The sight of the curves of her ass and her luscious boobs brought my cock back to semi-erection.

“I thought you were right behind me,” Charly said.

(For a brief moment, I had a vicious anxiety attack.  In the best of all worlds, this girl would blow me and I would fuck her brains out.  In the worst of worlds, she would tell me to pay her, like, $5,000 right now or she’s calling the cops.  My cock wilted a little at the thought.)

I walked over to the edge of the bed so that my cock was right in front of Charly’s face.  “I’m right in from of you now.”

Charly giggled, “Yeah, you sure are.”  

“What’d you come inside for?” I asked.

She thought for a moment.  “Uh, no circling airplanes?”

Charly reached up, took my semi-erect cock in her hand, brought it toward her mouth, and gave the underside several licks.  I grew rock-hard again.  Pre-cum oozed out the end of my dick.  She put her mouth over the head; then took it out and looked up at me.  

“Is this okay?” she asked innocently.

“Oh god, yes.  Just watch your teeth and move your tongue around on the underside, okay?”

Charly went back to trying to give me a blowjob although, in truth, she still had a lot to learn, especially about the teeth.  Still I gratefully fucked her mouth and, after a few minutes, as I was almost ready to cum, I said, “My turn … roll over, sweetie!”

Charly rolled over on her back and I positioned myself between her legs, intent on sucking, then fucking, that beautiful pussy.  Those titties needed some love first, though.

I sucked her erect nipples into my mouth, one at a time.  As I gave the right one a gentle nip, Charly breathed, “Omigod, I felt that!”

“Well, yeah.”

“No, I mean down … there.”

I reached down to her crotch and, with my middle finger, gently stroked her clit.  “You mean down here?”

“Yeah.”

I nursed on her titties for several more minutes, then kissed down her stomach to her hairline.  Charly spread her legs more and canted her hips toward me, as if to give me easier access to her pussy.  I decided to tease her a little so I kissed around her hair, then licked down one thigh and up the other.

“Oh, god … please,” Charly whispered.

I spread her pussy lips with my fingers to reveal her bright pink, drooling wet love canal.  I slid one finger inside her – she seemed tight for a girl who has already had sex with a guy – and began to suck and lick her clit.  As her climax approached, she bucked her pubic bone into my face and forced my head farther into her crotch.

At last, Charly came with a long, low moan.  I licked her labia gently as she came down from her peak; then wiped my face off with a corner of the sheet.

Even though I just came all over Heather, I was impossibly horny again.  I slid up her body until we were face-to-face and whispered, “Charly, can I be inside you?”

She nodded.  I kissed her as I positioned my cock at the entrance to her fuck-hole.  But as soon as the head parted her folds, she seemed to tense.

“Is this okay?” I asked.

“Uh huh … just don’t hurt me, okay?”

“I’d rather kill myself.”  Again I lined up to enter her.

“DrRick, can I tell you something?”

“Uh-huh.”

“When I told the girls I went all the way with a boy this year, I lied.  I’ve never done this before.”

“It’s okay, sweetheart … that happens.  Do you want me to stop?”

“Nuh-uh.  I want to do it.”

“Okay.  Then you get on top and straddle me, ‘kay?”

I rolled us both over so that Charly’s pussy was positioned directly over my waiting cock.  I told her to position the cock so it could enter her comfortably, then she could just ease herself down on it.

Charly gripped my bone and began slowly to impale herself.  She was wet enough but she was also very tight.  She winced and had to stop several times to let her pussy walls adjust to my length and girth.  Within a few minutes, though, she had fully enveloped my cock; I was balls-deep inside her.

Thank god I had already cum once; otherwise, I would not have lasted through that first, long downstroke.  Her pussy was super-hot, super-wet, and super-tight.

As she hit bottom, I said, “Just stop and get used to it, sweetie, okay?”  She did and, on full penetration, just sat there making small hip movements as a caressed her boobs and gently pulled her nipples.

“Now, try moving your hips around, front and back, left and right, up and down, and in circles.  Find the feeling you like.”

Charly seemed to like all the feelings where her clit was touching something, whether it was my shaft or the base of my cock.  She liked it when I put my finger on her clit and stroked her as she rode me.  I told her it was okay to stroke her clit on her own as she was fucking.

Within about 10 minutes, the feelings radiating from her clit plus the general eroticism on the moment brought Charly to the brink.  She ground her clit into the base of my cock and moved her hips in circles for continuous contact as she rode me.  She seemed to stop breathing for a moment, threw her head back, mouth open, and with a whispered “Ohhhhh god,” she came.

A sweating, panting Charly collapsed on top of me, her vagina still squeezing my cock rhythmically.  I stroked her back and kissed her ear and neck for several minutes.  Then it was my turn.

I whispered, “Hold on, kiddo” and, with my cock still inside her, rolled us over so that I was on top of her.  Charly wrapped her arms and legs around me as I commenced the long strokes that would lead to my own orgasm.

“When I push down, you push up, okay?  I fuck you, you fuck me back.”  Charly nodded and began pushing back up at my cock with some great pelvic action.

At last I could take no more.  “Charly, I’m gonna cum.”

“Yeah.”  She grabbed my ass cheeks to pull me farther into her.  “Inside me.”

“You sure?”  She nodded.

I slid into Charly’s pussy one last time and, with a groan, emptied my balls deep inside her.

“Oh god, I can feel you,” she said.

“Yeah … I can feel you too.”

I know: I shouldn’t have cum inside her; I sure didn’t want to knock her up.  But what was done was done.  A stiff penis has no conscience, they say.

Although we were both sweating like pigs, I stayed inside Charly for several minutes, holding and kissing her, until my cock relaxed and slid out of her well-fucked quim.  I rolled off her and we spent several more minutes just touching and stroking and enjoying each other.

“That’s really gonna cost you, Doc,” Charly whispered with a grin.

“Bill me,” I replied.  “But really … this is no way to pay for college, young lady.”  We both laughed.

That’s when we became aware of our audience.  “Oh wow.”  “Omigod.”  “That was sooo hot.”

Tanya, Heather, and Anna were standing wide-eyed in the doorway as Charly’s pussy, reddened and slick, gaped open at them.  Pink-tinged semen drooled out of her fuck-hole and oozed down her ass crack.  My cock, partially deflated and covered with nectar and cum, laid to one side on my leg.  All three girls had their hands in their crotches.

They had seen everything, from Charly’s orgasm, to my hard cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy, to her telling me to cum inside her, to the tightening of my balls and pulsing of my cock as I pumped my load into her.  The resulting creampie captivated the girls.

“Okay, you guys … you may as well come on in,” I said. “No secrets left in here.”

Tanya and Heather bounded into the room and bounced onto the bed beside us, Tanya on my side and Heather on Charly’s side.  Tanya whispered to me, “That was sooo fucking hot, I can’t stand it.”  Just those words brought my cock back to life although I knew I would not repeat the scene with Tanya today or any time soon.

Tanya looked over to a little purple vial on the nightstand.  “What’s this?” she asked.

“What does it say?”

“Astroglide.  What’s that?”

“What does it say?”

“Personal lubricant.  What does that mean?”

“Well, some people like a little extra lubrication when they’re, like, having sex and stuff.  Some people use it for masturbation – themselves or others.  That’s what it’s for.  Here.”

I opened the vial and squeezed a dollop of the lube onto Tanya’s fingers.  “What does that feel like?”

“Omigod … yeah.”  Then she asked, “What do you use it for?”

“Me?  Masturbation, sometimes, if I’m horny and alone.  Also, I have a friend – a girl named Alex – who likes to use it.”

“What does she use it for?”

“Uh, sometimes she likes to have sex, uh, from behind.”

“You mean in her butt?!”  Tanya exclaimed.

I nodded.

“Eewww, that is soo gross.”

“Well, whatever.  Anyway, you asked; that’s the answer.”

Meanwhile, Anna was holding back.  She was slumped down on the edge of the bed with her back to us.  Was she whimpering?  Changing the subject, I said to Tanya, “’Scuse me a second, okay?” and moved over to be with Anna.

I put my arm around Anna’s bare back.  “What’s the trouble, little sweetie?” I asked her.

She didn’t hold back: “Everybody got to play with everybody else and nobody even wanted to touch me.  Everybody treats me like I’m some kind little baby or something!” she sniffled.  “And I’m not!”  She buried her face in my chest.

“Aw, I am so sorry, Anna.  But you know what?  Maybe we were just saving the best for last.”  I gave her a squeeze and a kiss on the neck.

She pulled away and brightened.  “You mean that?”

“Uh huh.  Just scoot up on this bed between Heather and Charly.”

The other girls seemed to ‘get it’ and their hands were all over Anna, touching her little boobs, stroking her stomach, caressing the blonde down on her pussy.

‘I can’t believe this,’ I thought to myself.  ‘I am going to have to eat Anna too!’  I almost thought, ‘I’m getting a little tired of having to eat all this young pussy all day’ but realized if I ever allowed myself to have such a thought I would have to kill myself.

Anna scooted up between Heather and Charly and lay on her back.  “Guys,” I said, “I think we need to show Anna how much we like her and how important we think she is.”

Charly understood at once and lowered her mouth to Anna’s precious right boob.  Heather followed suit and began licking and sucking on Anna’s left tit as she continued stroking her own pussy.

I looked at Anna’s puffy pussy with its clit hood peeking out and said to Tanya, “Okay, sweet girl … do you want to do the honors, or shall I?”

Tanya giggled: “No, you.”

I spread wide Anna’s slim young thighs and knelt between them.  Lowering my head to her downy pussy, I spread her nether lips apart with my thumbs, and licked her bottom from butthole to cleft.  Her moan told me she liked that so I repeated the action several more times; then began to zero in on her clit.

I thought Anna might be too young to produce any decent amount of lubrication but that wasn’t quite right.  It would not have been enough for a fuck but she wasn’t old enough to fuck anyway.  The tightness of her pussy bore that out.  I probed the entrance to her sanctum sanctorum with a fingertip but was not able to penetrate her easily and I didn’t want to hurt her.

Tanya had more success … she reached for the Astroglide and, as I held Anna’s puffy lips apart with my thumbs, she smoothly inserted one slender, well-lubed middle finger deep into Anna’s young quim.

The sensation was new to both of them.  Anna had never been penetrated vaginally and made a surprised “Oohhh!” sound. She gave no indication of any pain or discomfort, though.

Tanya had never had her finger that far inside another girl’s love canal and seemed fascinated and turned on by how it felt.  She rotated her hand, probing Anna’s young cervix and pussy walls.

I knelt back down to lick and suck on Anna’s pink clit.  Charly and Heather were showing some love to Anna’s young titties as I sucked and licked her clit and Tanya finger fucked her.

It didn’t take Anna long to succumb to all these new sensations.  She breathed “Oh! Oh!” several times, her breathing stopped for a moment, her hips jerked … and she came.  It may not have been her first orgasm but it was certainly her first one courtesy of someone else.

Heather and Charly lay down beside Anna to hold and cuddle her as Tanya eased her slim finger out of Anna’s hole.  I was kneeling beside her, my ass still in the air and knees spread, lightly licking and kissing Anna’s outer labia and mound.  

The room reeked of sweat, cum, and pussy nectar. The bed was a mess.  We were all exhausted.  I thought it was getting late and I should drive the girls back downtown soon.

Tanya had another idea.  As I knelt beside Anna, I felt Tanya’s warm, soft, lube-slicked hands lovingly grasp my bone and begin to stroke me.  Oh my god, Tanya was going to milk my cock like I was a cow.

And milk me she did.  Even though I had already cum hard twice, I knew it would not be long before I came again with treatment like this.  Tanya stroked my cock with one hand while fondling my balls and taint with the other.

Before long, I moaned, “Oh god, Tanya, I’m gonna cum.”  Tanya cupped one hand under the head of my throbbing dick.  With the other, she stroked my bone from base to head and back again, until I released a long stream of spunk into her palm.

“Don’t stop, Tanya … god, don’t stop yet,” I whispered.  She stroked me with conviction until I flinched from the hypersensitivity.  “Okay, stop … stop!”

I slumped onto the bed on my side, panting and sweating, my body turned toward Tanya.

Tanya flopped down on her back next to me, her legs spread wide.  Without a word, she thrust two fingers of her cum-filled hand deep into her pussy, ground her palm against her clit, and moaned, “Oh … fuck.”  Within a minute, she came.  The other girls watched in amazed silence.

Again I heard whispers of “Oh wow” and “Oh god, that was hot.”  

I took Tanya in my arms and kissed her deeply.  “I think I’m in love,” I whispered to her.  Tanya smiled weakly, snuggled up next to me, and closed her eyes.

We all fell silent.  Personally, I was exhausted.  I had gotten blown, eaten four girls, cum on two of them, and fucked a third – all in a little more than two hours.  All of us needed a little time to recharge our batteries.

After about 20 minutes, I spoke up.  “Girls, I hate to say it, but we had better be getting you back downtown.  And I have to stop at the bank first.  Your boss here drives a hard bargain and I owe you all some more money.”

We made our way out of the bedroom and back outside to the pool.  Charly walked somewhat tentatively, with her knees a little farther apart than usual.  Rivulets of spunk oozed down the inside of her thigh.

I told the girls they could either take showers outside or go for a quick clean-up swim.  Then we had to get dressed and leave.  No one opted for the shower so we all jumped in for one last dip before we had to leave.  Everybody got themselves cleaned up and refreshed.

I suggested we all get together for a group hug before we got out.  In moments I was surrounded by four naked, giggling girls hugging and groping each other and me.  Naturally, this brought my cock back to full mast in an instant.

As I hugged them back I had to say, “Girls, when I said earlier that there was nothing you could show me I hadn’t seen before?  Well, I was wrong.  You all definitely showed me an afternoon like I have never seen before.  Thank you!”

At that moment a small hand wrapped itself around my bone.  A second later, I felt a set of lips.  Nice.  But hey, where’s Anna?  

The answer came with a CHOMP and the gentle raking of teeth on my cock.

“YEEOWCH!  Holy shit!”

I thrust my hands into the water and pulled up by her armpits a naked, giggling, sputtering Anna.  By the time I stopped lifting her, her body was completely out of the water and her pussy was almost at eye level.

“Anna, you little minx!  You just bit my dick!”  

It wasn’t a hard bite – more like being “lipped” – but I was going to play it large.

Anna couldn’t stop laughing and the other girls joined in the merriment.  I pulled Anna close to me and held her under her butt so that she was perched on my hard cock.  She wrapped her arms and legs around me.

“It’s not funny!  You could have bitten my crank off, young lady!  Then I would have had a very unhappy Mr. Happy!  I would have been the doc without a cock!  How would you like that?”

My feigned outrage only provoked more laughter.

“Alright, Miss Anna … you wait ‘til next year,” I snorted.  “There will be payback for this!”  More giggles.  “I don’t know what I’ll do, but there will be payback!  Or biteback.”

We climbed out of the pool and headed for the cabana to dry off and get dressed.  To the girls’ delight, I made a small ritual out of inspecting my poor abused dick for teeth marks.  “If I see teeth marks,” I said to Anna, “You’re going to have to kiss it to make it better!”  Sadly, there were no teeth marks.

We were back in the car within a half-hour.  I stopped at the bank and withdrew another $650 - $150 for each girl, plus an extra $50 for Charly.  That was on top of the $25 I already paid each girl for cleaning my house.

I dropped the girls off at the municipal parking lot where we met several hours before.  It was getting late in the afternoon, the shadows were long, and the air was cooling – a fact that eight young nipples confirmed.

“I think I’m gonna be sore,” Charly whispered to me as she clung my arm.

“It’ll be okay,” I whispered back.  Then, to the girls: “Guys, thanks so much for your hard work and good company this afternoon.  We may not see each other again this week if you leave on Friday, but I’ll look for you same week next year!”

We parted company with plenty of kisses and squeezes, and promises to look for each other next year, second week in August.  I don’t know if they’ll remember the date or not, but I have already circled the whole week on my calendar in red: “Major housecleaning week  - Hold for Charly’s Gang.”

