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Dare Me - Chapter 14 - Mikey Gets a Dare (Part 12)

With the cooking well in hand, Lucy was freed from the kitchen and went back to being the other half of their audience.

Cate called an audible and switched topics to clothing and home life. That was Penny and Persi's cue to show off their homemade costumes with Cate reciting commentary from the letters.

"Without access to modern industrial fabrication or sewing techniques, their fabric is derived from abundant grass fibers which are pressed into a crude type of linen. After being washed in a brine, the fabric is laid out and bleached by the sun to remove all color. Prominent elders and leaders get the choicest fabrics. These are dyed with various colorful pigments made from local minerals to denote positions of honor but are usually only worn ceremonially."

"Regular citizens are content to make simpler clothes from leftover cloths soaked in a solution made from leaves - similar to a tea staining process. Clothing is not necessary for warmth in such a humid, tropical climate. And these uncivilized savages are frequently seen eschewing clothing altogether and walking about like Adam and Eve with no regard for modesty."

"The young, unmarried girls of the tribe like to collect the leftover scraps, which have usually been cut to shreds with a bone knife, to practice their sewing."

While Penny and Persi modeled their skimpy dresses, I was shrewdly keeping my gaze trained directly on Cate to avoid any embarrassing anatomical reactions. It only took one glance toward the twins when they reached the center of the room to know I was in big trouble.

Their dresses, if you could even call them dresses, were made of a rough, tea-stained fabric, not unlike beige gauze. They were sleeveless and had no discernable shape or style but just hung straight down from the girls' shoulders to just below their hips. The panels were stitched together loosely with a coarse, plant-derived thread.

Persi stood confidently, proud to show off her crafty handiwork. But I couldn't stop looking at God's handiwork being displayed inside her dress. The material, while not transparent, was form-fitting enough to reveal every curve of her growing body. Her young breasts were thrust out proudly and capped by the cutest little round nipples. When she spun in place, I got a perfect view of her rounded bottom. She was well proportioned for a thirteen-year-old girl.

Penny sported a matching pair of healthy oranges on her chest just like her sister, but the attitude toward her dress was less enthusiastic and more apologetic. She had removed her shoes and socks and was standing barefoot with her skinny legs on full display. When she saw me scanning her up and down, she perked up and smiled warmly, flattered at having been noticed. But then, almost as if she felt guilty at hoarding all my attention for herself, her smile faded, and she dropped her gaze to the floor. Ever penitent, that one.

Cate continued, "occasionally, the tribe will gather around a fire in the evening and let the girls, in their novelty, practice dresses, perform dances to great acclamation. It is almost as if the dresses are nothing but a costume, good only for an evening of merriment. There is alarmingly little regard among these uncivilized creatures for making sure the young ladies of the tribe are appropriately and modestly covered.”

I felt a stirring in my loins and almost groaned audibly. I could feel my cock swelling once again and knew without a doubt that it would not stop until I was fully erect. Since it was too late to reverse my forthcoming erection, and because it would have been rude for me to look away, I went ahead and watched the twins do their little tribal dance. It was the least I could do, you see. After all, I was half the audience. Where would the twin's well-earned acclamation come from if I refused to watch and participate?

The girls had braided each other's hair into a bunch of thin braids. With steady drumbeats, they started jumping and spinning in an exciting, choreographed duet. Whenever they spun, their braids, which had colorful beads attached to the ends, fanned out behind them. Some flew so close to me that I actually flinched.

While it was thoroughly entertaining, there's no way their moves in any way resembled an actual African tribal dance. Sure, they had what vaguely resembled African braids and were wearing what I could only assume were authentic linen scrap dress reproductions. And they could keep a beat on their little, tribal animal skin drums.

But, having grown up in America with European heritage, the two girls, with flawless, lily white skin, looked completely out of place in every other way. They had clearly been exposed to classical forms of western dances, like ballet, at some point in their young lives and their turns and leaps ended up looking more at home in front of a barre.

Despite all that, their performance was spectacular. Lucy clapped appreciatively and cooed in delight with every move they made. I was particularly keen whenever they did a leap, and their flimsy dresses flew up to their waist. Each time, their puckered pussy lips would flash a greeting. My swelling cock seemed to especially like that part and offered its own form of throbbing acclamation.

I caught motion in the corner of my eye and realized Mel had slipped into the room and was standing behind me looking over my shoulder. She glanced down at my growing gland and nodded approvingly at its progress.

"Hey, Cate," she called out, addressing my sister and the room at the same time. The twins were unphased by her rude disruption. Like any thirteen-year-old girl, they loved to dance and twirl and had prepared multiple songs. They were content to keep on performing their routine despite what else was going on in the room, “why don’t you show them your costume?"

"Uh, I don't think…I should," answered Cate, "not in, uh, mixed company..."

"Nonsense," replied Mel, crossing the room to convince her older cousin to go through with modeling her own African dress, "it's just us girls...and little Mikey. Come on, you worked so hard on it. Didn't you say it was important to stay as true as possible to the original missionary letters? The more authentic we make this presentation, the more money we will raise for those poor, starving Africans."

Mel's convincing argument paired with such a honeyed voice struck a chord with Cate. What was the point of coming all this way if they weren't going to commit to raising as much money as possible? She was still a little hesitant to model what was likely a very skimpy dress with me in the room. But to my great surprise, she reluctantly accepted Mel’s arguments and reached up to start unbuttoning her own dress. While she worked her way down the front row of buttons, she dutifully, but shakily recited her memorized lines that went with this part of the presentation.

"New brides are gifted a specially crafted dress when they first become pregnant, to celebrate their formal transition to womanhood," she explained, but slowed when her trembling fingers slipped the last button free, "and valued contribution their bodies represent to the tribe's future..."

She nervously parted her staid, puritan dress to reveal, well, everything. The flimsy contraption hanging off her curvaceous body was an insult to maternity-wear. Hell, there wasn't even enough there to call it lingerie!

It was made of the same material as what the twins were wearing, but pure white and much more revealing. The whole thing hung from two straps on her shoulders. The neckline enhanced the cleavage of her mature, nineteen-year-old bust. A strip of fabric did encircle the middle portion of her breasts, but it ended before completely reaching the bottom and provided absolutely no support. As a result, the lower half of her generously proportioned globes hung down obscenely below the fabric of her top. Another inch and I'm sure I would have been able to see the lower edges of her nipples.

The entire middle of her gown was completely missing with just two straps running down either side of her midsection. The hole in front was meant to show off the new life growing in a pregnant woman's swelling belly. Only Cate wasn't pregnant. Instead, the gap provided a nice view of her perfect, hourglass figure, complete with her totally flat, anxiously flexing abdominal muscles.

The lower portion the dress, which barely even counted as a skirt, started so low on her waist that I could see a small patch of black pubic hair sticking out over the top of it. And she was obviously not wearing any panties. The skirt ended just as soon as it began, leaving her shapely thighs and legs completely bare from top to bottom.

Mel casually collected Cate's old dress, picking up the twin’s dresses as well, and offered to take them with her for safe keeping. As she approached me, I saw she was carrying a small, white mound of something in her hand. It was a ball of sticky rice - another sample for me to try.

"Making progress, there, big guy," she teased into my ear, referring to my no three-quarters erect member. She stuffed the warm ball into my mouth and added, "but I think you can go a little longer."

Then she patted me again, taking longer than necessary to remove her hand from my muscular tush, and disappeared into the kitchen. I looked down at my poor, stiff penis in despair and grimaced from the pain. Along with my erection slowly returning came the constant, throbbing discomfort of unattainable relief.

As I looked up, my eyes landed on beautiful Cate standing uncertainly in her obscenely revealing maternity gown. From the look on her face, she was feeling over-exposed and having second thoughts about the revealing nature of her supposedly culturally accurate costume. Unfortunately, her cousin had taken her other dress out of the room, and she had no other clothes to change into.

"Nessy," she inquired, knowing her younger sister was only capable of giving completely honest opinions, "what do you think? Is this costume ok?"

She stood at attention while her sister turned to give her costume a full, honest appraisal. I took the opportunity to do the same. From the front, her most impressive assets had to be her massive, swelling breasts. Those soft, rounded melons hung out the bottom of her top, defying gravity and providing a stark contrast to her totally flat stomach and narrow waist.

She dutifully turned around when Honesty asked her to. The view from behind was just as spectacular. Other than the one strip of fabric encircling her rib cage, her back was bare. Her scrap of a skirt didn't even fully cover her apple shaped bottom, which was larger and plumper than Lucy's. Just like her boobs, her well-proportioned, childbearing hips and rounded ass cheeks hung lewdly out the bottom of her pathetic excuse for a skirt.

The gown was specifically designed to highlight every part of a young woman's fertile body. Swallowing my bite of rice, I couldn't prevent a painful grunt from escaping my lips as I surged to full mast. My cock certainly approved of Cate's spectacular exhibition of fertility.

"There's not much to it, is there?" asked Honesty, master of stating the obvious, "but didn't you say you wanted to make everything as accurate as possible from the descriptions in the letters?"

Cate nodded a regretful agreement. She had been hoisted with her own petard, stung by her own ambition for historical rigor. She had no choice but to plow ahead and get through it. Turning back around, she scanned her memory to figure out where she had left off her little speech. She gulped when she realized she had been talking about some rather intimate subjects related to sexual reproduction and motherhood and that she her own body was now acting as a visual aid for the audience.

Glancing over at me, she noticed my thick, eight-inch sapling straining towards the sky - the ultimate compliment my body could give hers - and a blush formed on her face.

I looked over and saw Lucy grinning from ear to ear at my naked plight. Well, at least someone was having fun.


Dare Me - Chapter 14 - Mikey Gets a Dare (Part 13)

Before Cate could deliver her practiced monologue about the customs of tribal maternity, an argument broke out among the twins which drew everyone's attention. Penny and Persi had encountered creative differences about what to perform next and were at an impasse.

"It's too hard," argued Penny, "I always mess it up."

"It is not, you just didn't practice it enough," complained the unrelenting twin, "you're such a quitter."

Penitence was quick with another, "I'm sorry," then pleaded, "can you give me one more chance? I think I can do it if you walk me through the steps one more time."

Persi scoffed. Cate, seeing the girl getting wound up and about to unleash an undeserved tirade against her doppelganger, wisely intervened.

"There's no need to quarrel, girls. Why don't you perform one of your simpler routines?" she offered.

But Persi was determined to show off the more difficult skills she had worked so hard to perfect. That girl just didn't have it in her to give up on anything. "Fine," she said, "we'll do Penny's first. But then she has to let me walk her through mine in the other room and come back out and at least try to perform it."

Penny agreed, anything to keep the peace with her twin sister, and they immediately took their place in the middle of the room to perform Penny's beginner dance. It would seem Cate's speech on motherhood would have to wait a little longer.

Keeping a slow beat with their handmade drums, the girls performed what might best be described as a modified line dance. They stepped back and forth to the beat, their hands and feet moving in perfect unison. When they reached one end of the room, they would twirl together and head off in the opposite direction.

It was a simple dance and Persi looked bored with it. But that did not stop her from putting forth her best effort. Penny, however, was beaming with pride. She had won a rare opportunity to do things her way for once and wasn't about to waste it. Her huge, dimpled smile was almost cute enough to distract me from her dimpled pussy lips which kept peeking out below her dress with each bounding step.

Near the end of their dance, cousin Mel snuck in and appeared beside me. She was balancing a large spoon full of a mysterious, brown liquid.

"This one is supposed to help with virility," she whispered, "looks like you don't need much help in that department, though."

I was feeling more and more jittery, probably a side-effect of the strange fruits she had been force-feeding me earlier. My heart would alternate between pounding and fluttering uncontrollably and my fingers and toes were starting to feel hot. I didn't think it wise to add anything else to my system. But when she forcefully shoved the spoon in my face, I had to open my mouth for fear of her pouring the steaming broth down the front of my exposed body.

Watching me swallow it, she nodded her approval then turned and clapped along with everyone else as the twins finished their dance with a flourish and a bow. Since I was not allowed to move my hands from behind my back, I did not participate in the applause. I just stood there like an idiot while my penis throbbed out its own dance of appreciation.

A motion drew my eyes to Cate's large, half-exposed boobs jiggling excitedly while she clapped vigorously for her sisters. Her healthy mammaries made two creamy half-spheres, about the size of cantaloupes, hanging enticingly below her maternity top.

I was instantly reminded of just a month earlier when Lucy first discovered her young breasts had grown large enough to move independently of the rest of her body. She would shake her naked tits with such vigor, delighting in their newfound ability and what must have been a wonderful sensation.

By contrast, Cate was much further along in her sexual development. Her heavy breasts were fully grown and perfectly formed. If she ever shook them intentionally, it was probably in front of the mirror in the privacy of her own bedroom. If she had realized a horny teen boy was ogling her underboobs in that moment, she probably would have made a better effort at modesty.

Instead, caught up in the excitement and completely oblivious to her unintentionally erotic display, Cate did something completely unexpected. She reached up with both her hands to fix the ribbon on the top of her head.

Normally, that motion would be completely harmless. After all, she probably did similar moves to fix her hair dozens of times a day. It must have slipped her mind that she wasn’t wearing normal clothes. As she lifted her arms above her shoulders, the already skimpy maternity top rose completely clear of her chest.

Suddenly, I had an unobstructed view of Cate's glorious, naked nineteen-year-old tits. Her puffy, fully formed areolas were smooth but stuck out slightly from the surrounding area. Their bright red color stood in stark contrast to the rest of her pale white breast meat.

I stared in awe as the innocent young woman accidentally showed off entire her naked chest to my hungry gaze. Her virginal, as yet unused nipples looked like two pieces of irresistible candy. I couldn't help but imagine what it would be like to lift those heavy melons in a massaging embrace - to make circles around her tender areolas with my fingertips until I had teased her nipples into a fully aroused state. I had done it enough times with Lucy. I knew without a doubt that I could have Cate squirming in whimpering with need in no time.

My lovely, erotic daydream was shattered by an acute, shooting discomfort coming from somewhere deep inside my lower abdomen. I almost cried out in shock but managed to keep it inside by biting my lower lip.

I tore my eyes away from Cate's spectacular naked display and looked down at my body just in time to feel the muscles around the base of my cock seize up. My entire appendage jerked to its maximum size and the smooth, mushroom shaped head of my penis bulged obscenely. It was big and angry, larger than I had ever seen it before - almost as large around as a ping-pong ball and so red. After several tense seconds, the muscle spasm eased, and I breathed a sigh of relief.

I looked frantically around the room to see if anyone had noticed my distress. I managed to keep my face looking calm despite the growing alarm I felt inside. Most of the attention was still being heaped on the twins, but little Annie had noticed my restless cock’s unexpected twitch. She stared straight at it with her eyes wide open in surprise.

Had she figured out what was happening inside me? impossible! How could a little eleven-year-old girl know anything about the inner workings of my body when I myself didn't even have a clue what was happening?

Within seconds, another big spasm wracked my poor body and my bulging cock jerked again. Despite my growing dismay, I managed to keep my face calm through the ordeal. The pattern continued repeating itself every few seconds as my own misbehaving body refused my orders. Just like Mel's warm broth spreading outward from my belly, I felt something warm working its way up my shaft with each spasm. A cold dread settled over me as I realized something was about to come out my dick and I couldn't stop it.

There aren't many times in a person's life when they discover their body is capable of something they didn't know about. Learning about pre-cum that day was one such time in my life. Sure, having been happily masturbating for at least two years, I was quite familiar with the wonderful sensation of cumming. But having ever only cum by my own hand to that point, and always with as much urgency as my hand could provide, I had never experienced a slow build-up to arousal like this.

I knew it wasn’t coming from my bladder, so I wasn't worried about wetting myself. And I was relieved that it felt distinctly different from the sensation of cumming. I was especially anxious about that possibility because of my little orgasmic secret. You see, for as long as I've been masturbating, I've been cursed with something of a...vulgar condition. There's no polite way to say it. My orgasmic fluids have a tendency to arrive with...velocity.

I was so self-conscious about it that I had taken extra care to keep my explosive orgasms a secret, even from Lucy. That's why I had to make sure I didn't lose control. I would simply die of shame if my secret ended with me standing naked in our entryway and rocketing my ejaculate all the way across the room in front of a bunch of pretty girls.

But this sensation did not resemble anything I had felt before. So, I just stood my ground and waited as, with one last spasm, my penis only expressed a shiny little, unimpressive bead of clear fluid. The bead sat there, balanced on the very tip of my cock, shimmering in the light like...oh my God! That's when it hit me.

How could I be so stupid?! How many times had I seen Lucy's pussy lips advertising her arousal with a slippery coating of moisture? That little bead clinging to the tip of my cock must be the male equivalent. The discovery fascinated me to no end, but also worried me. Because with Lucy, the moisture was one of the very last signs of her impending orgasm.

With my own version of a diamond factory roaring to life inside me, Dave's secret sauce still in full effect, and all the home-grown fertility aids Mel had been feeding me, I couldn't shake the uneasy feeling that my afternoon was about to get a lot more harrowing. I didn't know how I was going to survive it when I couldn't even trust my own body not to betray me anymore.

An odd question came to me just then. Was this how Lucy felt whenever she was nearing the end of one of her dares? She always adopted a look of such desperation and raw need near the end, right before she made the most spectacular diamonds. But the way her face and body always glowed afterward indicated that the reward had been worth the ordeal. Was I going to experience the same feeling? More importantly, could I at least hold off the inevitable until I was somewhere more private?

With a nervous gulp, I made myself stop staring at the shiny beacon of arousal glittering atop my cock head and tried to turn my attention elsewhere. Unfortunately, my eyes immediately landed on scheming Mel. She looked poised and ready to pour even more fuel onto the hormonal fires already raging out of control inside my horny, teenage body.




