MIDDLESCHOOL DAZE

Chapter 1

Mandy Roberts was the sexiest thing in class.

It was my first year as a real, licensed teacher at Martin Milner Middle School in the small California town of Hillsborough. I taught both Social Studies and history.

And I'm not a pervert!

Yeah, that's easy to say. Why, then, the prosecutor will ask, did I have sex with an Eighth Grader, a fourteen year old girl, practically virgin when I met her?

And all I will be able to do is point at Mandy and say, "Could you say no to that?"

And then I would introduce into evidence Mandy's hot pants. Literally.

Because that first day of class, when I nervously walked into class, that was what greeted me. This tall brunette girl was standing with her back to me.

All you could see was legs.

Well, actually, there was a hell of a lot more than that. The legs were just the start, long and well turned and accentuated by bright red high heels. Your eyes couldn't help but travel up them and then you could see the bottom of her ass cheeks poking out from under the reddest, tightest, smallest pair of classic hot-pants I'd ever seen, pants that hugged her upper ass cheeks like a second skin.

Her long, silky, straight brunette hair hung to her lower back.

Then she turned around.

God help me. I had never imagined fucking a student. I'd never even fantasized about it. It was sick, perverted, unethical and illegal.

But this girl smiled at me. She had bright blue eyes and full, pouty lips and a sexy, upturned button nose. She was made up in the most wonderful, semi-slut, teen-aged innocence manner. Her small but very full tits were rubbing against the thin loose fabric of her white top, unencumbered by anything as mundane as a bra. And you could see her pussy outlined by the tight material of her hot-pants.

I wanted to fuck her the moment I saw her.

The girl smiled up at me innocently.

"You must be Mr. Carlson," she said, stepping toward me.

This girl was standing much too close. I could smell her hair and her perfume and the warm, musky, summery smell of her body.

My cock was hard as a rock.

She smiled at me with those enormous blue eyes and those lips that were made for nothing else but wetly kissing you, then sliding over the head of your hard, rigid cock... 

Then the girl turned and walked to a desk in the front row and sat, crossing her long, lovely legs and smiling at me, her red high heel dangling from her foot.

My mouth was suddenly dry and I was glad I had bottled water in my desk. I managed to open it, only spilling a little, and took a very long drink.

I made it through class, though I mostly sat behind my desk. I didn't want any of my students to notice Mr. Carlson had a raging stiffy.

I did roll call, and learned her name was Mandy Roberts. When I called her name, she raised her young hand, made for touching your cock with, and said, in a soft southern accent:

"That's me, Mr. Carlson."

After class, Mandy walked up and leaned over my desk. Her white pullover had a deeply scooped top, and if I had doubted she wore a bra before, this view left absolutely no doubt.

Shit, I could see nipple!

Mandy smiled and looked into my eyes, in a most un-childlike way.

"You're a good teacher, Mr. Carlson," Mandy said softly, almost in a whisper. She leaned further over my desk, smiling because she knew I was able to see her tits better this way.

"You can teach me anything you'd like to," Mandy added with a provocative smile. She winked.

Then Mandy straightened up and walked out of the room.

I found myself jacking off in the bathroom of the teacher's lounge. I was so hard and wet I knew it wouldn't take long.

I tried to think of one of the attractive female teachers, or my usual, the Dairy Queen girl at home, who tended to wear short skirts and no panties.

But Mandy kept intruding: her hot little ass, in those clinging hot pants. The furrow of her pussy, plainly outlined by the tight fabric. Those fabulous high little breasts, and their pinkish brown nipples, standing up when I saw them. Take a big grapefruit and slice it in half, and make it soft and luscious and forbidden and you had Mandy's breasts.

I came off hard as I realized Mandy was my forbidden fruit.

And I desperately wanted to taste her.



Mandy was in her usual place, in the center first row. Today she wore her new cheerleader's outfit: The short, full, gored skirt and the tight white sweater that molded to every curve of her tits. Her nipples were up and awake and straining at the fabric.

Mandy had her head on her hand, tilted sexily, and she played with the eraser of her pencil with her lips and tongue, slowly fellating it, leaving her bright red lipstick on it's very lucky eraser.

Mandy's tongue came out and licked the pencil end slowly, sliding around it lazily and leaving a little trail of saliva glinting on the red eraser tip.

I looked at her, and realized in the resulting silence I had quit speaking. I looked around at the class and tried to remember what I had last said.

There were giggles. I sighed and tried to ignore Mandy.

But later, when I looked up from my desk, Mandy's legs were bent back either side of her chair. And her short skirt showed off her thighs, especially her inner thighs, all the way up to a heavenly expanse of white panty crotch.

Mandy shifted in her seat, and I could see the outline of her pussy, full and inviting, through her thin panties.

I almost came in my pants.

I finally managed to tear my eyes away and get through class.

After class, I was gathering up my papers when I smelled her walk up.

It was that musky smell of sex in the back seat of a parked car, of sliding your hand down a girl's pants for the very first time and getting your fingers wet in her snatch. The smell of excited fear, of dark, secretive, uncertain fumbling in the back bedroom at a party, and the odor of first arousal and young lips and breasts and virgin pussy.

It was the smell of teen sex.

I looked up at Mandy, who had her index finger in her mouth as she smiled at me. She looked around at the now-deserted classroom, and removed that same wet finger.

She reached over my desk and ran that finger around my lips.

"I'm still waiting for those lessons," Mandy said huskily. "I'd be very good about keeping them very private. No one would ever know."

Then she smiled and walked out of the room.

It came to a head that October. The students have a costume day, and you can wear almost anything you like.

Mandy came as a witch.

Mandy truly was absolutely bewitching. Black high heels, black fishnet stockings, an old black and white dress with the disco-cut hem, like torn fabric hanging down, with a slit up the side that showed she wore no panties.

On top of that, the dress was low cut and her breasts were in a black bra that brought them up and together, like a jail- bait smorgasbord.

Mandy smiled when she saw me. She had on a witch's pointed hat, set at a rakish, sexy angle. And heavy eye and lip makeup.

Those lips: They were the last straw. They were done like many of the Hispanic girls do, with black out-liner around the outer edges of her full lips, dark red on the main body of them, and bright red right at the opening.

Her full mouth looked just like a very inviting and excited cunt.

Mandy grinned at my reaction.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," she said, posing for me. "Do you like my outfit?"

"Very nice," I managed to croak, trying to look fatherly or teacherly or anything other than the rutting, horny goat I felt like.

She grinned and walked into class.

I'll never forget that day, trying to teach class, as Mandy shifted in her seat. Her witchy dress rode up and opened, and then she slowly began to part her legs.

The fishnets were panty hose, with a large opening in the crotch.

And Mandy wasn't wearing panties.

Mandy's pussy was smooth as a baby's ass, with full outer pussy lips and long, pink inner lips. There was not a hair in sight. Mandy shifted again, pulling her pussy more open, wet and glistening and totally exposed.

I couldn't help myself. I kept looking surreptitiously up her dress. Mandy reached down and scratched her inner thigh, then moved her fingers right up to her cunt, sliding them between her inner lips and parting her fingers to totally expose herself to me.

She smiled invitingly into my eyes.

I managed to look away and stared at my desk. I couldn't allow myself to look up. I am a teacher and I felt awful, even though I had done nothing wrong. I was sitting with a massive hard on, watching a female student put on a strip show. No, worse than that.

What Mandy was doing would get even a stripper arrested.

I glanced up just in time to see Mandy slide her middle finger into her moist left and up inside her pussy.

I closed my eyes. This was not happening.

The real problem was, this really was happening!

And I could barely breath I was so turned on.

That afternoon, I called Mandy's parents.

Well, her mother, at least. Mandy lived with her divorced mother and they had a close, friendly relationship, according to Mandy's school records.

"Hello?" The woman's voice sounded pleasant.

"Hello, Mrs. Roberts?" I said in my best teacher's voice. "This is Bud Carlson, one of Mandy's teachers."

"Oh, yes, Mr. Carlson," she said with recognition. "Mandy has talked a lot about you. You're her favorite teacher."

I sighed. This was going to be hard.

"Can we meet?" I asked. "I think it's time we had a brief conference."

"Certainly, Mr. Carlson," she said. "It's probably about Mandy's clothes, isn't it? She's such a little flirt."

Flirt was putting it mildly. Exhibitionist was closer to the mark.

"Well," I told her, "that and other things. I just like to get to know my student's parents. They are as much a part of their child's schooling as I am."

She laughed, a wonderful laugh.

"Certainly, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Why don't you come by for dinner on Friday night?

Being a bachelor, you'd probably enjoy a nice home cooked meal, and we can have our little parent-teacher conference afterwards."

It wasn't surprising that Mrs. Roberts knew I was single. We live in a pretty small town and news travels fast. And being invited to dinner just seemed to be a part of the social life around here. So I quickly agreed.

"That would be great, Mrs. Roberts," I said.

She laughed warmly again.

"Oh, let's not be formal," she said. "You can call me Amanda, if I can call you Bud."

"Sure, Amanda," I said. "About seven oclock okay?"

"Seven's fine, Bud," she said. "I look forward to meeting you."



"My mom says you're coming over for dinner on Friday," Mandy said, her head tipped, her body swaying slightly as she talked. Lolita could take flirting lessons from this girl.

"Yes, I am," I told her. Damn, she'd managed to lag behind after class without me noticing.

Now we were alone in my classroom.

"Am I going to get in trouble?" she asked.

Mandy looked like trouble, just waiting to happen. Her very low hiphuggers hugged her tightly and her belly was bared by a little blue crop top. You could just see the swell of the underside of her small breasts under the edge of the top.

Mandy had a finger in her mouth, pulling her lush lower lip slightly open. Her blue eyes looked challengingly into mine.

"Do I need to be spanked?" she added, and leered at me.

Well, I made a stupid mistake. I picked up my books and headed to the back of the room. There's a storage closet back there and I guess I figured she would take the hint and leave.

I didn't hear her follow, and I exhaled in relief as I put the books up on the shelf, straining to see in the shadowy, windowless room.

The room suddenly went black and I heard the door click closed.

I turned and my hand touched something soft and yielding in the darkness.

"Mmmmmmm," Mandy moaned as she took my hand and rubbed it on the breast that I'd touched in the blackness. "That feels so nice, Mr. Carlson."

I jerked my hand back, but then I felt Mandy's body on mine, pressed up against me. Her hand found my hard cock in an instant and gripped it though my pants and I could both feel and smell her hot, peppermint flavored breath.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson!" Mandy exclaimed in the darkness. "You really do like me."

I felt her lips on my chin, then they moved until they were on my mouth.

I could have done a hundred things. I could have pushed her away, or spun around, or hit her or screamed for help. I could have told her this was simply not appropriate and insisted she stop.

But I didn't. I put my arms around her young, enticing body, and cleaved her lips with mine.

Mandy moaned and opened her mouth eagerly, meeting my tongue with hers.

She rubbed my cock harder. I'd already done the deed, so to speak. Kissing a student is a firing offense.

So sliding a hand down to cup her perfect ass through her tight jeans was just adding to my original offense and was not a new one at all. Mandy moaned and rubbed her body against me, her pert tits sliding across my chest, her very hot hand finding and unzipping my pants.

"No! Stop this right now!" That's what I should have yelled.

But Mandy's fingertips found the wet, slick head of my cock and began to slide over it.

I slid a hand up under her top. God help me, I thought. I'm a dead man anyway. Her breast was firm and hot, and her nipple scraped along my palm as I cupped Mandy's tit, her underage and so sexy fourteen year old breast.

Mandy moaned and I heard another zipper.

"My pants are open for you," she whispered. "My cunt is just waiting for your touch."

The tremendous surge of arousal I felt also seemed to bring me to my senses. I pushed Mandy away, pulling her hands off my cock.

"We can't do this," I said, my voice sounding shaky even to me. "This is not right."

"It feels right to me," Mandy said in the darkness. I felt her move against me again in the darkness. "Don't I feel good to you?"

I wanted to. God, I wanted to. It would have been so easy.

But I pushed Mandy out at arms length.

"I'm going to have to tell your mother about this," I said.

That stopped her.

"I said I can keep secrets," she said petulantly. "Can't you?"

"Mandy, this is totally inappropriate," I told her. "I could lose my job. I could go to prison."

Mandy sighed in the darkness. I seemed to have gotten through to her.

"Well, get straightened up and I'll turn on the light," she said.

I put my cock back in my pants and tried to tuck my shirt in.

A moment later, the light came on.

I'd gotten straightened up, but Mandy hadn't. Her crop top was up over her breasts, exposing their aureoles and small soft nipples.

And her pants were still unzipped, showing her smooth, hairless mound.

Mandy smiled.

"I won't tell anyone if you don't," she said. She took her blouse and raised it slightly, then lowered it over her breasts.

Then she moved to her pants, running her fingers over her smooth pubic mound before she finally zipped them up and fastened them.

She reached in her pocket and pulled out a Kleenex.

"You have my lipstick all over you," she said, approaching me. She took my head and moved up toward me. Before I could stop her, she licked my lips with her tongue, hotly and wetly. Then Mandy used the Kleenex to scrub off the evidence of what had just occurred.

"I could get in real trouble," she said, very sexily. "It's not allowed to come on to teachers. Why, you could probably have me expelled."

She stepped back, looking innocent and available at the same time.

"Why, you could blackmail me into doing anything you wanted," Mandy said. "I'd be your helpless little sex slave."

Mandy smiled and opened the storage room door. She turned, silhouetted in the doorway, a teenage wet dream.

"See you at dinner Friday, Mr. Carlson," Mandy said and walked out.



Well, somehow I made it to Friday. Mandy was a pervert's fashion plate all week, with short skirts, tight pants, a pair of leggings, free breast shots: I couldn't look at her without getting hard.

I wanted Mandy. I wanted her like I have never wanted anyone in my life.

I masturbated all the time, remembering her mouth, her tongue, the taste of her lipstick, the smell of her arousal, the feel of her fingers on my cock.

I wanted to fuck Mandy's fourteen year old body. Suck her hairless pussy and taste her juices. Feel that wonderful mouth on my cock, and suck on those delicious, willing nipples.

I couldn't help myself. After seeing her in class each day, I escaped to the Teacher's Lounge bathroom and jacked off, often twice. I avoided Mandy, who just smiled secretively each time she saw me or caught me sneaking a furtive glance at her.

I even considered resigning my teaching post, before I did something so unethical, and even criminal, it could end my career.

Yet the memory of those moments in the storage closet, of Mandy's body against mine, Mandy's mouth on mine, Mandy's fingers on my cock and touching her own slick mound... 

I masturbated more that week than I did in tenth grade, when Glenda Peterson got drunk and let me feel her up while she gave me my first blow job. That had been a high point in my sex life.

Now I'd had a another high point, with a girl two years younger than Glenda had been.

And I'm twenty four.

I dressed carefully for Friday night, in slacks and a pastel shirt, with a tie.

I wanted to look professional, but not stuffy.

I rang the bell and heard running feet. Mandy's home was nice, a tract home in an older tract home section. Nothing big, but not poor either.

Mandy opened the door.

God help me, Mandy looked beautiful. She was in a long gray skirt and low heels and an attractive purple blouse. She wore just a hint of makeup and her long hair had two tight, colored braids in it, framing her face.

"Hello, Mr. Carlson," she said with a pleasant smile that her eyes belied. She looked in my eyes, then right down at my crotch. "Won't you come in?" she asked, and winked.

The house was well furnished, and tasteful. Someone had either had money or shopped very carefully when they decorated.

"Mom," Mandy yelled, "Mr. Carlson's here."

She motioned me inside and disappeared down a hallway.

I stood and waited. That "mom" bit got me both nervous and ashamed. Mandy is a little girl, a child, who still depends on her mother for everything.

And I had been with her in a darkened room, kissing and groping her, feeling up her young, budding body.

My thoughts were disturbed as Mrs. Roberts came into the room.

"Bud," she said offering me her hand. "How nice to meet you. I'm Amanda."

"Nice to meet you, Amanda," I said. I knew from Mandy's records that her mother was thirty two, but that was about it.

Amanda had strawberry blonde hair. It was fairly short, to her shoulders, and had a good cut, very relaxed and slightly mussed.

She was beautifully made up, with light pink lipstick and light eye makeup that accentuated her deep blue eyes. Her face was classically beautiful, showing what her daughter would soon mature into.

Amanda smiled into my eyes. I saw where her daughter had learned to stand so close to people, because her mother did it too.

Amanda looked up at me from under her finely trimmed brows.

"I am so glad you could join my daughter and I for dinner," she said, in her charming Southern accent.

"Thank you for inviting me," I told her.

Amanda turned and walked into the dining room. It was small, but the dining table and chairs were lovely antiques. Scottish, I would guess.

I couldn't help but notice that Amanda bore a striking resemblance to her daughter. Older, of course, and a bit heavier, with larger breasts and hips, but a very handsome woman.

The slacks she wore gathered slightly in her ass.

Damn, I was checking this woman out! I tore my eyes away, and tried to think about other, less interesting things.

"Would you like a glass of Merlot, Bud?" she asked.

I nodded, almost without thinking. By the time I realized having a glass of wine might not seem appropriate for your daughter's teacher, Amanda had already poured three goblets and was bringing me one.

Thank God, I thought, quietly relieved. There will be another adult at dinner.

Amanda stepped close again, so close her breasts brushed against the front of my shirt and my chest beneath. She brought up the wine goblet and I took it, feeling her fingers slide over mine invitingly as she let it go.

"To learning?" she asked, raising her glass.

"Learning is good," I said and we touched our glasses and drank.

I looked down at Amanda, and realized her blouse revealed the swell of her breasts and a bit of cleavage.

I guess Amanda caught me looking, because she smiled.

"Feel free to look," she said with a smile. "I'm older than you, but I don't have a problem with that if you don't."

Oh, God. Now I realized where Mandy had learned such inappropriate interactions with adults.

She'd just watched her mother.

I took a step back and smiled. Amanda shrugged, hurt.

"I guess I am too old," she said sadly.

"No," I told her, not wanting to hurt her feelings. "It's not that. I'm your daughter's teacher."

She nodded up at me, as if understanding.

"You're right," she said. "We shouldn't be sneaking around behind Mandy's back."

I exhaled, relieved. Amanda understood the problem perfectly. Your teacher is your teacher. If he becomes Mommy's boyfriend or some such thing, it's a violation of that boundary.

Not quite as big a violation as Mandy and me in the closet earlier that week, I thought with a sigh.

But still a violation.

Dinner was wonderful. When Amanda had mentioned home cooked meal, I certainly didn't expect a marvelous roast with all the trimmings.

The third glass of wine, however, was for Mandy.

"I hope you don't mind," Amanda said as Mandy took a sip. "I think it's best for children to learn such things at home, in the safety of their family, rather than go out and experiment with their friends. Wouldn't you agree?"

I nodded.

"You never know what could happen in a situation like that," I said. "There's not just drunken driving to worry about."

"No," Mandy agreed. "Girls at school get drunk at parties and then the boys take advantage of them, feel them up or even rape them.

"Wouldn't that be terrible?" Mandy asked, looking at me over the rim of her goblet, then taking a very deep drink from her wine.

I nodded, but my cock knew exactly what she was intimating. I thought of Glenda Peterson, sloppy drunk and trying to push my hands away. Then she had changed her mind and let me touch her, and pretty soon she was kissing me, wet and sloppy.

Then she'd unzipped me and gone down on me, while I took the opportunity to explore her very lush, hot body.

My cock was rock hard.

I concentrated on my food and tried to avoid eye contact with Mandy.

Amanda was safer, since I knew she understood the situation now.

Mandy got up and cleaned off the table, declining my offer of help.

"I'm afraid I didn't make desert," Amanda apologized.

"No problem," I told her truthfully. "I'm stuffed. It was wonderful."

Amanda smiled and rose.

"Shall we go in the living room while Mandy finishes here?" she said, motioning me to go first.

I got up, realizing I was a little unsteady. The wine goblets were quite large, and I'd had three of them.

Or was it four?

We walked into the cozy living room. Amanda sat on the big sofa and patted the space beside her.

"You wanted to talk to me about Mandy?" she asked.

I sat and nodded.

"Yes, I did," I said. Amanda had crossed her legs toward me and as she turned, her breasts brushed my arm.

"Is she having trouble with her studies?" she asked.

I shook my head.

"No, Mandy is an excellent student," I told her. "Her assignments are always on time, and very well done. She's a solid A student."

Amanda nodded, obviously proud of her daughter.

"But there's a problem?" she asked, looking concerned.

Mandy entered the living room, carrying three brandy snifters. She gave one to her mother, then walked around the coffee table and leaned down with mine. Her breast brushed across my cheek.

I guess I blushed as I took the snifter from her hand, because Amanda chuckled.

"My daughter is a terrible flirt, isn't she, Bud?" Amanda said. "Don't let her get to you."

"I'm not a flirt, Mother," Mandy said, smiling into my eyes. "Flirts only promise, but never deliver."

And Mandy leaned over and kissed me.

I sat, riveted to my chair. I could feel Mandy's lips and her hot, wet little tongue on my lips, trying to burrow into my mouth.

I moved away from her, bumping into her mother behind me.

"Mandy, you scared our poor guest!" Amanda said with a chuckle. She turned to face me on the couch.

"Or maybe he just prefers older women," Amanda said, and kissed me.

I sat, astounded. Amanda's hand was already on my thigh, sliding up my pants. I moaned as I felt Mandy's hot breath on my neck, then her lips and tongue finding my earlobe and her tiny teeth nibbling at it.

I opened my mouth to speak, forgetting for a moment that Amanda was right there. Her tongue took this as an invitation, and slide into my mouth.

I pushed her away with my last ounce of moral strength. I crossed my legs, trying to protect my penis from Amanda's wandering hand.

Both women looked at me, hurt and sad. Then Amanda brightened up.

"I'm sorry, Bud. We think were just too sudden for you. I'm sure you'd like to just drink your brandy and let dinner settle."

She got up from the couch, and so did Mandy. Thank God, they were leaving. Both moved around the small coffee table and turned to me.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Carlson," Mandy said. "I know I can be pushy."

"We both can," Amanda agreed. "But I'm sure we can entertain you quite nicely, if you prefer."

They turned and kissed each other.

This was not your usual mother/daughter kiss. It was an open mouthed, wet, tongues fully engaged, very erotic kiss. Both women were the same height, and their lips locked together as they worked at each other's mouths.

Mandy's right hand, the same one that had touched my cock the other day, slid around to cup one of her mother's large breast, and Amanda groaned as she slid a hand behind Mandy's neck and the other down to the front of Mandy's long skirt.

Then Amanda broke the kiss and looked at me, her face dead serious.

"Is that better?" she asked. "Or would you prefer to join us?"

I was weak. If I'd had an ounce more courage, or a fillip more moral strength, I would have run out of that room in a moment. I really would have.

But I didn't have that much strength, and my moral compass was spinning wildly. Two beautiful women, who happen to be mother and daughter, one of whom happens to be fourteen and my student, two totally desirable, luscious women, were offering themselves to me.

I'd already broken the fine line last week, when I kissed Mandy and fondled her breasts, when I let her touch my cock.

Now there was no real line left, only a vague shadow in the sand. And I knew I was about to cross that last feeble barrier, even before I got to my feet.

I approached them both and each reached out an arm for me.

Mandy slid into my arms, looking up at me with her full lips glistening from her mother's kiss.

"Welcome to Paradise," Mandy said, and kissed me.

She kissed like an angel. I didn't even try to stop, but eagerly opened my mouth, inviting her in. Our tongues touched and wrestled and played at one another as Mandy rubbed her hot young body against mine.

I cupped a small breast through her blouse, not hesitating this time. Mandy moaned as I groped and rubbed at it.

I felt a hand on my cock, and my pants unzip. Amanda's hands pulled my cock out, rubbing the hard, wet crown of it.

Then Amanda's mouth enveloped my prick, wet and deep. I tightened. God, I've never been with two women at once, and having Mandy, my teenaged wet dream, in my arms and her mother going down on me... 

Well, it was something I will never forget.

I slid my hand down over Mandy's tight little belly, going for the front of her long skirt. But there was the sound of a zipper, and instead I hit hot, bare flesh.

I could feel her panties, high cut with only a thin strip of fabric over her mound.

Mandy shifted, and when I reached her crotch, her legs were already open for me.

I slid along the silky fabric, feeling it get hot and moist as I slid between her legs. Mandy moaned and moved, bringing a leg up around me.

Mandy's panties moved too, and my fingers were suddenly on her slick, bare pussy, hot and wet with her desire.

I found her pussy slit, the same slit she had so brazenly displayed in class, then found her opening and slid up my finger deep inside her tight, young pussy.

Mandy moaned and kissed more passionately, rotating her hips on my fingers.

I felt Amanda slip her mouth off my cock.

"Get your hand away from Mandy's pussy," Amanda said. "I want to see your cock in my daughter's cunt."

I moved my hand, reaching around to grasp Mandy's ass. Her panties were a thong and Mandy's tight youthful butt was right there, totally available.

I gasped as I felt Amanda move my prick into Mandy's wet slit, and rub it along her cleft.

Then Amanda pushed my cock to Mandy's entrance and I thrust my hips, forcing it deep inside Mandy's young pussy.

Mandy gasped, pulling back from my mouth.

"Oh, Shit!" She moaned. "Yes, Mr. Carlson. Yes, fuck my pussy!"

I think it was her using the term Mr. Carlson. It was so incongruous, and yet so perfect. I yelled as I came off, deep inside Mandy's hot little pussy.

"NO!" Amanda yelled, then she laughed.

"Hell, go ahead. We just won't let you go until we're both satisfied."

"I have a lot more than a cock," I volunteered.

Yeah, it's simple. I had just done something criminal, something illegal, immoral and downright wrong.

If I was going to lose my job and go to prison, by God I was going to earn my time!

Amanda got up and kissed me, wet and hot. I could taste my cock on her mouth, and I didn't care. Hell, it tasted great.

Mandy moved in and began to kiss too. I felt her tongue join ours and we all three kissed, me, a mother, and her under- aged daughter.

If the jury reads this, go ahead: Convict me. I am totally guilty. I loved every second of it, and I had absolutely no remorse at the time.

It was the best fucking kiss I've ever had!

God, we went at it forever. I felt a hand on my dripping cock, and then another. Someone started touching the head, softly but insistently. I moaned as I started to get hard again.

It took a while, admittedly, to get erect again. But with Mandy and Amanda kissing me and touching my cock, and me feeling both mother and daughter as they did, it didn't take that long.

I got a handful of one of Amanda's big breasts. She moaned and helped me unfasten the buttons of her blouse, shrugging it off. Amanda had on a black bra and the cleavage between her good sized knockers was wonderful. I thrust a hand inside, working my way through her hot flesh until I found the harder meat of her nipple.

Amanda suddenly stepped back took a deep breath.

"Okay, I need a moment," she said. "Honey, would you get us each a big glass of ice water and meet us in the bedroom?"

Mandy nodded and took off for the kitchen, her naked ass wriggling provocatively. Amanda watched her run off and smiled at me with obvious pride.

"She's something, isn't she?" Amanda asked.

I nodded.

"Yeah, but so's her mother," I said.

Amanda smiled.

"Fuck her all you like," she said. "Mandy's hot: she can never get enough."

Amanda put her arms around my neck and pressed her body against mine.

"Just don't forget, her mother can never get enough either," she said softly and kissed me.

We were still kissing when Mandy came out of the kitchen.

"I thought you guys were going to be in the bedroom!" she said. "Here, carry your own water."

We each took a glass.

Mandy had on the tiny black thong and her low heels. Her purple blouse was still on, her nipples standing against the satiny fabric.

Her mother was still wearing her tight slacks, and her big breasts were held up by a sexy black laced under-wire bra. She wore higher heels.

I sighed.

"You aren't going to try to run away, are you?" Amanda asked.

I smiled.

"No, I think it's too late for that," I said.

Mandy just giggled sexily.

We went into the bedroom. Amanda turned toward me and reached between her big breasts, unfastening her bra.

It fell away and her breasts fell somewhat, big and heavy. Large, dark aureoles encircled her large, erect nipples. My cock gave an involuntary jump. Amanda saw and smiled.

"You don't mind a little sag?" she asked.

"I love it," I told her. "It just means they're real."

Amanda rubbed her breasts against me, big and soft and delightful.

"Yes, Bud," Amanda said with a smile. "These are all real."

"Now can I show him mine, Mom?" Mandy asked. I turned to see her blouse already open, the inner curve of her breasts plainly visible between the fabric.

I reached over and pulled her shirt open. Her breasts were fairly small, but very high and full. Their nipples were pinkish brown and soft looking, almost puffy.

Little girl tits.

Mandy nodded and posed, in just her panties.

"You want my thong on or off?" she asked.

"Off," I said.

"Well," Mandy said, putting her arms out to her sides, "go right ahead."

I knelt down, touching the slick fabric of her thong. Then I slipped my fingers into the waistband and peeled it down, exposing her shaved mound and then her cunt lips, still wet with my come.

I pulled her panties to the floor and Mandy stepped out of them, then kicked off her shoes.

"Okay," she said. "I'm ready. Now it's Mom's turn again."

Amanda smiled. She really was an attractive woman, fuller, rounder, softer than her daughter, but totally desireable.

No, that's not the right word. Fuckable. Like her daughter. Someone you just can't wait to get your cock into.

Totally fuckable.

I knelt in front of Amanda and unfastened her slacks, unzipping them. She wore no panties, and her lush blonde/red cunt hair was right there.

"Mom's hairy," Mandy said. "It's really cool."

I pulled down Amanda's slacks.

It really was cool. Where Mandy was totally smooth, her mother was very hirsute. She did not even shave her bikini line, so her pubic hair spread across the fronts of her thighs and hung down between her legs.

The smell of her cunt hit me, salty and hot and wonderful. She was very, very turned on.

I slid off her pants, then spread Amanda's legs and looked up at her hairy cunt.

I dove into it, putting my mouth to her fragrant, wet folds, slipping my tongue through her muff and up into her wet, salty slit.

Amanda moaned and grabbed my head, pulling me further into her very wet twat. I opened my mouth and sucked in, taking as much of her folds into my mouth as I could, setting my tongue loose to explore her wet, hirsute cunt.

Amanda moaned as I found her clit and licked at it, then ran my tongue down in her deep slit, tasting the salt of her urethra and finding her cunt hole, gaping and wet and inviting.

Amanda moaned and jerked as I slid my tongue inside, lapping at her entrance.

Then I continued deeper between her legs, licking the sensitive tissue behind her vaginal opening, and finally finding her ass.

This is something that has always fascinated me, but I have never had the opportunity to explore. I licked at her anal ring, puffy and tight. Amanda moaned.

"Oh, yes, Mandy. He reams ass. He's really good at reaming ass."

"I want to try it!" Mandy said. "Let him ream me next."

I licked at Amanda's asshole again, sliding in little circles around the opening. The taste was odd: Dark was the only thing I could think of. But not bad. In fact, it really turned me on.

I moved back over Amanda's wet pussy, licking and sucking and kissing at her folds. I found her vagina with my nose and slid up inside of her, fucking her that way.

She was dripping wet and very sexy. I had decided to take total advantage of this situation. No guilt, no blame.

Because my next lover might be some guy named Rocko, the boss of Cellblock D.

I was still licking and sucking when Amanda put a hand on my head.

"You still have your pants on, Bud," she said. Why don't you get those things off and lay down with us?"

I moved out from under Amanda's pussy and stood up. Amanda slipped into my arms, her big breasts up against my chest, and kissed me.

I felt hands move around my waist and unbuckle my belt and unfasten and unzip my pants.

They were pulled down, along with my underwear. My cock bounced out, erect and ready.

The same hands slid over my cock and I felt Mandy's naked little body slide tight up against me and her mouth on my neck.

I kissed her mother all the more passionately. Mandy's hands were rubbing and stroking my cock, and her hot, naked body was massaging my back, while her mother's body was pushed up against my chest, leaving room for Mandy to touch my cock.

I was the filling in a mother/daughter sandwich.

Amanda moved away, taking my hand. She led me to the bed and pulled back the covers. Mandy slid beside me and crawled onto the bed, reaching up her arms for me.

I crawled in, still not believing this was really happening. But I was suddenly kissing a naked Mandy, her tongue deep in my mouth and her hands finding my cock again. I slid my hand down to touch her smooth, little girl pussy, wet with my own come.

I slid my entire hand over Mandy's pussy and rubbed her whole pubes. Mandy moaned in pleasure.

My finger found Mandy's little asshole, already wet with her juices and my own. Mandy moaned and kissed harder as I reamed around her little asshole with my finger.

"I want to taste you," I said and Mandy nodded eagerly. I moved around, so that her smooth, inviting little cunt was right in my face. I took her in my mouth, tasting her flavors and mine. Her smooth pussy was so erotic, so forbidden, so almost evil. I was eating a fourteen year old's pussy.

Then I felt a mouth on my cock, soft lipped and sexy.

"Eat him, honey," Amanda said. "Give him a good job, cause he's doing a great job on you."

I found Mandy's clit and began to lick it and ream around it. Mandy began to moan and her pussy got wetter and more musky. This spurred me on as well, and I licked and reamed and sucked at her clit as I finger-fucked her little pussy, the pussy my cock had just been in.

Mandy cried out and writhed as she had an orgasm.

Mandy rolled further onto me, and I followed, not letting her go until she had another orgasm. She cried out again as she came.

Then I felt her mother slide over her daughter, and Amanda was at her daughter's ass, spreading her cheeks.

"Can I share?" she asked. I smiled and Amanda began to suck and ream Mandy's ass and cunt and, where we met in the middle, we sucked and reamed each other's mouths as well.

Mandy was doing a great job on my cock, getting me right to the edge, then backing off, licking my shaft and balls while I cooled down a bit. As soon as I started coming down, however, Mandy was back on the head, licking and sucking at it, starting me up the hill again.

Amanda looked at me from between her daughter's spread legs.

"Can I get fucked?" she asked. "My cunt really wants it, and if you like anal, that's my favorite."

I smiled. I've never had anal sex with anyone, but always wanted to try.

I nodded. A fleeting thought of condoms went through my mind, but I'd already had sex with her daughter.

And the fact this was, in fact, a crime made me decide safe sex would be pretty dumb.

And that really excited me. I was going to ass-fuck this woman I had just met, straight and bareback, and enjoy the fact that there was a risk involved, just as there was a risk in fucking a fourteen year old girl who happened to be your student.

Life is a risk, and this was one I was eager to take.

I moved, and Amanda looked down at her daughter.

"Mandy, honey, Mommy wants to get fucked," Amanda said. I felt Mandy slide off my cock.

"Sure," Mandy said. "He's all nice and wet for you."

I didn't want to just "leap and fuck" Amanda. She was a beautiful woman, a treasure, and I wanted her to enjoy this as much as I did.

"Do you ever go down on your mother?" I asked Mandy.

She grinned.

"Sure, Mr. Carlson. You want to watch?"

The idea just popped into my head. And I figured, why not?

"No, I want to do what we just did with you," I said. "Both of us will go down on her."

Mandy grinned and moved down her mother's body. I kissed Amanda, who eagerly responded. Then I began moving down over her neck and chest, licking and kissing as I went.

I found the curve of her breasts and pulled them together, working my way down the cleft of cleavage I had created.

Amanda moaned.

"Mommy's gonna get a very nice fucking," Amanda groaned.

I slid my mouth over one of her big nipples, sucking the puckered, bumpy flesh into my mouth. Amanda writhed as I sucked at her nipple, then rolled the tip with my lips and tongue.

I felt a hand touching my cock, a thumb finding my tip to caressing and fondle it. I moaned, not sure, or even caring, which woman was touching me.

Mandy's face was buried in her mother's crotch, between her widespread legs. I moved slightly away, seeing that it was Amanda who had my cock in hand, and gently turned Amanda onto her side.

Amanda amazed me. She brought her legs almost straight up, her ankles actually touching her ears, her cunt and ass totally available and exposed.

Mandy smiled over at me, her face soaked with her mother's juices.

"Mommy does yoga," she said with a cute grin.

I pulled her wet face to mine and kissed her. She responded, wetly and with complete abandon. Then we both went down on her mother's very hairy, and very exposed, cunt.

We faced each other as Mandy used her hands to open her mother's thick folds, and expose her wet, wet slit. Amanda's clit was big and erect, and Mandy began to lick at it, her little tongue circling the lump of flesh and gently but rapidly flicking over the top of it.

I put my hands on Mandy's and helped spread her mother open. I could see the opening of Amanda's cunt and her small urethra gaping slightly.

I slipped two fingers into Amanda's slightly gaping cunt hole. That's how I was thinking. A cunt hole, a fuckingly wonderful pit for my cock, a nasty, hairy, lovely pussy, for my pleasure and anyone else who wanted it.

I looked at Amanda's large, puckered asshole. It was dark brown and inviting, and raised well above the surrounding flesh.

I put my mouth into Amanda's slit, feeling a wave of sick desire. I began to lick her urethra, the oval opening already spread and gaping. She tasted salty and my tongue on her made her saltier yet.

I moaned. Dark fantasies of wet panties and her hair dripping yellow with piss ran through my mind. I probed her urethra, her piss hole, feeling Mandy's tongue slid down to touch and fondle mine. Mandy and I kissed, our tongues busily exploring both each other and the steaming terrain of her mother's cunt beneath us.

I then began working my way back on Amanda's cunt, the long intimate slit of her pleasures. I reamed around her cunt hole, still filled with my wet fingers, and proceeded to the rear of her fuck hole.

As I began licking and sucking at the flesh behind her vagina, Amanda began to whisper.

"Oh, yes, Bud," she said. "Suck my ass for me. I love having my asshole sucked, and reamed and fucked. Eat my fucking shit chute, do what you want to me, Bud.

Make me your little shit whore."

Yeah, writing it now is kind of shocking. But at the time, my cock heard every word and responded.

I licked up on her puckered anus, feeling the roughness of it, and tasting the oily darkness. Nothing like what you might expect, not like shit at all, just highly erotic in it's own way. I put my lips on her asshole, driving my tongue down into the tight opening of her.

Amanda was still whispering, her filthy words just driving me on.

"Oh, shit, yes, Bud," she whispered. "Lick my asshole. Fuck my asshole. Put your fucking fist in my asshole. Fuck the shit out of me, then fuck me through it. Make me your ass slut, your fucking ass-slave. Give me to your friends and let them fuck my ass. Make me your slut, and Mandy too. Fuck her ass, and make me lick you clean."

She went on, filthier and filthier. This is some of the milder stuff. But I was so aroused it just spurred me on.

I pushed a finger inside her ass. It was hot and slick and greasy, nothing like a pussy. Her ass relaxed and I pushed another finger in her tight greasy opening.

Amanda swore and whispered even dirtier things as I finger fucked her asshole. Then I pulled out my fingers (she was perfectly clean, despite her whispered fantasies) and put my cock to her asshole.

Watching your cock going into a woman's ass is an amazingly erotic thing.

You push and the flesh tightens and then begins to open to allow your cock head slow entrance. I watched her asshole spread as my cock forced the opening to expand, then suddenly my cock was moving forward into her, and her ass was around the shaft and I moaned as my cock was enveloped inside Amanda's ass, and I was fucking her asshole.

Mandy moved back to see, then began to lick around the shaft of my cock, where it disappeared inside her mother's flesh. Mandy stroked along her mother's open ass with her tongue, as I pushed deeper inside Amanda's ass, feeling her soft inner ass tissues sliding against the head of my prick.

"Oh, yes, Mandy," Amanda whispered. "Oh, thank you! Lick my asshole, please, Mandy. Suck your mother's shit hole."

Amanda was just whispering, saying the most amazingly filthy and erotic things.

"Oh, shit, I'm going to come," she whispered. "I'm going to ass come on the big cock inside me. I'm going to orgasm with Bud deep in my shit hole, I'm going to..."

Amanda screamed, a real, totally uninhibited, bloody murder scream!

I felt her ass clamp down on my cock and her pussy got wet, soaking actually, as her cunt hole sprayed liquid. I'd never seen anything like it, and it was the sexiest thing imaginable.

"Oh, Christ, Bud," Amanda whispered. "Fuck my cunt. Shove you filthy cock inside of my hole and fuck the hell out of it. Fuck me while my daughter watches, your little fourteen year old slut and her slut mommy. Fuck the holy shit out of my cunt."

She kept talking. I can't do justice to Amanda's erotic ramblings. She made it so dirty, so erotic and so totally obscene, it brought all your darkest thoughts and fantasies bubbling to the surface, like bubbles in a black tar pit.

I pulled out of her ass, watching it not quite close as I popped out of her ass.

Then I knelt right at the entrance of her cunt, puffed out for me, with her legs up along her body like an obscene gymnast, and drove my cock deep inside Amanda's sopping, hairy twat.

"Fuck me," Amanda moaned. "Fuck me like a whore, like Mandy when she gets drunk with her boyfriends and they take turns. Fuck my cunt, wet and soaking and loose from all the men who have fucked it before. Use me like your slut, your hole, the fuck- buddy Mommy of your fuck-buddy girlfriend. Do whatever you want, because I'm just your slut, and you don't hesitate to fuck or ass- fuck or use your slut any way you want."

Mandy smiled at me and winked. I got the feeling this amazingly erotic dialogue was something Amanda usually did.

It certainly effected me. I was getting so hot, so totally aroused, at a level I had never experienced. I grabbed Mandy's hair and pulled her up to me, kissing her wildly and getting my hand between her legs, pushing my fingers deep in both her cunt and ass, and finger-fucking her little underaged body wildly.

Mandy was moaning and writhing against me and her mother was still groaning as she whispered her dark, exciting obscenities.

I lost it. I was suddenly seized by an arousal so great my mind seemed to melt, and the world became Amanda's cunt and my

cock and Mandy's mouth mating with mine and my fingers fucking Mandy's way underage and totally willing holes and I yelled, as loud as Amanda, as I exploded inside of her, as I came, shooting my load again and again, deep inside Amanda's well fucked and experienced cunt, as I fingered her daughter's less used but equally slutty cunt and ass.

I fell forward onto Amanda's sweaty body, feeling her come on my very sensitive cock, gripping it with her cunt muscles and totally soaking it, immersing my cock and balls and thighs in her hot, nasty juices.

I actually blacked out for several seconds. I was vaguely aware of my hot, soaking cock and groin, and of Amanda trembling beneath me and on me as she had little orgasmic after-shocks. Then I felt Mandy move my hair and felt her mouth on mine.

"Thank you," she whispered. "I think my Mommy feels better now."

I pulled her up against me, and kissed her greedily.

"You're next," I said.

Mandy moaned in anticipation.

Chapter 2

I lay in the bed, marveling. I was still breathing hard from the great sex I had just had with Mandy's mother.

And Mandy was right there on the bed beside me, her blue eyes wide and innocent, her body naked, her youthful sexuality impossible to ignore.

And I was going to fuck her next.

Of course, I had one small problem.

I had just come again, and realized it might take a while to get ready again.

Fortunately, Mandy seemed to understand.

"Mr. Carlson probably would like a little break," Mandy said to her mother, while looking me right in the eyes.

I nodded. Yeah, the sex was wonderful up to that point, but a guy needs a little time right after coming.

Amanda grinned like a Cheshire cat.

"Well, I don't mind," she said. "I got very nicely fucked. But I do worry that Mandy hasn't gotten her fun yet."

Mandy smiled at her mother.

"It's all right, Mom," Mandy said. "Besides, I want to take my time with Mr. Carlson.

Mandy turned to me and smiled.

We all got up and Amanda gave me a heavy cotton robe. She and her daughter had matching blue shorty satin robes, that showed off their very nice legs.

Amanda made coffee, and Mandy disappeared down the hall again.

"That was so nice, Bud," Amanda said as she sat down. "Thank you so much."

I smiled. I'm not used to being thanked for sex.

"Sure," I said with a little shrug.

"Mandy and I have always been very close," Amanda told me. "After I divorced her father, we got even closer. Mandy was eleven."

I nodded. My brain was coming off the testosterone high.

God. I'd fucked a fourteen year old student and her mother. At the same time. In the same bed.

That was, by any standard, pretty damned sick.

The thoughts of my trial were flashing through my brain again. The arrest; the headlines; the episode of American Justice telling the sordid tale of my arrest, prosecution and conviction. And Amanda's trial as well. She'd probably just say I forced or coerced them to have sex with me, and get off on the charges.

Hell, she could turn state's evidence against me, and say I raped them both. Who would believe she willingly shared her daughter with her teacher?

The horrible male teacher forced them both to perform, to satisfy his unnatural and perverted cravings.

I'd be convicted in a minute.

I felt Amanda's hand slide over mine.

"Hillsborough is a very liberal little town," she said softly. "I mean, most folks just want to be left alone, and the police don't press the issue. It's more common than you think."

"Incest?" I asked.

"Incest, orgies, under-aged girls, all of that," she said with a genteel Southern smile.

Amanda was running her fingers over my hand. I could feel myself already starting to get aroused again.

Then Mandy came in the room.

Mandy was in her Milner Moles cheerleader's outfit.

Mandy smiled and spun around, revealing her little gold panties under her short, gored skirt.

God, she looked great.

"Damn, you have a beautiful daughter," I told Amanda. She smiled, pleased.

"She is a pretty little thing, isn't she?" she agreed. "Maybe you two would like to be alone?"

I saw the shadow cross Mandy's face, just for a second. I think Mandy preferred her mother being there.

"Then I don't get to hear you talk dirty," I said to Amanda with a smile.

She colored prettily.

"Oh, you don't have to listen to that," she said. "It's just something I like to do."

"I like when she does it," Mandy interjected. "It just gets me hotter."

I nodded.

"Yeah, I loved it," I told Amanda. "I couldn't believe how dirty it was, and how excited I got by it."

Amanda reached over and slid her hand over mine.

"I'm glad you're more comfortable now, Bud," Amanda said. "I really enjoyed being with you. You're a wonderful lover."

I shrugged. How do you answer a compliment like that?

Mandy came over and stood near me. Her hair was in twin pony tails now, and she looked just like what she was: delectable middle-school jailbait. Mandy smiled and sat in my lap. Her weight of her young body, pressing down her ass into my lap, felt so good on my thighs and groin. She lifted a leg, giving me a nice crotch shot of her gold panties and her creamy white inner thighs and smiled seductively.

"Mr. Carlson, I would really like to feel your cock in my pussy again," she said. "How would you like to fuck my fourteen year old body again?"

Damn, she knew just what to say. My cock was already pushing through my pants, up against her hot little ass.

"I'd do anything you'd like," Mandy added, her big eyes depicting innocence and smoldering seductiveness at the same time.

I was totally lost. If the Devil had come to me in the guise of Mandy and asked for my soul, I'd have sold it in a second.

Mandy knew it too, because she licked her full little lips and bent over, kissing me soft and wet, sliding her tongue along the edges of my lips then deep into my mouth.

What could I do? I kissed back, sliding my hand over one of her full little breasts. Damn, they were small and soft yet firm, her soft little nipple hardening under my fingers.

Mandy moaned and rubbed her pussy into my lap. The smell of her, her perfume, the mint of her toothpaste, the dark erotic musk of fucking, of Mandy's mother and Mandy's own aroused cunt from our screwing before mingled into a perverse aphrodisiac.

I moaned and kissed harder, rubbing my own cock against her spread pussy through our clothes.

Amanda was watching us across the table, a proud parental smile on her face.

I marveled at the situation.

I had a fourteen year old cheerleader on my lap, a cheerleader who had just told me she'd do "anything." My cock was hard against her pussy, and my hand was now sliding under her top and over her hot little breast. And Mandy was slowly grinding her ass, pushing against herself against my prick while we kissed.

Mandy slid a lithe leg up over my shoulder and I could smell the heady aroma of turned-on teen-aged pussy.

"I'm such a bad little girl," Mandy whispered in my ear, as she also licked and kissed it. "Maybe you should give me a spanking."

Damn! Having a hot, totally desirable fourteen year old on your lap, sliding her body around and licking your face and mouth and ears, sliding her youthful hands over you, her butt and pussy on your cock and moving, her body pressed against you, totally willing and eager... 

Well, I guess I can always say I was entrapped. Given the situation, there was absolutely no way I could say no. Amanda smiled over at me.

"Mandy's kind of hard to ignore, isn't she?" Amanda asked proudly.

"Yeah," I said. Mandy took advantage of the momentary opening to again shove her hot tongue deep in my mouth, sucking greedily at my lips.

Amanda got up.

"Let's go to Mandy's room," she said. "You sure you don't mind me as a chaperone?"

She let her short robe fall open. Her big full breasts were hanging free, their inner curves sexy and inviting. She had on tiny, very high cut white panties and her pussy hair spread obscenely from underneath them.

"I definitely want you there," I said. "I may need rescuing."

Amanda laughed, delighted.

"Don't worry, Bud. I'll make Mandy be a good girl."

Mandy pulled away from where she was fellating my chin and grinned at her.

"I am a good girl, Mother," she said.

Mandy turned, smiling into my eyes.

"I'm a terrific girl," Mandy said to me, and dove onto my mouth again.

I carried her into the bedroom, following Amanda, kissing Mandy all the way.

We entered Mandy's typical teen-aged girl's room. A pair of her used panties lay on the floor and some clothes were strewn about. Posters and picture of pop stars, male and female, were thumbtacked on the walls.

The very ordinariness of a teen-ager's room, combined with the fact its owner was in my arms, kissing and rubbing on me, with her mother right behind, watching in approval, hit me like a wall of arousal.

I lay Mandy on the bed, feeling her little girl thighs and sliding up to her golden, metallic panties.

Mandy moaned and spread her legs. Her arousal was a palpable incense.

I'll never forget that scene. This lovely young girl, in a cheerleader's outfit, her nipples standing against the white pullover she wore and her shiny panties exposed by her wide spread legs. She was a teen-ager boy's dream: The sex-mad little cheerleader.

Only I wasn't a teen-ager. I was her teacher.

And I was going to fuck her anyway.

"Touch my daughter, Bud," Amanda said softly as she sat on the floor beside us. "She's totally willing. She wants to be your slut tonight."

Amanda's eyes were bright. This was obviously exciting for her as well.

No, I didn't think about the propriety of a mother who pushes her daughter into the arms of adult men, or the psychological ramifications of an incestuous relationship between a mother and her daughter. I didn't look at the potentially destructive psycho- social paradigms of this entire relationship.

I was thinking with my cock, and my cock really didn't care.

I pulled Mandy's mother to me, kissing her deep and wet.

"I love when you talk dirty," I told her. "It's so fucking sexy."

It was true. It did excite me, a lot.

Then I turned and pulled Mandy's panties down, exposing her slick, hairless little girl twat. She moaned.

I could feel Amanda touching my cock through my robe. Then she parted the robe, letting my cock spring out.

Amanda began to run her fingers softy over the head, as I began to touch and explore her daughter's pussy. Mandy moaned and spread her legs further.

"Yes, touch her, Bud," Amanda whispered. "Touch her young little cunt. She's all wet for you. She's fourteen and fresh and her slutty mother's going to suck your cock while you feel up my daughter."

I felt Amanda's hot mouth slide over my dick, and Mandy smiled up at me.

"Whatever you want, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Whatever you'd like, just do it."

I shivered. Damn: The massive arousal of those words! Mandy was available, totally and unbelievably.

I pulled her little pussy open. Her little inner lips were wet with desire as I parted them, looking at the hard little nub of her clitoris, and the soft, wet flesh of her inner slit. Her pussy opening was already dripping wet, it's opening inviting fingers and tongues and cock to explore it's delightful mysteries.

I slid my fingers down her inviting teen slit, marveling at my luck. Mandy moaned.

I slid my tongue down her girlish slit, down over her very adult parts in her not yet adult body. She tasted wonderful: of salt and musk and the wonderful tang of hot, aroused young cunt.

I moved up and kissed Mandy again, who eagerly sucked my cunt-wet lips and tongue. I slid my fingers up into her spread pussy and deep inside her little girl fuck-pit. That's what boys had called it when I was in Middle School, and now I was in a middle schoolgirl's fuck-pit, sliding my fingers up and down her willing cunt. Mandy moaned and thrust her hips into my hand, kissing me so wetly and openly.

Amanda slid up off my cock and began to massage its wet surface with her hands, as she began to whisper again.

"You can fuck her, Bud. And me. We'll be your sluts, your fuck-buddies. Mandy's ass is yours if you want it.

It's virgin, but she'd like to change that. Or you can fuck her pussy and come in it. You can think of her little friends if you'd like: she's not the only girl at Martin Milner who you could fuck. A lot of them will. Give them a few drinks and a little grass, and you can do whatever you want to them. They might moan and ask you not to, but that's just an act. And even if it's not, you can just fuck them anyway."

I had never thought of arousal as a physical force, but the wave that slammed through me seemed to have a physical reality. My god, Amanda was talking about date-rape, about using girls too drunk or stoned to stop you!

And I was sucking Mandy's face and groping her body, her cunt wet with desire. And getting more turned on by the moment as Amanda whispered filthily. I was struck by the perception these dark fantasies were too terrible to be spoken aloud, but had to be whispered in secret. And that made them all the more arousing.

"Maybe Mandy and I can have a party," Amanda whispered as she ran her wet fingers over my rock hard cock. "She can invite over the freshman cheerleaders, and I'll give them some beer. And grass. And maybe even some Rufies. You might not need those: a little grass and hard liquor and they get real relaxed and easy."

Mandy moaned and her pussy got wetter. Jesus Christ, this excited Mandy too! I slid up and Amanda let my cock go so I could slide my prick between Mandy's slender thighs.

I found the opening of her obscenely naked, little girl pussy. My cock found her wet, slick opening and I pushed it into her.

"Yes, Bud, fuck her," Amanda said softly. "Put your big cock inside her little girl twat."

Damn it! Mandy looked up at me, her eyes big.

"Yes, Mr. Carlson," she purred. "Fuck my teenaged twat. Use me like you slut. Fuck the inside of my tight little teen pussy."

I pushed deep inside her and Mandy's eyes rolled up as she moaned and orgasmed. I could feel her tight little pussy get wetter and tighten on my cock.

"Yeah, fuck her," Amanda whispered. "Have fun with her. She's your slut and she won't stop you. Mandy wants it as much as you do."

Amanda's voice was husky and I realized Amanda was masturbating herself frantically as she talked. Her robe was open and she was touching her large nipples, hard and very erect.

"Fuck my ass, please," Mandy said, her voice husky with passion. "Put your fucking cock inside my ass and fuck me. One guy tried, but he chickened out. I don't want you to chicken out, even if I scream and beg you to stop."

I was actually trembling as I turned her over. I was so excited, so aroused, that thinking was difficult. Dark scenes were flashing through my fevered mind.

Yes, it was like a fever, a sick, wonderful fever. My mind was spinning, my body was shaking, and I felt helpless to fight it. I rolled Mandy over and she knelt, offering her little virgin ass to me.

Her panties were down around her knees, looking nasty, obscene and wonderful.

I surprised myself as I turned to Mandy's mother.

"Keep talking, Amanda. Tell me about it."

Amanda smiled and leaned against the bed, still touching herself. She seemed overjoyed at the request.

"It's nasty, Bud. I have very nasty fantasies. Awful, perverted, sick, disgusting, wonderful fantasies. I'd love to watch you fuck little my little Mandy, too drunk and stoned to stop you. And then fuck me too, rape me like you raped her."

Mandy moaned and pushed her little asshole against me.

Amanda slid up onto the bed, sitting beside me and her daughter. I could smell her arousal, the sea and salt and musk odor of her.

Yes, I realize this was all really sick. I mean, I'm having sex with this young girl, while her mother helps. The whole situation was sick, from day one.

But it was like sliding down a hill, the grass slippery with dew. Each time I'd almost regain my footing and start to climb up, either Mandy or Amanda gave me a playful little shove, and I'd slide further down the slope.

Now I was so far from the top, there was no real chance of getting out.

And the way things were going, I wouldn't want to anyway.

I began to push against Mandy's asshole and she moaned and I felt her ass push back.

"You can fuck me and pretend it's someone else," Mandy offered, with a little smile. "Anyone you'd like. Maybe Spirit."

God damn it! Mandy was prescient, I swear it. Spirit is a girl in two of my classes. Blonde, ethereally lovely, with very large breasts sprouting rapidly. She's slender and delightful and very innocent.

And the guys are always after her.

Feeling up Spirit had already occurred to me. Those blossoming tits just begged to be touched.

"She's so innocent, and so sexy," Amanda whispered. "Just begging to be corrupted. Someone will do it soon enough. Why not you?"

I groaned as the arousal jacked up another notch and as I pushed deeper into Mandy's little asshole. I was reaching the point where my whole body was so aroused, it almost hurt. I wanted to fuck Amanda, fuck her mother, fuck Spirit. Hell, I wanted to be a fucking animal, rooting through the pussy of the world and taking what I wanted.

Mandy was moaning and writhing. She was crying out in pain, or maybe pleasure. I really didn't know or care at this point.

I could feel her asshole loosening as my cock moved inside her ass, fucking deeper and deeper with each stroke.

"Imagine you're fucking her ass because her pussy's virgin," Amanda whispered urgently, as she slid her hand under my balls. "Imagine she's your captive, a girl who will let you fuck her ass so you don't rape her pussy, so you don't take her virginity.

She's scared and unwilling, but she'll let you fuck her ass to leave the rest of her alone. And you know you can just pop her cherry anyway, any time you want to. In fact, you are planning on raping her cunt anyway."

I wasn't thinking at all any more. I was just feeling. Mandy's asshole around my cock, her hot tight ass walls, greasy and soft, around my prick.

And Amanda's filthy words, her forbidden and horrible fantasies, were masturbating my brain, probing and touching at the darkest and most intimate corners of my mind and leaving it excited and open and willing and totally aroused.

"Do you like Mandy's asshole, Bud? Do you like the feeling of fucking my daughter's little virgin shit-hole? Is she full? Is she lubricating you in her own filth, as you fuck her fourteen year old, virgin asshole?"

Mandy was beginning to jerk and sob with passion. I slid my hand down and found her pussy below my cock, dripping wet with excitement. I shoved three fingers inside of her cunt and began to finger-fuck Mandy as well.

That got Mandy really jerking and sobbing, as she had orgasm after orgasm.

"She's crying, Bud," Amanda whispered, her Southern-accented whispers becoming my muse of Fuck and forbidden desires. "She's crying like she would if you'd just forced your cock in her virgin asshole, crying in fear and pain and disgust as you enjoy her body, take her unwilling and scared body and fuck it, just for your own pleasure."

That put me over the edge, and I yelled out as I came, so hard I nearly collapsed, taking Mandy with me.

Each spasm was like a seizure, and I shouted again and again as I sprayed into Mandy's tight little ass, her shit-hole, her... 

I had to take a deep breath. My head was spinning, and I realized I hadn't been breathing. I knelt at Mandy's ass, my cock still inside of her, my hands on her sweaty hips.

Amanda moved up and kissed me, wetly and deep. I kissed at her hungrily. Yeah, I had just come, and yeah, I wanted to keep going, to fuck them both again and again.

Amanda pulled away. She smiled at me secretively, and winked.

"Don't worry, Bud. I liked it too. I love finding your perversions and helping you live them."

I looked at her and shook my head.

"I can't believe this," I said.

Mandy smiled back at me.

"You're cock is in my asshole, Mr. Carlson," she said. "You just fucked me and Mommy. It's a fact. You don't have to believe anything."

I sighed. It was weird. I didn't know whether to laugh or cry, to whoop in excitement or run in horror.

So I didn't do anything. I just knelt, my softening cock still in Mandy's tight ass and my hands gently massaging her girlish back and hips.

Finally I pulled out of Mandy. She moaned and rolled over.

"I loved that," Mandy said. "You can ass-fuck me any time you'd like."

Amanda smiled coyly.

"Maybe we should give Bud a break, then see if we can get him interested again," she said with an appraising smile.

Mandy sat up and Amanda kissed her daughter, hot and wet and open. I watched mother and daughter kissing like lovers, excited and horny, something very different than the term mother and daughter might intimate. Mandy moaned.

"I love you, Mommy," Mandy said.

"I love you too, dear," Amanda replied.



I drove home in utter shock.

Amanda and Mandy had both tried to get me to stay. They were just getting started and made it clear I could sleep with one or the other or both, or have my own room, if I preferred. Amanda pointed out it was a weekend night, and we could do anything we wanted, as late as we wanted.

I really wanted to. I would have liked nothing better.

But with my cock soft I could think again, and I realized I'd better get the hell out of there while I still could.

A dog darted out in front of my car as I pulled out from their house and I damned near hit it. I slammed on the brakes, and it looked at me with that stupid canine look, unaware that I'd just about sent it to doggie heaven or wherever dogs go when they are smashed flat by a car.

A girl ran cautiously into the street.

"Leopold! What's wrong with you? You almost got hit."

She grabbed the big dog's collar and dragged him from the street. She was maybe eleven or twelve, very slender, with just budding breasts.

I watched, my mind reeling with awful thoughts of pulling her little shorts down or sliding my hands under her loose blouse and touching her budding nubs.

She smiled and waved. My cock was hard as I managed a stupid smile and waved back.

I drove on.

Mandy was right. Whether I wanted to believe it or not, it had happened. I had screwed my student and her mother, together. I had committed multiple acts of sodomy, of statutory rape and crimes against nature. I'd broken every ethical, moral and legal standard. What I had done was criminal, immoral, and totally unethical.

It was also, undoubtedly, the most exciting night of my life.

I parked in the driveway of my house. It was leased, but nice enough and in a quiet suburban neighborhood.

I locked the car, but didn't want to go inside. I didn't want to be with myself right now. I preferred to pretend I wasn't the man who had just fucked a fourteen year old and her mother, at the same time.

And who came off as the Mother whispered the most filthy, vile, exciting things.

I started off up the sidewalk. I often go for walks in the neighborhood, and the night, though quite cool, was clear and windless.

I walked through the quiet community, enjoying the sound of dogs barking in the distance and the smell of burning wood seasoning the air. The houses were mostly lit, and large windows offered snapshots of family life: A man watching television with his wife, someone at a desk, someone using a computer.

I turned the corner, walking down an old alley. The houses here all have little alleys behind them. I just walked in the darkness, enjoying the anonymity, the feeling of being apart and unnoticed.

I glimpsed in windows, not intruding, but just recording.

I saw movement, and then naked flesh.

I stopped. The lit window was only yards from where I stood. A pretty girl in her early teens, with short blonde hair, had just pulled her shirt off over her head. She was facing the window, obviously checking herself out in the glass's reflection.

The girl turned sideways, pushing her chest out and admiring her very tiny, budding breasts. She looked so young: Teen-ager might be pushing it. The the girl turned her back to me.

She was young and athletic looking, with wide shoulders and narrow waist. I couldn't see any lower, but what I saw was great.

She would be developing into a beautiful woman.

The girl picked up a pajama top and turned toward me, showing me her little nubs once again. They couldn't quite be termed breasts yet. She had soft, slightly swollen conical nipples with a just the slightest of swell in her chest beneath. She brought her arms out and began to put the pajama top on.

Meanwhile, her tiny breasts were on display, their smallish, puffy pink nipples pointing out like markers, road signs inviting you to visit soon.

Then she had on the top. She buttoned it over her budding chest and disappeared from view.

I waited in the cold chill of the night, but the light went out and I could see nothing else.

I finally started walking down the alley once again.

I had done nothing wrong. It wasn't like I was trying to sneak a peek. Yet I felt dirty, disgusting.

And Amanda's voice was playing in my head, those delicious southern-tinted whispers.

"You watched her little tits, Bud," the voice whispered. "She didn't even know you were there, in the darkness, as she undressed. She revealed her private parts to you; her luscious, suckable, most likely pre-teen breasts. And you just stood there in the darkness, watching, as your cock, fresh from fucking us, me and my lovely little very young daughter, your cock, still damp with our cunt juices, got hard and ready."

I was hard. I felt defiled and delighted.

I sighed softly in the late fall evening, and started to walk home.

I went into the kitchen and made a stiff drink, noticing the irony of drinking Kentucky Bourbon to try to erase Amanda's Southern-accented voice from my head.

I had two good sized drinks, unable to concentrate on what was on the television, then went to bed and tried to beat off over something, anything at all but Mandy and her mother.

But they both kept sneaking into my thoughts. Mandy's youthful, perfect body. Amanda's big breasts and wonderfully hairy pussy. The two of them kissing and touching each other in a ecstasy of perverted passions. Fucking Mandy's so tight, so greasy, so forbidden little ass, fucking her bare-cocked, condomless, feeling the insides of her ass rubbing along my naked prick head.

And Amanda whispering aloud my darkest fantasies of coercion and rape. Of drugged women and taking advantage. Of under-aged pussy ripe for the taking.

And the accidental view of the very young girl, looking at her just barely budding tits in the reflection of her window.

I finally came off, hard, thinking of Mandy's smooth, eager, criminally young lithe body, and Amanda's more lush curves, and of other young girls like the one in the window and, through it all, of Amanda whispering in the darkness.



Amanda called the next day.

"I just wanted to tell you how much Mandy and I enjoyed our little conference," she told me in her soft Southern accent. "We're having a picnic tomorrow, and Mandy suggested inviting you. I thought that was a wonderful idea.

I was really tempted. I'll admit that. Maybe it was just a picnic, or maybe it would become something else altogether.

But I would never know, because I wasn't going.

"It sounds lovely," I said to Amanda. "And thank you for inviting me. But I have a lot of school papers to work on, so tomorrow's not good for me. Maybe some other time."

I sighed. I knew there would never be another time. I'd been weak, and got dragged into a very sick family situation.

It was not going to happen again.

"Oh, that's a shame, Bud," Amanda said, clucking her tongue. I thought of that tongue, reaming around the underside of my penis head, that tongue telling me the filthiest things imaginable.

I pushed those thoughts out of my mind.

"I hope we didn't do anything last night that made you uncomfortable," she drawled.

Damn it! Both she and her daughter! They both knew it was forbidden and reveled in it. They broke every moral code known to man, and had a wonderful time doing it.

But I couldn't blame them entirely. I had reveled with them and loved it. I had gloried in fucking them both, watching them together, fucking the virgin ass of Amanda's barely teen-aged daughter.

They knew I was weak.

"No," I said, making my voice firm. "I just have too much work. But thanks for the invitation."

"Sure, Bud," Amanda said. "Any time."

I heard the phone on the other end slip into the receiver.

I hung up and walked to the refrigerator, getting out a beer.

I'd gotten off the path, the right road. But it was a momentary stumble. And, basically, Mandy and her mother had done everything they could to trip me.

It was terrible, it was wrong, and it would never happen again. It was over, as of now. Mandy and her mother were a mistake, and an unfortunate footnote in my life, a wrong turn I would not make the mistake of repeating. At least, that was the plan.

But my resolve didn't last long.

Chapter 3

The doorbell rang.

It was Sunday, and I actually did have papers to grade, just as I had told Amanda. I sat at my desk in my dining room, going through them and getting prepared for the next week.

The doorbell rang again.

I went and opened the front door. Amanda was standing on the porch, with Mandy behind her. They both carried wicker hampers.

Amanda smiled up at me sweetly.

"Bud! We couldn't stand the thought of you cooped up, correcting papers all day. So, since you couldn't join us for the picnic, we thought we would bring the picnic to you."

Yes, I should have just closed the door. I should have simply said I was too busy. Or made some excuse, any excuse, to get rid of them.

But Mandy stepped our from behind her mother.

God help me, she looked wonderful. She had on shorts that showed off her long young legs and a midriff blouse that tied under her small, pert breasts. She looked young and fresh and sweet.

Amanda smiled and opened the screen door, and they were both coming in the house. I shook my head, but no words would come out. I could smell them go by, the smell of perfume and shampoo and suntan lotion.

Images of Friday night flooded my brain. The most wonderful night of my life, and I was trying to slam the door in it's face.

As I said, I'm weak.

"Oh, your house is so cute!" Amanda said. "I love the sixties feeling."

She was being polite. "Sixties feeling" pretty well describes my house: a mish-mash of mismatched furniture and concrete block and wood bookcases. It's really pathetic, in my view.

But Amanda was in the middle of the living room, setting down the hampers and getting out a tablecloth, laying it on the floor.

"I hope you haven't eaten lunch yet," she said, looking up at me.

I shook my head. Actually, I didn't even eat breakfast yet. And the wonderful smells from the baskets already had my stomach going.

"No, I haven't," I said. Mandy was sitting on the living room floor, her legs crossed.

I could see up her loose shorts, further than I really wanted to at that point.

"Would you open that, dear?" Amanda asked Mandy, handing her a bottle of wine.

Well, what would you do? I'd rudely left their house in the middle of things Friday night, then got very distant. And, instead of anger, or thinking of turning me in, (that thought had crossed my mind) they come over and lay out a picnic.

Amanda turned and smiled at me, patting the floor between her and Mandy.

"Come on, Bud," she invited. "You can take a break from work. A man has to eat."

I smiled, or at least tried to. I was trying to think of all the great excuses I had been running through my mind, all the reasons this was a horrible idea.

But Amanda and Mandy were both smiling up at me, and Mandy's upper thighs were inviting me as well. Hell, I could see pussy lip.

I sighed and sat down.

No, I didn't give up. I just decided to be polite and enjoy the picnic. But that was it.

The food was wonderful. They had brought cheeses and fruit and a wonderful Chardonnay to go with it. The chicken was grilled and delicious.

And Mandy's knee kept bumping mine gently. She and Amanda kept smiling at me. I'd like to say they looked predatory, but that wouldn't be accurate. They just looked friendly.

Very, very friendly.

Yeah, I'm making excuses. I had the best intentions in the world, but intentions really pale beside the reality of two very attractive, available women.

Well, a woman and a girl.

Mandy smiled up at me. Damn, I'd been looking at her breasts, just thinking about them naked the other night, their marvelous little nipples rolling between my lips.

Mandy arched her back and smiled right into my eyes.

"Look all you want, Mr. Carlson," she said. "You can touch, if you'd like."

"Mandy, Mr. Carlson's trying to eat," Amanda chided her, but very gently. "Why, next thing you'll be doing is offering him potato salad off your boobies."

Mandy's eyes opened wide and she reached up, unfastening her shirt.

"No, you can't do this. If this continues, I'll have to ask you to leave. This is inappropriate, and you both know it. I will not have any part of this."

Yeah, all those things went through my mind. I might have even said them, if my mouth hadn't gone so dry at the sight of Mandie's lovely little mounds as she pulled off her shirt.

Mandy reached down and took a finger full of the delicious potato salad, and put it on her equally delicious little nipple. It dripped invitingly onto Mandy's thighs.

I didn't want to. Well, I did, but I'd promised myself... 

My heart sank and my cock rose as I leaned over, taking Mandy's shoulders licking the salad from Mandy's marvelous little tit, feeling and tasting her flesh, so soft and inviting, underneath.

"Mmmmmm," Mandy said. "Is it good?"

As if in response, I moved down to lick the potato salad from her thighs as well. Mandy was sitting akimbo, and I could smell her little pussy, inches from my face.

I began to lick up her soft thighs, finding that so soft inner thigh flesh that meant I was nearly at her pussy. Mandy moaned.

"I think Mr. Carlson wants more than just potato salad," Mandy said as I moved up as far as her shorts would let me.

Amanda laughed.

"I told you if we came over with lunch, he'd be hungry," Amanda said. "In fact, he seems ravenous."

I felt her slide her hands up over my thighs, and slide up over my hard cock.

"Oooh," Amanda said softly, "he is hungry."

I was trying to pull Mandy's shorts aside, and she moved back, hooking her fingers under their waistband and rolling onto her back. She pulled them off and threw them on the couch.

Mandy's ass and pussy were right there, and her long legs. She still had on ankle socks and white tennis shoes, which reinforced both her youthfulness and her nakedness. I crawled toward her, sliding my hand over her hot, and already damp, pussy.

"My God, Mommy!" Mandy said. "He's starving! Poor Mr. Carlson!"

Mandy giggled as I put my mouth over her cunt. I opened my mouth as large as I could, sucking as much of her full, moist, fragrant pussy into my mouth as I could.

Mandy's giggles dropped an octave, and became a deep, sexual chuckle.

"Oh, shit, that feels so good, Mr. Carlson," she said.

I slid my tongue deep in her teen-aged slit. She tasted so fresh, so young and so wonderful. I licked along her crevice, finding her cunt (I'd fucked that little cunt, I realized with a rush of arousal) and then moving up over her salty urethra and finding her clit, already stiff with excitement.

I could hear the sounds of Amanda cleaning up the picnic. I turned, and smiled.

"Aren't you going to join us?" I asked.

She smiled, almost sadly, and shook her head.

"No, you two go right ahead. I'll get this out of the way."

There was something wrong and I knew it. I almost just ignored it and went back to Mandy, but, well, something wasn't right.

"You can clean that up later," I said. "Heck, we can help."

Amanda shook her head, avoiding my eyes.

"No, that's okay. You know I don't mind you being with my daughter."

Mandy sat up and looked at me.

"Mom thinks you hate her," Mandy said.

Amanda blushed and shook her head.

"I didn't say that," she said. "I just think I got in the way Friday. You two should have some time together."

I suddenly realized Amanda thought she did something that made me want to leave Friday. She blamed herself.

"How did you get in the way?" I asked. Actually, her being a part of everything had been one of the wonderful parts of that night.

"Well, you were trying to concentrate on Mandy and I was talking and just getting in the way."

"You weren't in the way at all," I protested. "And I loved the things you were whispering."

"See, Mom?" Mandy said. "I told you it turned him on."

"Then why did he leave right after?" Amanda asked Mandy. That made perfect sense. "I'm afraid I scared him off."

She had scared me, but not for the reason she thought. I moved over toward Amanda, pulling her down to the rug. Her deep blue eyes were filled with uncertainty.

"You mean because you brought up all those things?" I asked. I remembered them, mixed in as a sexual haze, dark things that just spurred me on.

Amanda nodded.

"I didn't mean to disgust you," she said softly.

I put my arms on her shoulders gently and looked at her.

"You didn't scare me," I told her. "My reaction did. It was so forbidden, yet so arousing. I dreamed about your whispers last night, and came off in my sleep."

Amanda smiled.

"Really?" she asked.

I nodded. Yeah, I really had. My first wet dream since I was in my teens.

"Yeah, I did," I said, a little embarrassed. "The three of us were fucking and you were talking and the things you were saying were all happening at the same time too. Then I had this great come and woke up."

"Mom's embarrassed, because she has such a filthy mouth and mind," Mandy said.

"I like your filthy mouth," I told her and kissed her on it. She pulled me to her and opened her mouth, sliding her hot tongue against mine.

Yeah, I know. What ever happened to my good intentions? Well, Mandy and Mom happened.

I slid my hand over her full, sexy breasts. Damn, the difference got me every time. Amanda was the grown up version, and Mandy was the kiddie ride. And when I thought that, I almost came off again, right in my fucking pants.

Mandy slid in and kissed too, and Amanda turned toward her. Now all of our mouths were together, all three of our tongues playing with each other. Kissing mother and daughter, and them kissing me and kissing each other at the same time, was so fucking sexy.

I slid my arms around them, pulling the three of us closer. I jerked as one of them touched my cock through my pants. I looked down to see Mandy's small hands working at my belt.

I looked back up to see Mandy and Amanda kissing each other, so passionately. Both were making little moans as they made out like teenagers.

Well, one really was a teenager.

My cock was in control again. All the things my mind was trying to interject: 'It's wrong, it's unethical, it's immoral, it's illegal, it's incest, ' just went through a testosterone filter and came out the other side.

And my sexual side was saying: 'It's wrong, it's unethical, it's immoral, it's illegal, it's incest. Isn't that great? You're gonna be really wicked, and it'll be fun!'

I moved back into the kiss, sliding my hands down to both their crotches and cupping them, moist through their shorts. Mandy had my pants unfastened and she slid under my underwear, finding my cock and rubbing her thumb over the wet tip.

Amanda was moaning as I rubbed her hot pussy through the very thin fabric of her shorts. Mandy's shorts had been heavy cotton, but Amanda's were a thin, slick material, that just slid eagerly up into her cunt folds. She was moaning and getting her shorts wet with her arousal, and that aroused me even more.

"Fuck Mommy while I watch," Mandy said. "I like to watch my mommy getting fucked."

God damn.

"I love it when you call her Mommy," I said, turning and pushing my fingers deep inside Amanda's wide spread twat, pushing her short up inside her wet cunt hole. Amanda moaned.

"Oh, yeah, fuck her Mommy," Amanda said. "Mommy loves getting fucked. I love watching Mommy get fucked."

Shit. I just can't tell you how sexy that was! Amanda was getting really wet and that was sexy too. I kissed Amanda, full and wet and moaned as Mandy took my cock in her mouth, sliding those full little-girl lips deep onto my shaft.

I was finger-fucking Amanda through her shorts while her daughter sucked my cock. Damn, it was wonderful.

I slid my other hand under Amanda's blouse, feeling her full, soft tits while I kissed her and finger fucked her through her shorts.

Then I lay Amanda back and pulled down her shorts. The smell of her hot cunt was wonderful, and I went down into her hairy twat and sucked at her eagerly, licking her wet slit, sucking at and swallowing her pussy juices.

The only thing I can call it is fuck-mad. Just insane sexual need and want, without regard for anything else. I moved toward her, and Mandy slid off my cock and moved up to kiss me, my harsh cock taste in her mouth. I pulled her to me, pushing my hand down her shorts and into her slick, wet, little girl slit.

She moaned and kissed harder.

"Fuck us both," Amanda said. "Come here, hon," she said to Mandy.

Mandy lay on top of her mother and they kissed while Amanda helped Mandy undress. I pulled down her shorts, exposing her hot little ass and pussy.

Mandy and Amanda's pussies were stacked, one atop the other, and both writhed as mother and daughter kissed and felt each other up. I put my cock to Mandy's slit cunt and slid inside of her, hot wet and tight. Then I pulled out, sliding into Amanda's even hotter and wetter cunt, looser and sexy because the the difference.

I fucked them both, a few strokes in one, a few in the other, marveling at the fact I was fucking two women, and a mother and daughter at that, at the same time.

I spread Mandy's ass cheeks and dove down on her little asshole, sucking and licking and driving my tongue inside of her. Mandy moaned and writhed, which turned me on more. I didn't care what I was doing, I wanted to and that was all the excuse I needed. I've never reamed an ass, except Amanda's, but I reamed the hell out of Mandy's ass, tongue fucking her with abandon.

Then I put my cock back in Mandy, fucking her tight, writhing pussy, then back in Amanda.

Yeah, no safe sex, and yeah, that turned me on too. I was so aroused it was like surfing, just riding the arousal, knowing the wave would end, but never wanting it to.

"Fuck Mommy," Mandy was saying. "Fuck me, then fuck Mommy." She sounded far away, like she was in the same wonderful place I was, just riding the pleasure.

I was almost crying in passion, just so filled with fucking passion I was moaning and tearing up. I finally drove deep into little Mandy's pussy and fucked her, several long deep drives, and came off, hard, again and again.

"SHIT!" I yelled.

"NO, Mandy said softly. "Wrong hole."

It was the perfect thing to say, because the laughter it caused helped bleed off all the pressure I'd built up. In fact, we all laughed like insane people, at the crazy little comment, just letting the energy we'd created dissipate.

I laid down with Mandy and Amanda and we just touched and kissed and groped for a while. Amanda moaned.

"You're come is dripping out of Mandy and onto my pussy," she said. "That's so sexy."

What the hell. I rubbed my come on and into both of their pussies, as we kissed and fondled, all hot and sweaty and happy.



Amanda looked over at me.

"You're not going to try to run away again, are you?" she asked.

I smiled at her from the refrigerator, where I was putting away the leftovers from lunch.

"We're at my place," I pointed out. "If I ran away, I'd be homeless."

Amanda chuckled.

"Thank you, Bud," she said. "I mean it. Mandy really likes you and I do too."

I nodded. Yeah, the situation was strange: No argument about that here.

But it was also comfortable, and for some strange reason, felt right.

"The family who plays together stays together," Amanda said with a smile.

"I don't think that's exactly what they had in mind," I said with a smile.

"Well," Amanda said with a leer, "if you can't keep it in your pants, keep it in the family."

I moved over and kissed her.

"I like keeping it in your family," I told her. She moaned and kissed back.

Mandy came out of my bedroom, a towel wrapped around her.

"I'm done with the shower," she said. "Who's next?"

Yeah, I thought of a shower threesome too. You did think about that, didn't you? No, my shower stall is big enough for one. Two is uncomfortable. So we were taking turns.

"Go ahead," I told Amanda. She kissed me lightly and went down the hall.

"Mom had fun, I think," Mandy said. "Thanks for taking the time to talk to her. She was really upset the night you just left."

I nodded.

"I was confused," I told Mandy. "Once my brain kicked it, I started having all kinds of doubts."

Mandy nodded, her blue eyes looking gravely at me.

"Apparently, that's common for outsiders," she said.

That was the second time I'd heard that term.

"Outsiders?" I asked.

She nodded.

"People who aren't from around here," she said. "Hillsborough isn't like that."

"Like what?" I asked.

"Biased," she answered. "We don't judge people because of their preferences or desires."

Wow. I just stared at Mandy.

I'd never thought of being against incest or under-aged sex as being a bias before.

"Hillsborough isn't like that, then?" I asked.

Mandy shook her head.

"Nope. Never has been. You should talk to Mom. She knows all about it."

I nodded. I'd have to do that.

Mandy grinned and opened her towel, posing for me with her little naked body.

"We don't have problems with guys liking to fuck us little girls," she said, then winked sexily.

"Most of us little girls love it," Mandy added.

I shook my head, bemused. It was like... 

"Is this the Twilight Zone?" I asked, looking around me.

Mandy giggled in delight.

"Yeah, it's kind of like that," she said. "Mom lived on both sides, cause her parents divorced. Her dad lived in Connecticut, and she spent summers there. I guess it was a real shock."

I nodded understandingly.

"I can imagine," I told Mandy.

"She hated it, but she also found it fascinating. When she went to college, she studied sociology and psychology, trying to better understand it."

"That makes sense," I said. "I sure don't pretend to understand this."

Mandy nodded.

"Yeah, outsiders either love it or hate it. Mostly they just run screaming, like you did Friday."

I had to laugh at myself. Yeah, that's basically what I did: Ran screaming and tried to hide from it.

I looked at Mandy's body, still displayed for me. She smiled and let the towel slip to the floor. She is a beautiful girl, slender and girlish, yet budding into a lovely woman.

I sighed.

"I can't believe I was lucky enough to fuck you," I said. Mandy smiled at the compliment.

"If you come stay with us tonight, I'm sure you'll get another chance," she said.

I almost jumped at the offer, then realized it was Sunday. Tomorrow I had to be at school.

"I can't," I said wistfully. "School night."

Amanda came out of my bedroom, wearing nothing but a smile.

"Your turn, Bud," she said.

I smiled at them both and went in to shower.

When I came out, they were both dressed. My cock jumped.

They had on matching dresses, light summer frocks, with matching shoes and even matching makeup.

Their height was the same, and only their bodies and hair color was different.

"Damn, you two look great," I said.

Both smiled and curtsied in unison. I just had to shake my head. How did I get so lucky?

Amanda stepped over to adjust my collar.

"Sorry, Bud," she said. "You know how mothers are."

"Sexy?" I asked and she just smiled.

"I was talking with Mandy. Why don't you just gather the clothes you need for tomorrow and come home with us? We'd love the company."

I sighed, trying to think. I'd worry the school might find out. I thought of the papers I was correcting, but they weren't due back until Friday.

Besides, I wanted to hear more about Hillsborough and "outsiders."

"Sure," I said to Amanda. "That sounds great."

I followed Amanda in my car. Mandy was on the seat beside me. Very close beside me.

"Shouldn't you have your seat-belt on?" I asked. Mandy looked down and fastened the middle lap strap across herself.

"Better?" she asked.

"What if someone sees you sitting like that, right against me?" I asked. "You look like my girlfriend, not my student."

Mandy smiled up at me, looking very mature and very hot.

"I'll tell them you're fucking me," she said. "Then they'll just be jealous."

Somehow I didn't think "Mizz Rohrer" would be jealous or at all understanding.

But, against my better impulses, I put an arm around Mandy. She snuggled up against me, warm and soft. Hell, it felt great.

We followed Amanda to their house.

Yeah, this was crazy. But it was wonderful. Yeah, that makes me a pervert in a lot of people's eyes, but at least I was a happy pervert.

Mandy and I started towards the house. Mandy ran ahead, her skirt clinging to her lithe body, showing every outline of her girlish womanhood. It's hard to describe that wonderful mingling of girl and woman, child and adult that Mandy personified.

I followed her into the house, and she was already disappearing down the hall to her room.

I walked into the kitchen and found Amanda talking with an attractive Oriental woman.

"Oh, Bud!" she said. "I want you to meet my sister-in-law, Cheryl."

I smiled and we shook hands.

Cheryl was small and compact. She couldn't have weighed more than a ninty pounds soaking wet, and had the youthful, slender body Oriental women often do.

Cheryl smiled at me with her big brown eyes and small but full lips.

"Hi, Bud," she said without a trace of accent, accept California. "Nice to meet you. I understand you're one of Mandy's teachers?"

I nodded.

"She's in my History class," I told her.

"I hope she's doing well," Cheryl told me. "I think she should go to college."

I smiled.

"She has the grades for it," I said.

A big man, perhaps forty, came in from the back yard. At six two and an easy two-fifty, he was massive. His muscled arms and legs showed it was not all fat, though he did have a bit of a paunch. His blonde hair and beard, and his deep blue eyes, made it obvious this was Amanda's brother.

"Leo, this is Bud Carlson, Amanda's teacher," Cheryl said.

I was confused for just a second until I realized she was referring to Mandy. Amanda was undoubtedly her full name, just like her mother.

Leo and I shook hands and made the usual polite comments. Amanda looked over and laughed.

"Poor Bud's going to get really confused," she said. "My siblings and family all call me Mandy, and call my daughter Amanda, to keep us apart. Now Bud's used to me being Amanda and my daughter being Mandy. He'll never know who you're talking about."

I smiled.

"My grandfather was called Bud too," I told her. "That's where I got the nickname. My real name is Richard, which was my father's name as well."

Mandy chuckled as she came in the kitchen. Leo looked her over, impressed.

"My god, that girl is getting big. Damn, look at those tits!"

Mandy smiled and blushed, and Amanda laughed.

"She's gonna have a rack, just like her mom," Cynthia said.

No one seemed bothered by the sexual joking. In my family such things were just ignored, but different families have different rules.

Two kids came in the back door. One was a pretty girl, with rather Oriental features, like her mothers. She was maybe thirteen, a little bigger and more robust than her mother, though still compact. Her breasts were much smaller than her mother's, however, barely nubs, and her thighs a bit more rounded.

The boy was older, maybe sixteen, and good looking. He had Eurasian features, dominated by bright blue eyes. He was taller, maybe five-ten, and muscular.

"Robert, Angel, this is Bud Carlson, one of Mandy's teachers," Leo said.

They both smiled and were polite.

"Nice to meet you," they both said.

I smiled back. They were a great looking little family.

"Well, are you staying?" Amanda asked her brother.

"If you don't mind, we probably will," Leo told her, shooting a glance in my direction.

"Oh, don't mind Bud," Amanda said. "If we wanted to be alone, we'd have gotten a hotel."

I tried to keep my smile, but winced at her comment. I really didn't want her brother and sister in law to know we were intimate.

"Don't worry about him," Cheryl said, looking right at me. "I'm sure I can keep him entertained."

Something in her voice hit me right in the groin. I know when a woman is coming onto me.

But her husband laughed.

"You'd better run now, boy," he said to me, affecting a deep southern accent. "Once Cheryl gets her mind made up, she's relentless."

Everyone laughed at this, though I didn't quite get the joke.

"How's your Iguana doing?" Robert asked Mandy.

"It's great," she said. "You want to see?"

He nodded and they both headed down the hallway.

Leo watched Mandy leave.

"She has a great ass," he said, shaking his head fondly.

"Too late," Amanda told him. "Bud already got there first."

I blushed. But I was also extremely angry. What in God's name did Amanda think she was doing? I could go to prison.

Cheryl chuckled at my discomfort.

"Don't worry, Bud. I told Leo she'd find someone smaller than him to start with."

She grinned at me and added conspiratorially:

"My husband's hung like a horse."

Angel just giggled and nodded. I just stared at them. A little sexual joking is one thing, but this was just going too far.

Amanda saw my face and walked over, putting her arm around me.

"Don't worry, Bud," she said. "I'm sure these two would like a normal man that doesn't rip them open for a change."

Both Angel and her mother smiled and nodded.

I felt the world slip out from under me again. Oh, my God, this couldn't be happening.

But my cock was hard, and mightily hoping that it really was happening.

"Where are you from, Bud?" Cheryl asked. "I take it you're not local?"

I shook my head.

"Minnesota," I told her.

"Well, you're going to have fun here," Cheryl said, looking at me with frank invitation.

"Mom, not fair," Angel said. "Maybe he prefers them young and ripe instead of old and withered."

Cheryl snapped out with her hand, lightly hitting Angel on her tiny breast.

"Ow!" Angel yelled. "Breast cancer! Child abuse!" Her 'complaints' sounded quite false, and Cheryl just smiled and looked at her.

"Call me old and withered again, and I'll show you child abuse," she said.

Angel looked up at me, her big brown eyes sad.

"See how they treat me?" she asked. Then she walked around the table, putting her arms around my neck and slipping her very young body tight up against me.

"Would you take me away with you, Mister? My family is really, really mean."

I could see both Leo and Cheryl smiling at this act. I could smell Angel in my arms, and her tiny breast bumps were pressing against my chest.

I looked down at her, and she looked up at me and licked her lips.

What I did next was crazy, especially with her parents watching, but it also seemed like the right thing to do.

I kissed her.

Angel opened her mouth and met my tongue with hers. She was a tight little kisser, very hard but direct, and her body flattened even harder against mine.

I heard Angel's mother laugh.

"Well, looks like young and slutty wins out every time."

"Old and slutty comes in a close second," Leo said with a laugh.

"Oh, Leo," Cheryl said, her voice hollow with sarcasm, "you say the nicest things."

My hands on Angel's back could feel she wore no bra, and the fact she was sliding her belly up against my cock was a good sign.

I glanced up to see Leo kissing Amanda, wet and deep, and feeling up her breasts.

Cheryl was up and heading toward me.

"Sorry, Angel," she said with a smile. "Mommy outranks you."

She stepped right into me, kissing me very hotly. Damn! I didn't even hesitate, but kissed her and started my hands exploring

her, her small, soft braless breasts and her tight tiny ass. She was so little, and her body felt so young. She moaned as I slid a hand down between her legs.

Angel moved up against me, taking my other hand off her mother and putting it to her own breast. I began to feel her tiny little conical tittie, my brain racing, and yet not really working at all.

It felt great.

"Hey, wait a minute," Mandy cried. "You started without us!"

She and Robert were standing at the door to the kitchen.

"You said you were going to go back and look at the Iguana," Amanda said, obviously a little confused.

"We really did, Mom," Mandy said, her hands on her hips. "We didn't mean we were going to have sex!"

Angel laughed.

"We thought you guys went to fuck, so we were catching up."

Mandy looked over at me, Cheryl in my arms and my hand still on her cousin's tiny breast. She grinned.

"Well, Mr. Carlson looks pretty happy," Mandy said. Then she turned and kissed Robert, very sexily.

"Well, ya wanna fuck, cousin?" she asked.

Yeah, I know. You don't believe it. I didn't either. That simply doesn't happen in real life.

But this was not real life, I was rapidly finding out. This was Hillsborough.

And this was really happening!

I pulled Angel to me and kissed her again. I slid my hand over her tight little ass, cupping and groping her outrageously.

Then I kissed her mother, equally passionately. I felt Cheryl slide her hand over my cock, cupping it and rubbing along it.

She pulled away from me, turning to Amanda. Oh, God, Amanda's big breasts were uncovered already, and Leo had both hands full of them as he kissed her.

"I thought you said he was small," Cheryl said, feeling my cock.

Amanda turned to her.

"No, I said he was normal," she said. Not "like Jackass, here."

Leo chuckled as he kissed on Amanda's neck.

"You like Jackass," he said. "Jackass wants inside your tight pussy."

Amanda moaned and smiled and turned back to Leo, kissing him again.

Cherly smiled up at me.

"My husband is excessively proud of his penis," she told me. "But I always say, it's not the big cock, it's the little prick at the controls."

I laughed and began to unbutton her shirt. She smiled and began to unfasten my pants.

Angel threw her arms out in disgust.

"I got him all hot, then Mom takes him away," she complained.

Mandy reached out for Angel.

"Poor baby," Mandy said. "Come here. I'll make you feel better."

Angel went over to Mandy and they both kissed. I stared at these two teenagers, now making out like bandits, and touching each other, groping really, as they kissed.

"They really are sexy, aren't they?" Cheryl said softly. I slid my hand under her open shirt and cupped her small breast, soft and not very full. I don't know why, but it really turned me on to feel her somewhat deflated breast.

I pulled Cheryl to me and kissed her, very hard and very deep. She moaned and responded, grinding her belly against my cock head.

I heard a tearing sound and Amanda moaned.

"Your husband tore my clothes again," Amanda said, in that husky tone that signaled she was very aroused.

I kissed Cheryl even harder, sliding my hand down the the waistband of her slacks. She reached down, unzipping them down the side, and I pushed under.

I got panty, and slid under those as well. Her pussy was sparsely haired and she spread her legs as I dove my hand right down into her slit

Cheryl was slick and greasy feeling, and I moaned as I slipped right up into her cunt.

"Oh, yes," she moaned, grabbing the head of my cock with her hand and rubbing at it hard and wet.

Damn. You'd think I'd be at least a little tired from after lunch, but I wasn't, at all.

In fact seeing Amanda, who now had a big, thick cock in her cunt (Yeah, Leo really is hung like a horse!) and Mandy, half naked, and Angel pulling down her own pants to expose her round, little girl ass, was so sexy. I'd never been part of a group scene before. Well, you knew that, but seeing one just exploding around you, free for all fucking, was just unbelievable.

I was finger fucking Cheryl, getting to know her cunt, and still rubbing her soft, almost floppy breasts. Floppy is sexy! Hell, all breasts are sexy!

Yeah, I was starting to go crazy on a testosterone load. I slipped a finger back, looking for and finding asshole, and sliding inside. Cheryl as so hot and greasy and tight, and she moaned in pleasure as I pushed deep up inside of her ass.

I'd never found a man's ass sexy, but watching Leo's big, muscled ass, tightening with each thrust into Amanda's cunt, was really a turn on. Amanda, her face tight and twisted with passion, was really a turn on.

Fucking Cheryl's ass while watching Angel, naked now, getting pushed against the sideboard and her own brother drive his cock deep into her little, dark-haired pussy was sexy.

"Am I dirty?" Cheryl moaned. "Is my ass dirty?"

She wasn't asking like it bothered her. She was more asking like it excited her.

"Yeah," I said, telling her the truth. "I can feel a little something up inside."

I was right. Cheryl moaned and ground up against me, groaning and pushing against my hand in both her pussy and ass.

"Oh, yes," she said. "Oh, Bud, yes."

No, I wasn't disgusted. Maybe I should have been, but that would have started the long slide down to where I would be running from the house, screaming, at all the disgusting, awful things.

But I was learning something about myself. And I just reveled in it, reveled in Cheryl's excitement by it, reveled in the fact I was in a roomful of fucking family.

I pullled out my fingers and sat Cheryl in a chair. I spread her legs, putting them up over my shoulders and putting my cock to her strange cunt. The first time I saw Cheryl's pussy, my cock was against it, very light against her honey-hued skin and sparse black cunt hair. I found her opening and pushed up inside. Cheryl's eyes were closed and her small soft breasts were now exposed by her open shirt.

Damn, it was so sexy, fucking a virtual stranger, for no other reason than I wanted to.

I drove deep inside her full pussy. She was ample, but not loose. I'd never felt a cunt like this and, like her breasts, the difference was very sexy. I fucked her deeply and she began to moan.

"Hard and deep," she gasped. "Hard and deep."

I did, very hard and as deep as I could go. I glanced over and saw young Robert fucking Mandy, who was on her hands and knees, looking up at me.

She winked and I smiled back.

Angel was walking toward me.

She was soft and small, her very small breasts just small lumps, with big, puffy, conical nipples. She had some baby fat, which just accentuated her youth. Her pussy was lightly furred, just barely haired at all.

Like this, she looked about eleven.

She knelt beside me, spreading her legs and kissing me.

I didn't need a second invitation. I kept fucking her mother as I kissed Angel and slid my fingers down into her little pussy.

It was small and warm and damp and tight. It was very young, very sexy pussy, and I felt her and kissed her as I drove into her mother, trying to go deeper with each stroke.

Cheryl cried out and came, her soft pussy tightening on me, so differently than I had ever felt before. She didn't get wetter, but she did shiver inside, a wonderful trembling that got stronger and weaker on my cock, as her spasms of orgasm hit.

Then Cheryl pushed me away.

"Okay, I got mine," she said, smiling. "Fuck my little girl."

Just her words were the most potent aphrodisiac imaginable. "Fuck my little girl." Just like that.

Angel took my cock, still greasy from her mother's cunt, and began to touch it. I laid her back on the floor and she spread her legs, lifting her ass for me and offering her cunt, slick and pudgy, it's full outer lips meeting in the middle, hiding the rest of her. Just an obscene little girl slit.

I put my cock to her young opening and slid inside of her.

She was even tighter than Mandy, a very hot, very tight fit. I fucked at her, not knowing or caring who she'd fucked before or if she was experienced at all.

She didn't fuck like a virgin, however, or even as a teenager. She was a hot, tight, wild little ride. I hung on and kept fucking, taking one of her tiny, firm little titties in my mouth and sucking at it.

She was groaning, a very deep, harsh groan, and then she got wet, very wet, and began to come.

"Oh, shit, oh shit, oh shit..." she repeated over and over again, in a very little girl voice. Her eyes were closed and squeazing out tears as she just got wetter and wetter and wetter.

I was fucking her little pussy for all I was worth, just unbelievably turned on.

Then I felt myself coming and I pushed deep inside her sopping little cunt, crying out as I ejaculated deep into her little pussy.

"FUCK!" I yelled.

Angel was still groaning and having small orgasms. I couldn't believe how easily she'd had them, but maybe the group scene was exciting for her as well.

I looked down at the young girl my cock was still buried deep inside. She looked much younger than Mandy but, of course, it's hard to say.

"Bud, shame on you!" Amanda said, chuckling. Leo still fucking her as she spoke. "First my fourteen year old daughter, and now a twelve year old. Pretty soon, you're going to have to start teaching kindergarten."

Everyone laughed, including me.

"You're really twelve?" I asked, as I was sliding my pants back on.

Angel nodded. "I turned twelve last month," she said.

I could see my come dripping from her pussy, like a badge of accomplishment. Or maybe Prosecution Exhibit A.

I cut that thought off. Hell, there was enough evidence to give me life imprisonment now. I'd figured I'd might as well just keep piling up offenses, so I would actually do less time for each offense!

I smiled at that, and then thought, when we got caught, Leo and I could share a cell.

And I imagined ass-fucking him.

Yeah, I'm straight. And I've never actually thought much about guys. But the thought of fucking Leo's blonde, muscular ass was, for just a fleeting moment, kind of sexy.

I shook my head and smiled.

"God, Bud," I thought. "You'll fuck anything."



Dinner was almost ready. The whole seen was very traditional. Leo and I and Robert sat in the living room. Angel had brought us each a bourbon and water, and we enjoyed a cigarette together while Amanda, Cheryl, Mandy and Angel made dinner.

"Wow, it's the fifties!" I said.

Leo laughed.

"Yeah, only the fifties here were a lot hotter than everywhere else," he chuckled.

"What's up with that, anyway?" I asked.

Leo looked at me and shrugged.

"I'm surprised Amanda hasn't told you," he said. "She's kind of the resident expert."

"We just met recently," I explained.

"Well, at least you jumped right in," Leo said with a smile, "That's is more than I can say for a lot of people."

He took a drag from his cigarette, and let the smoke out thoughtfully.

"Hillsborough used to be the wintering over area for several carnivals in the Deep South," Leo said. "The old ones, with the freak shows and the rides and the fortune tellers. Real carnivals."

He sipped from his bourbon and looked over at me.

"Carnival folk are different in the first place. Not all of them, but especially Deep Hills Carnivals. The Hill Family owned several, and they went all over the country, but mainly the South. That was where there were most welcome."

I nodded.

"So carnival folk accept incest, young kids... ?"

Leo smiled.

"Some do," he said. "A lot of Carnival folk are just like everyone else, and would take real offense at that. But the Hill Family was different. They fully accepted that a boy or girl could have sex when they were ready, and that families could make do with each other, as well as outsiders."

"So this one family was the basis of the whole thing?" I asked.

"It's not really a family," Leo said thoughtfully, stroking his short blonde beard. "I shouldn't have called it that. It's more like a clan. A bunch of families, related by marriage and blood and by a shared lifestyle."

I nodded. The simple way he framed it, it made sense.

"So they settled Hillsborough?" I asked.

"Yeah. A lot of locals considered them just poor white Carnival trash, which means they left them alone. And they told their kids horrible stories about the folks in Hillsborough."

He looked up at me and grinned.

"So, of course, all the kids were fascinated with us. As soon as they were old enough, this was the place to visit."

I nodded. I remembered the thrill of going places my parents had sternly warned me about. It just made that place far more alluring.

"Are there still Carnivals in the Hill clan?" I asked.

"One," Leo said with a soft smile. "I did my time as a kid, going along as a roustabout and ride operator.

It's old, and small, and ramshackle and just wonderful. It's not your modern Carnival and it runs the deep back roads, up through the Appalachia, and down through the deepest parts of the South. It was the best summer of my life."

"It sounds great," I said.

"It's our heritage," Leo said. "It's what made us what we are, and we're just keeping the one carnival going until the world moves on again, and there's again a demand for freak shows, and girls who can fire an egg out of their pussy and into a crowd."

I smiled. I don't know if that time will ever come around again. I mean, I know the "freaks" were, in many cases, well paid and able to make a living in the Carnivals, while polite society just ignored them and pretended they weren't there. And I have always loved Carnivals, especially since I read The Autumn Country, by Ray Bradbury, when I was thirteen.

"Moved on," I said, quoting Leo. "You read Stephen King."

"And everything else I can get my hands on," he admitted. "But the Gunslinger series is my favorite."

Leo smiled softly, his blue eyes glowing.

"Now there was a world that needs a carnival," he said softly.

That was the beginning of my new life.



Dinner was delicious. Pork chops with real southern gravy and mashed potatoes. A big bowl of summer squash and even fresh baked corn bread.

Amanda smiled over at me.

"I'm afraid it's not California cuisine, Bud," she said, passing the corn bread, dripping with butter.

"It's delicious," I managed to say around a mouthful of wonderful, real mashed potatoes.

"I hated being with my aunt and uncle in Cleveland," Robert said. "They called every food I like a heart attack waiting to happen."

"You damned near gave Max a heart attack," Leo said with a chuckle. He turned to me proudly. "They caught him in bed with two girls."

Robert laughed.

"Yeah, Uncle Max was really red," Robert said. "I'm surprised he didn't just keel over."

I'm writing this because I want to try to show you how, for them, sex was just another part of life. It was funny, it was great, it was sometimes sad. But it was talked about, and done, with no shame or discomfort or embarrassment.

It seemed an accepted and important facet of life, like everything else that was a part of living.

It just was.

We had pecan pie for dessert.

"When I retire, I think I want to head South," I told Amanda. "That was delicious."

Amanda nodded.

"Real food is all it is," she said. "Food you enjoy eating, instead of eat to survive on."

I nodded back. She seemed to have that right.

"Nap time?" Mandy asked.

Leo laughed.

"Yeah," he said. "We can all just unfasten our pants and set around and groan for a while."

The guys did all the clean up, and the three of us washed the dishes and pans. It just seemed to be the way it was done.

When we finished, we joined the women in the living room.

"Sorry to rope you into dishes," Amanda said.

"Hey, I helped dirty them," I said with a smile. Mandy caught my eye and patted the sofa beside her and Angel moved to the side, so there was a space between them.

A nice, tight space.

I sat down, sliding between the two girls. I put my arms around both of them, and they both leaned against me.

The wonderful smell of young girl and recent sex was everywhere. I sighed in contentment.

"Angel and I want to borrow you later," Mandy said.

Leo looked over and grinned.

"They just want you for your cock, Bud," he said. "It's rough, but you'll learn to live with it."

Mandy shook her head.

"No, I don't," she objected. "He has great fingers and a really hot mouth too."

I laughed.

"Wonderful," I said. "I'm also educated and a nice guy."

Angel looked up at me, a dark little grin on her face.

"You know what they say, Mr. Carlson," she said innocently. "You don't fuck the brains."

That took me by surprise, but the whole family laughed. I joined them.

Angel snuggled up against me and began running her fingers gently over my stomach and thighs, flirting with my sleeping cock through my pants.

"They're both insatiable," Amanda said. "You might have been better off running away like you tried to."

"You can't blame the poor guy," Cheryl said. "I remember how shocked I was when I first met this group. I was nineteen, and thought you were all perverts."

"We are all perverts, dear," Amanda said primly.

Cheryl smiled.

"Yes, but I'm used to it now. That first school dance, I thought I'd die."

Leo laughed.

"I took Cheryl to a high school dance," he told me. "It basically turned into an orgy, and she was just like, "Oh, my. That's interesting. Should we leave now?"

"I haven't been to a school dance yet," I told them.

"If you like feeling up teenage girls, or boys for that matter, you'll love it," Leo said. "Middle-School is a little less wild, but a whole lot of groping's going on."

"Teachers too?" I asked Amanda.

Mandy patted my lap, very close to my hardening cock.

"Don't worry, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Teachers get to play too."

I had to ask. The question had been nagging in the back of my mind.

"What do the authorities have to say about this?" I asked.

Amanda shrugged.

"It's Hillsborough," she said. "That's the way it's always been."

I shook my head, both in disbelief and astonishment. It was like I had walked out of the real world. I remembered Mandy's words to me that first night.

"Welcome to Paradise," she had said.

Mandy wasn't far off the mark.

Amanda and Cheryl made drinks for all, including the kids. I just sat in my little nest, feathered with two very young and friendly teen bodies, and smiled.

Angel was sliding her fingers gently over my hard cock. I looked down at her, and she smiled up at me. I slid my hand over one of her tiny little almost pre-pubescent breasts, and Angel smiled even more, half closing her eyes.

"Mr. Carlson seems to like our ways," Robert said, affecting a deep south accent. "He cain't keep his hands off our young- uns."

Leo chuckled.

"He's faster than most."

Cheryl chuckled.

"It took over a year before I just learned to relax and enjoy it," she told me.

"Now she really enjoys it," Leo chuckled. "I take it you prefer them young?"

I shook my head, but Amanda was the one who answered him.

"No, Bud is an equal opportunity fucker. He's given me some wonderful times."

I smiled at Amanda. It is so odd, but her mix of almost genteel southern hospitality and graces, mixed with her earthy, almost obscene side, had made me very fond of her.

"Well, Cheryl certainly won't mind if you want to enjoy yourself, and Angel's already made herself at home," Leo smiled. "And, if you go both ways, so do Robert and I."

Robert nodded at me. I guess I looked uncomfortable. I was uncomfortable, doubly so since the thought of sex with Leo had already crossed my mind.

"Don't worry," Amanda laughed. "They won't attack you. It's recognized that not all men are Bi."

I nodded. Then I realized that every woman in the room had been involved with another woman already. I had to ask.

"What about women?" I asked.

Everybody laughed.

"It's societal," Amanda said. "A woman having sex with a woman is okay, because guys want to watch. A man having sex with another man is awful, because it threatens their masculinity. Not all women are Bi, Bud. But a lot of them are.

Then again, among the Hill Folk, a lot of men are Bi, since there's no shame in it."

"Hill Folk," I repeated. "You mean, like hillbillies?"

Amanda shook her head with a smile.

"No, though it blends in nicely. Hill Folk are what the Hill Clan is called. I have to tell you about that someday."

"Leo told me some," I said.

"I told him about the carnivals," Leo said.

Amanda nodded.

"It's a fascinating history," she said. "Hills have been in America for centuries, and the culture they brought from Europe has been kept alive as well. It's kind of like Irish Travelers, or Gypsies or even Jews: any subculture with different mores and traditions are seen as weird or even evil."

I nodded. The way she put it made it sound so, well, normal. It was just cultural variations, nothing more.

"Well," I said, "I'm sure getting an education this year."

Cheryl smiled over at me.

"You're learning a lot faster than I did," she said. "Leo kept bringing me here when we were dating. I'd go wild sexually, then we'd get home and I'd break up with him, because I was so bothered by what I had done, with Leo's complete approval."

Leo nodded.

"Dating outsiders is a pain in the ass. Marry your sister: You already know her, know how she is in bed, and have worked out all the kinks in the relationship."

Again, the family laughed. Cheryl smiled at Leo and reached over to take his hand. There was obviously a closeness between them, despite their rather open lifestyle.

Or maybe, I corrected myself, because of it.

Angel was taunting me now, sliding her hand just around my cock, and barely touching me through my pants, then sliding back to rub my thighs or belly.

I reached down and took her small hand, putting it on my cock.

"Touch it," I said, exasperated. "Don't just torture the poor thing."

Well, that seemed to signal what happened next, because Mandy took my face in her hands and kissed me. I had a beautiful young girl either side of me, and I just took advantage of the situation, kissing and fondling both of them.

Robert was kissing his Aunt Amanda, and Leo was feeling her up from behind. Cheryl looked at the two groups, then headed over to me.

"Amanda loves two guys at once," she said to me. "Have you ever had three women at once?"

I shook my head. Hell, until last week, even two women at once seemed like an impossible fantasy.

"Lets go to my room and stretch out," Mandy said.

We got up and headed back. I watched Mandy in front of me, her dress both revealing and hiding her ass and thighs, and just felt astonishment.

Very, very happy astonishment.

Cheryl, meanwhile, was playing with my butt, so much so I could barely walk. I finally turned around.

"Cheryl, you're worse than the children!" I scolded her.

And ended up with a warm armful of this fascinating little woman.

"Oh, Bud," she said, sliding her hand over my cock and pushing her small body against me. "You say the sweetest things."

Well, we started kissing and I slid my hand over those fascinatingly soft, sagging breasts.

"Can't you two even wait?" Mandy asked. We turned. She and Angel were standing, hands on hips, looking like harassed parents.

"That's better," Angel said. "Now get in there and get undressed.

Cheryl and I both laughed and went into Mandy's bedroom.

Everyone stripped quickly and went for the bed.

Angel threw herself face down on the bed, and I threw myself on top of her soft little girl body, and began to grope her tiny, preteen breasts and ass.

Since her butt was up, I slid my hand down her ass crack, pushing between her cheeks. Angel giggled and tightened her butt. I was surprised to feel a hand at my ass, and turned to see Mandy kneeling, with an excited grin on her face.

"You did such a great job on my asshole," she said with a smiled, "I figured I'd return the favor."

I let Mandy spread my ass while I spread Angel's. I found Angel's little asshole and began to gently ream it.

"Daddy's been there," Angel said. "You won't have any problems."

My cock jumped as I slid two fingers inside of her. She was sexily loose and open, and I finger-fucked her little ass deeply, rewarded by a deep girlish moan.

"Fuck her ass, Bud," Mandy said. "She's nice and open there." Then Mandy went down on my ass.

I felt her hot, wet tongue reaming around my asshole. I'd never even imagined such a thing, yet it felt obscenely wonderful.

"OH, god, Mandy," I said. "That feels great."

Mandy slipped a finger down, reaming around my now slick asshole, then pushed it deep inside of me. I arched. Shit, that felt great!

I saw Cheryl, laying on her side, eating Mandy's little pussy. Her own cunt was spread and available, and I put my free hand to her and began to frig her.

I was finger fucking Angel's little asshole, while Mandy was sucking and finger fucking mine. And Cheryl was moaning as I masturbated her pussy.

My cock was throbbing. So many possibilities!

Angel turned, kissing me, wet and excited.

"Fuck my ass, Bud, please," she said.

"It's Mr. Carlson," Mandy corrected her. "Calling him that makes him really hot."

She was right. Mr. Carlson just accentuated the age difference, and the fact these girls were both very underage.

Yeah, I know I was bothered by that, but my cock was doing the thinking right now.

And ass-fucking a girl who had been eleven years old until very recently was making it very hard indeed.

I knelt behind Angel, between her spread legs. Her little ass still had baby fat, as did her thighs. I spread her ass cheeks widely, uncovering her dark brown anus, full and inviting.

I put my cock to her, thrilling at the fact I was going bareback into this preteen girl's asshole. Then I pushed, and slid very easily into her ass.

I pushed in deep, and Angel moaned, balling her hands into fists.

"Oh, yes, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Fuck my ass. Fuck me deep."

I suppose Angel's father had opened her up, because I was able to drive my cock it's full length into her ass, feeling my balls bump again her ass cheeks. Then I pulled almost all the way out, and then dove in deep again.

I felt Cheryl's fingers join mine at her pussy, and she began to masturbate herself. She concentrated on her little clit, so I continued frigging her, rewarded by Cheryl's muffled moans as she ate Mandy's hot little pussy.

Seeing this young girl beneath me, her mother beside me and also feeling Mandy sucking and fucking my virgin ass behind me was just driving me way over the edge. I was fucking at Angel, deep and hard, feeling the soft interior of her ass rubbing against the head of my naked cock.

I began to grunt as the pressure built. Mandy put more fingers in my asshole, pushing way deep inside. She touched something wonderful, because I really yelled out and drove even deeper in Angel's little asshole.

"CHRIST! YES!" I yelled, as I shot a huge wad deep in Angel's preteen ass. I groaned as the tremors continued in my cock, feeling her little asshole high on the shaft of my cock, almost to my balls, as I continued coming inside of her.

"Wow," Cheryl said with a chuckle. "That looked like it felt nice."

"I want to touch you," I told her, my mind racing. "Your ass."

She smiled.

"Because it's nasty?" she asked with a wicked leer. "I like when it's nasty," she added.

Yes, that was exactly why I wanted to shove my fingers inside of her. Because it was dirty, and I knew it was dirty. And Cheryl knew it too, and seemed not just accepting, but excited by it.

"Yeah," I told her. "I want to touch your shit."

Angel giggled.

"Mommy's gonna get her shit played with," she said to Mandy.

It hit me like a bat. Damn, doing it was one thing. Talking about it was even better. But having a little girl talking about the man who was going to finger fuck her Mommy's ass was amazing!

I practically dove on Cheryl's spread legs, finding and entering her asshole. I pushed deep inside of ther, meeting the hardish yet yielding things inside of her.

I pushed into it, groaning.

Angel began to suck my soft dick, taking me in her little mouth and rolling it around on her tongue. She moaned in pleasure, and I realized I had just fucked Angel's little asshole with it. But Angel just sucked it into her mouth, seeming to enjoy the flavor of her ass on my cock.

I was losing it. There's no other word for it. I wanted to revel in this, like Mandy and Amanda had that first night. No rules, no boundaries. Whatever brought pleasure to me and the people there was great.

My cock was already hardening in Angel's mouth.

"Fuck my dirty little ass," Cheryl whispered, then chuckled when she felt me tighten.

"Yeah, Amanda's got you going, doesn't she?" she whispered. "Amanda and Mandy are playing slut with you, and you're going right along. You're fucking every hole you want, and loving every second of it."

Cheryl's voice was different, still sexy but without the almost dreamlike quality Amanda seemed to have. It reminded me of the odd gift Amanda seemed to have for dirty thoughts. Suddenly my cock became very sensitive.

"Wait," I told Angel. "I need a minute."

My cock was both throbbing with excitement and almost painful.

"Give it a while," Cheryl said. "You just need to let it calm down a little."

I nodded and moved off the bed. The hole I'd left on the bed was quickly filled by a daisy chain.

Cheryl was now eating her daughter's pussy, while Angel went to work on Mandy's swollen, excited cunt and Mandy began to suck at Cheryl's cunt and, I noticed with a thrill of excitement, her ass as well.

I sighed and left the room, walking down to the bathroom to wet my face and wash my hands.

I looked at myself, my eyes glowing with arousal, my cock at attention.

I was beginning to calm a bit, and the pain in my balls and cock was lessening to a warm heat.

I wanted to come again.

I padded out into the hall. I could hear moaning and crying coming from Amanda's bedroom, at the other end of the hall. I glanced over and noticed the door was ajar.

I had to see.

I quietly walked to the door and peered through the small opening.

Leo sat on the bed, with Amanda in his lap. Her dress was now torn open and her big breasts bounced as Leo rammed his huge cock up her asshole. Her grimace could have been one of extreme pleasure, or extreme pain.

Robert knelt in front of them, his cock at Amanda's wet pussy slit, moving against her as she whispered aloud.

"Fuck my pussy. Shove your cock inside of me. Use me like your whore, your slut, your unwilling companion for an afternoon of fun. Rip my ass open with your cocks and rape my little pussy. Make me please you, force me to bring you pleasure."

I could not believe what she was saying, nor what I was seeing. And I couldn't believe I was standing here at the door, surreptitiously spying as Amanda was fucked by her brother and nephew at the same time.

Leo reached around Amanda, taking her already torn dress in his strong hands and violently tearing it more. Amanda cried out, and I could see her wetness as she sprayed Robert's young cock.

"Oh, Fuck, yes," she whispered. "Rip my clothes off. They're in you way, just like my pleas for you to stop. You don't care about them or me, just your disgusting pleasures."

She arched again as she orgasmed. I reached down and touched the slick, aroused tip of my cock and began to touch myself.

I stood at the barely open door, watching Amanda being fucked by two relatives at once, hearing her describe her most dark and forbidden desires, and masturbated myself, touching my hard, wonderful cock, pleasing myself as I watched her pleased.

I came off hard, spaying the door with my come, letting it shoot out as I bit my lip to keep from yelled.

Then I almost yelled again, as someone touched my arm. I turned to see Mandy standing behind me, naked and dripping from her pussy, her eyes both wide and bright with excitement.

"That was so sexy, Mr. Carlson," she said. "I just jacked off and came just watching you. I hope you don't mind."

I smiled and shook my head. Yeah, I should have been embarrassed, even mortified.

But I wasn't. I was just glad Mandy had enjoyed watching. And kind of excited by it.

Mandy went into the bathroom, bringing out a towel and very quietly wiping the door. Then she turned and took my penis in her full lips, licking and sucking me clean.

Then she stood up, licking her lips. She leaned up against me and kissed me with my own sperm on her mouth, and I licked and sucked at her greedily.

"I can't believe this," I told her. "I just can't believe it's really happening."

Mandy smiled up at me with her darling blue eyes.

"Believe it, Mr. Carlson. I get the feeling you may have to call in sick tomorrow. When Uncle Leo and Aunt Cheryl visit, it's usually a two day fuck fest."

She grinned up at me wickedly.

"I hope you're feeling perverted, because we certainly are."

I could feel my cock wiggle, feebly. I smiled.

"I certainly was earlier," I said.

"I like perverted," Mandy said, kissing me very wetly again. She talked without fully taking her lips off mine.

"You like real young?" Mandy asked with a secretive little smile.

"How young?" I asked.

She smiled and looked at my hardening cock.

"Well, younger than Angel? Like ten years old young?"

I looked at her, my mind reeling. I was thinking... Well, hell, I was thinking how interesting that would be.

I was thinking with my cock again.

And realizing my cock was a pretty bright little fellow. And seemed to have some great ideas. Mandy smiled excitedly and moved again me, giving me a wet little kiss.

"I'm gonna make a phone call," she whispered. "We'll make a pervert out of you yet."
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Chapter 4

Mandy looked frustrated when she came back from using the phone. I was still standing in the hall, still surprised at how erotic beating off while spying on Amanda and her two blood-related male lovers had been.

"Lea can't come over tonight," she said, disappointed. "Her parent's said it's too late."

"Who's Lea?" I asked.

"The girl next door," she said.

My prick gave a jump.

"The girl with the dog?" I asked.

Mandy nodded.

"Yeah, Leopold," she said.

I could not believe it. The little girl I was looking at the night I left their house so suddenly, the tiny-titted, very slender little girl I thought of feeling up.

Mandy smiled, putting her finger in her mouth and starting that flirting twisting she did so well.

"You know her?" she asked.

"I've seen her," I admitted.

Mandy reached out and touched my already half hard cock.

"You want to fuck her, Mr. Carlson?" she asked sexily.

I knew I shouldn't ask, but I had to know.

"How old is she?"

Mandy grinned wickedly.

"She's nine," Mandy said. "She turns ten next month."

Well, that did it. My cock was like a rock. Mandy looked at it and giggled.

"Well, if you don't want to fuck her, just close your eyes and let your cock do it. He's all ready!"

I looked at my cock, then realized how dirty I was.

"Can I get a shower before bed?" I asked.

"Can I come?" she asked.

So I ended up in the shower with a beautiful fourteen year old girl. I washed her back, and her butt, and up between her legs and she just spread her legs and let me. Then she washed my cock, getting it even more excited by rubbing it thoroughly clean. The shower door opened, and Cheryl and Angel were there. We moved aside and let them in.

God, washing and feeling three women at once, one the mother of the youngest girl, the other their niece and cousin, respectively, was just wonderfully sexy.

I washed little Angel, realizing that the girl I might be with soon was only three quarters of her age.

Needless to say, it was a great shower.

We dried each other off, then changed the sheets on the Mandy's bed. We could hear Amanda, Leo and Robert in the shower, laughing and playing, just as we had. We went in and made their bed too, as a surprise.

"Oh, you people are so nice!" Amanda said as she stood at the door. "We were going to do that when we finished."

Well, now you don't have to, Mom," Mandy said. Amanda smiled, obviously pleased by the gesture.

"Is anyone else exhausted?" Leo asked. "Or is it just us guys?"

Truth is, I wasn't tired at all. My cock was awake again, and didn't care how late it was. Amanda looked at me (yes, we were all still naked) and laughed.

"Well," she said, "I think Bud still has a little energy left."

"What about you, Robert?" Cheryl asked.

He shrugged.

"I'm tired, Mom. It's been a long day."

So that was how I ended up in Amanda's bed, with Amanda, Cheryl, Mandy and Angel. I looked around, amazed.

"Oh, don't worry," Cheryl said. "We aren't gonna force you or anything."

Then she moved her naked body up against me, sliding my hard cock between our bodies.

"But you aren't tired yet, are you Bud?" she asked.

I shook my head. I'm in bed with four naked, lovely women. Better yet, or at least more exciting, was that I was in bed with two mothers and their daughters.

Amanda slid up on the other side of me. Their daughters were kneeling on the bottom of the bed, facing each other, kissing each other and touching each other's budding bodies. Angel was the just budding little beauty and Mandy the blossoming teen.

I watched, as I ran my hands over their mother's bodies. I kissed Amanda, then Cheryl, then just let my hands play over them as theirs touched me and each other.

Mandy was getting hotter, and sliding her hands and mouth over Angel's tiny breasts, moaning. Angel slid a hand into Mandy's crotch and Mandy swore softly and kissed Angel's mouth passionately.

My cock was hard and erect, and both Amanda and Cheryl were touching it, sliding their hands over me, making me more excited.

"Angel, why don't you suck this a while?" Cheryl said softly. Shit. Having a twelve year old go down on you because her mother asks her to is unbelievable, and wonderfully erotic. Angel slid over, spreading her little legs and sliding her small, hot mouth deep over my prick.

Mandy moved over and began to suck my balls and shaft, kissing Angel as she would come up off my cock. Soon they were both seeing who could lick or suck the most of me, and kissing each other on my cock as well.

Then Mandy sat up and straddled me.

"Would you fuck my pussy, Mr. Carlson?" she asked, sliding her cunt along the head of my cock.

"No," Angel giggled. "He wants to fuck me!" She pushed Mandy and the two were suddenly wrestling, pushing and fighting and trying to mount my cock before the other could, or push away the other girl and get their own pussy in place.

Then Mandy grabbed little Angel, who had managed to straddle me, and instead of pushing her off to the side, pushed her straight down. I felt my cock drive into her little pussy and Angel moaned deeply and orgasmed.

"Look what you made me do!" she said to Mandy and then they were kissing, Mandy straddling me and rubbing her pussy on my lower belly as Angel rode my cock. Then Angel moved up and off, and Mandy slid down on me. They were kissing and groping and now Amanda and Cheryl and I were kissing and touching and groping each other. I had two young girls taking turns fucking my cock, while I was finger fucking both their mothers at the same time.

Angel had just pulled off my cock as I hit my peak, and I came, splashing both their young bodies with my come.

"Look, a fountain!" Mandy cried and the girls pushed in from either side, catching my coming cock between their taut little bellies and letting me come on them.

Then they were on me too, kissing and rubbing me and their mothers as well. Mandy and Amanda were kissing and moaning, as Cheryl and little Angel were licking and sucking at each others mouths wildly.

I was just taking turns, turning one way then the other, and enjoying the family affair I'd seemed to fall into.

Finally, Mandy kind of rolled up against me and yawned hugely.

"I'm think I'm falling asleep," she said with an apologetic smile. "But you can molest my sleeping body if you want to."

I smiled at her, but the thought of doing just that was really erotic.

Yes, I was finding a part of myself I would never have guessed existed. And it was a part of myself I was beginning to like.

Cheryl and Amanda straightened the covers and we all slid together. Mandy was up against me, in my arms, and her mother was right behind me, spooned up against my back. Angel was laying against Mandy, and my hand rested on her tiny, warm hip. Cheryl smiled at me from the other side of Angel, where she was laying.

"I hope you don't mind crowded beds," she said. "It's something of a tradition around here."

I smiled, feeling the warm, soft, naked flesh all around me.

"I think I'll get used to it," I said and Cheryl winked.

"Next weekend we have something planned," she said. "I hope you'll like it."

Well, I certainly had liked everything so far. And the nagging doubts that had been screaming in my head had become hushed voices in the background, the words of people from another world, another place I was no longer a part of.

I fell asleep with Mandy in my arms.

Waking up with a young girl in your bed is wonderful. Mandy looked so young and vulnerable.

She was moving against me, her flesh surprisingly hot where we touched. Her hair was mussed and she had washed off what remained of her makeup in the shower. Mandy looked so youthful and perfect, desirable yet also evoking a strong wish to protect her.

Angel was rolled up in a little girl-ball, sucking her thumb. Seeing that was so sexy: the child I had fucked, still sucking her little thumb as she slept. I thought of other things she had sucked and my cock hardened.

"Are you three going to sleep all day?" Cheryl asked, opening the bedroom door and letting the harsh light in. "Breakfast is ready."

Mandy's eyes flew open and she was moving, her body hot against me. Then she was up, and running for the bathroom.

"I gotta pee and I'll be right there," she gasped. "God, I'm starving."

Angel woke up and looked over at me, her eyes heavy and puffy with sleep and amazingly arousing.

"Good morning, Mr. Carlson," she said.

I smiled over at her.



"We really weren't that tired last night," Leo admitted. "But every guy needs to experience sleeping with four women at once."

I nodded. Yeah, it had been quite an experience.

"It helps when they're all related," he added with a smile.

Amanda had already called the school, and acted as if there was no problem with me taking what she termed a "fuck-day."

I had to wonder about that, but was realizing Amanda knew this place much better than I.

"Thanks, Mom," I'd said wryly. Amanda smiled and hugged me, then kissed me very wetly.

"Around here, Mommies can do that to their sons," she said with a grin.

Mandy was on the phone much of the morning, talking to friends. I had to wonder why they weren't in school, then realized she was timing her calls for breaks between classes and calling her playmates on their cell-phones.

Angel had put on a little multicolored playsuit. Their suspenders ran past her small breasts, accentuating her just sprouting buds under her sky blue shirt. Her slender legs and little butt looked so appealing in the short bottoms, both childlike and arousing at the same time.

I thought of a nine year old girl and sighed.

I wasn't sure if it would really happen. I mean, Mandy had said it would, but this was brand new. I would never have expected a scene like last night. Maybe that was just a fluke, a strange little family who gave the impression this was the standard around here, when it really wasn't.

I had to smile at myself. First I'm horrified at all this and trying to run away from this 'terrible' situation, then I think maybe it isn't like this at all, and get upset.

Leo looked over and took my arm.

"Relax, Bud," he said. "I was raised here, but I've been on the Outside. Hell, I married an Outsider."

He looked over at me, understandingly.

"It's so different it's hard to fathom," he said. "Just relax and go along for the ride." He smiled over at Mandy, who was talking animatedly on the phone.

"If Mandy has her way," he added with a crinkled smile, "it will be a wild ride indeed."

I had no idea how right he was.

Leo started packing up his family around noon. They had shopping to do, then were going to head home to Mercheson's Creek, in Northern California.

"You have to come up and visit some time," Cheryl said. "It's a lot like Hillsborough. It's one of our little towns."

"Our little towns" made my cock hard. Yes, everything did. I was starting to hope this was real, and I wouldn't wake up and find out it was Friday morning, and I was supposed to go to dinner at Amanda's tonight.

And all of this was a wonderful dream.

"I'd like that," I told her.

Angel came over and crawled in my lap.

"Mommy says I can stay for a while, if you'd like."

She smiled up at me, her young eyes hopeful.

Shit. Angel wanted to stay. And most likely have sex. With me. With her Aunt and her cousin.

"Sure," I told her. "If Amanda doesn't mind."

Amanda smiled at us and shook her head.

"No, Bud, I don't mind at all. Angel wants to stay and play with Mandy and she gets home schooled, so it's not a problem."

My cock was hard under Angel's little ass. I inhaled her aroma, of little girl and forbidden pleasures, and felt myself get even harder.

Angel leaned over and kissed me, a little girl's kiss. Then she barely stuck her tongue out, licking gently at my lips, almost like she didn't want to get caught doing this with an adult, but she still wanted to do it.

I slipped out my tongue, just slightly, and we kissed, apparently chastely, yet in reality not being chaste at all.

Angle moved her ass against my cock, and sat back, smiling sweetly and innocently as she rubbed her little pussy against my cock.

She suddenly moaned and my cock was wet. She'd wet come in her little pants, and on me as well. The secretive aspect of the whole thing was an almost obscene turn on and I smiled at Angel.

"No, I think your staying is a good idea," I said.

"I can stay over with you if you'd like," she whispered, her mouth barely moving.

Shit. I nearly wet my pants as well, with come. I inhaled deeply, trying to normalize my spinning, turned on brain.

"We'll see," I told her, but my mind was made up.

I wanted her to be my little girl for the night, my niece, who was visiting her nice uncle.

Who planned on taking total advantage of her.

We walked out and waved goodbye as Leo, Cheryl and Robert drove away.



Amanda took my hand as we walked back into the house.

"That was nice of you, Bud," she said. "I think they liked you. I know Cheryl did."

I smiled and shook my head.

"I really didn't expect that," I said.

Amanda smiled warmly.

"They're family. They accept my choices, so they accept you," she said. Then she smiled and lowered her voice.

"Angel is very excited," she said. "She likes calling you Mr. Carlson and thinking of you as her teacher."

I grinned.

"I have a few things I'd like to teach her," I said lewdly.

"By all means," Amanda said with a chuckle. "She needs someone to take her under wing and have some fun with."

The arousal just washed over me. First Mandy, then Amanda. And now Angel. Not to mention Cheryl.

"Don't introduce me to anyone else," I said with a smile. "I'm already suffering from oxygen deprivation in my brain. All my blood keeps going South."

Amanda laughed.

"Too late," she said. "Mandy's already arranging a party for next Friday night."

She turned to me at the door and kissed me.

"So you'll want to spend a lot of time in bed this week to get ready," she added with a sly grin.

I sat in the recliner, drinking an iced tea. Amanda was off writing (she's a published author, I find out) and Mandy and Angel

were in Mandy's room playing. I was browsing through the channels on the television, and notice something on the public access channel looked unusual.

I stared as a girl of no more than ten was playing on a playground on the screen. The camera lingered on her young body, and on her skirt as it rode up, exposing her little white panties and young, slender ass. She went down a slide, exposing the crotch of her panties again as she did so.

It wasn't just a coincidence. The cameraman was lingering on her body, especially the 'accidental' exposure of her panties as she played. In fact, it made a loving close-up right on her crotch as she came to the end of the slide.

Then she ran off into the bushes, and a darkly handsome young man watched her go, following her with his dark eyes as she disappeared into the greenery. The music took on a threatening air. Then they broke for commercial.

"My Brother's Children will return," the announcer's voice intoned, "after these messages."

I shook my head and kept clicking channels.

I found a History Channel show and settled back.

I heard the sound of footsteps and looked up.

Angel stood at the doorway. She smiled over at me.

"Can I keep you company, Mr. Carlson?" she asked.

I nodded. Angel walked over and slid into my lap, putting her arms around my neck and laying her head on my chest.

"Mandy's on the phone with friends," she said. "I think I'm a bother."

"I doubt that," I said. But I know how teenagers are with their group, and Angel was probably at least a minor annoyance.

I slid my hand over her back, feeling her warm body through the thin material of the little knit top she wore.

"Can I bother you for a while?" she asked, without looking up.

"Sure," I said. I wasn't being sexual, just petting her back, but I could smell her youthful body and she wore some kind of perfume, probably popular in the 'tween' set.

She shifted slightly in my lap.

"I'm sorry I'm not as pretty as Mandy," she said.

I sighed. Yes, there would naturally be jealousy. Mandy is really lovely, and of course far more developed.

"Why do you say that?" I asked.

She looked up at me.

"Mandy's hot," she said. "Guys flock around her."

"You're young," I said. "Guys will flock around you soon enough."

"You mean when I get tits," she said.

I shrugged and nodded. No reason to be unrealistic.

"Yes," I said. "Men love breasts. It has nothing to do with anything, but for some reason they're considered a badge of womanhood."

She smiled up at me, not sexually but curious.

"You like my little breasts though, don't you?"

I nodded.

"Yeah, I really do," I said.

"Why?" she asked.

What do you say? Here I am in a conversation about sex with a twelve year old, admittedly a very mature one. Yet she was also just twelve, with all the doubts and problems of adolescence.

"Because they make you look young and fresh," I told her. "Like a cross between a woman and a child."

She nodded.

"I kind of am," she said softly. "Can I call you Daddy?"

What a strange rush of emotions went through me. Part of me was touched, part was aroused, part wanted to know why this girl wanted another father figure.

She leaned up and kissed me, chastely at first, and then more insistently. I kissed her back, sliding my hand over her exquisite little breasts, feeling the soft cones of their ends. Angel moaned and kissed more wetly and slid her hand down over my chest, and down to my crotch.

I pulled her up against me, sucking her face more wildly.

"You want to fuck me, Daddy?" she whispered quietly. "You want to fuck your little girl?"

Yes, there was a tremendous web of incestual and psychological dynamics going on here. She was excited by it for some reason, and obviously so was I.

But I slid that back in the drawer and closed it. I would worry about that later.

"Yes, Angel," I said. "Your daddy really wants to fuck your little pussy."

She moaned and rubbed herself against me. I slid my hand down over her little playsuit bottoms and cupped her little pussy. She moaned and brought her legs together, rubbing herself hard on my hand.

I could smell her arousal growing and that increased my own. I pulled her up, sliding my other hand under her soft full little butt and holding her in my hands as I kissed her.

"Oh, Daddy, that feels good," she said. "I like when you touch me like that."

Each use of the word 'Daddy' both hit me like an anvil and increased my arousal. It was both shocking and wonderful.

"Daddy likes to touch your ass," I said. "Daddy likes when you touch his cock."

She moaned. We were spurring each other on, having found a mutual fantasy that excited us both.

"Touch my little pussy, Daddy," she whispered. "You can play with me all you like. I like playing with my daddy."

Yes, it was pretty perverse.

Yet it was just that perversity that made the arousal so powerful.

"Take off your pants for daddy," I said. Angel got up and slipped off the straps of her playsuit and slid it down. She had on a little pair of white cotton panties, with blue flowers printed on them. Children's panties.

"Should I take off my shirt too, daddy?" Angel asked. I nodded and she did, sliding it over her head and exposing her small, childish breasts.

I put my arms out and Angel crawled back in my lap, kissing much more passionately now. She was obviously aroused by this.

I slid my hand over the damp warm crotch of her panties. I felt her though them, probing her gently, excited at her thick cunt lips under her panties. She moaned as I slid up between them and her panties were suddenly wet.

She groaned as she orgasmed.

"Oh, Daddy, look what you made me do," she groaned. "My panties are all messy!"

I pushed further up inside of her, the wet fabric now offering little resistance.

"Daddy likes your messy panties," I said. "Daddy wants to touch you through them."

Angel's breathing was ragged. For whatever reason, she was as turned on as me.

"Oh, Daddy, put your fingers inside of me," she whispered. "Oh, Daddy, you make me so excited!"

She bit her lip as she orgasmed again, her pretty little face twisting in pleasure as her panties got even wetter with her arousal.

I wanted her, right then.

I grabbed her panties and jerked, ripping the crotch open. Then I began to unfasten my pants. Angle got up and pulled my pants down, then climbed back and crouched down sideways again on my lap. She helped my cock find her puffy, hot, slick entrance and sat on my cock.

I slid deep inside her pussy and she moaned. Her pussy was so hot and tight! I kissed her and touched those tiny little breasts as my cock impaled her little body.

"Oh, Daddy, I like when you do that," she said. "I like when my daddy fucks me."

She was moving, rocking herself back and forth on my cock, with her hand down on her crotch. She was masturbating herself as she was also fucking herself on me. Angel was moaning, the Oriental cast of her features making her look almost angry as her arousal increased.

"OH, DADDY!" she suddenly yelled, and orgasmed. She began to fuck herself, moving up and down now, hard on my cock.

"Oh, Daddy, YES!" she cried and orgasmed again. I shoved my cock as deep inside her little pussy as I could, as my own come hit hard.

"OH! OH! OH!" she was crying, my orgasm setting enough another chain of them for her. She soaked my lap, and moaned and writhed, her slender body glistening now with sweat.

Then she fell against me, breathing hard. She lay on my body, my cock still in her tight little cunt, spasming occasionally as her body began to relax.

"Can I stay with you some night, Mr. Carlson?" she asked. "I'd love to be your daughter for a whole night."

I nodded. Sure there was something odd going on here. But right now it was something I loved.

"Sure, Angel," I told her. "I'd like that."

"Thank you," she said softly. Then she shrugged. "My dad likes to be called Leo when we have sex. What fun is that?"

I had to smile at that.

Mandy came out a while later. She grinned when she saw Angel on my lap, still mostly naked.

"There you are," Mandy said. "Are you bugging Mr. Carlson?"

Mandy walked over toward us.

"Mom wants to order in tonight, and do something fun," she said to Angel. "Don't wear Mr. Carlson out."

Mandy grinned at me and winked, then went into the back of the house again.

It was such a sensual feeling, just sitting in the recliner, relaxing, feeling my softening cock still inside this girl's pussy, her naked body curled up against me, and smelling her aromas mingling with mine.

Finally, Angel leaned up and kissed me sweetly.

"Thank you, Mr. Carlson," she said. "I love playing that game."

She grinned and got up, gathering her things and taking off toward the back of the house.

I looked at the History Channel, where the Nazis were marching off to terrorize another country, and shook my head.

Well, Hillsborough was different, that was for sure.

I have to admit, the last two days had gotten to me. I sat back in the recliner and closed my eyes, just bathing in the wonderful experiences of the last two days. Was it just yesterday that Mandy and her mom showed up for the picnic?

I sat back in the very comfortable recliner and fell sound asleep.

When I woke up it was nearly five in the afternoon. I yawned and got up. I padded out of the living room, finding Amanda sitting at the dining room table, sorting papers.

"Oh, you woke up," she said with a smile. "You apparently were a little wore out. I wonder how that happened?"

She grinned up at me.

"Gee, I have no idea," I said. "But I seem to need a shower too."

"There's towels in the linen closet," she said.

I showered and dressed and felt much better.

I took a wet wash cloth and cleaned the seat of the vinyl recliner covering. I'm not a big fan of vinyl, but it's great if you're going to have sex on the furniture.

I heard high heels clicking on the floor and turned to see who was there.

Mandy stood at the opening to the dining room. Her golden hair was in tight little ringlets and she was very made up. She was wearing a silk dress, with a tight bodice and loose, full skirt. Her legs shone from her nylons and she was wearing a pair of very high heels.

She looked marvelous.

Mandy turned her head and moved into the room, letting Angel come in behind her.

Angel's hair had been trimmed to a short pageboy cut, curling in at the ends, and she now had bangs that came just below her

brows. Her small lips were painted red, and her little dark eyes were heavily made up, emphasizing her Oriental heritage.

She had on an Oriental cut dress, way too short for a girl her age. It was low cut, which just accentuated the smallness of her little nubs.

Angel had on a pair of fishnet stockings and high heels as well, though she was unsteady in them.

"We've decided to quite school and become prostitutes," Mandy said, with that damnably sexy finger in the mouth, swaying body, innocent slut look.

"But we're virgin," Angel added with a wicked grin. "Is there someone around who could teach us both so we can make a living?"

Mandy turned and hit Angel lightly.

"We're not virgin," she said, annoyed. "Virgins make lousy lays."

"Oh, okay," Angel said and turned back to me. "We're sluts."

I laughed. Two girls, playing dress-up. And yet what a game they had in mind.

Amanda bent around the corner of the living room, looking in at me apologetically.

"I warned them you might be tired or just want to spend a quiet evening," she said. "Don't let them pester you."

"Yes, Mr. Carlson," Mandy said, turning her back to me and twisting her body around, her legs parted. She looked back over her shoulder and gave me a devastatingly sexy look.

"Don't let me pester you," she purred.

Angel walked toward me carefully in her high heels, and slid gently into my lap, taking my hand and putting it to the crotch of her black panties. Her fishnets covered them, and feeling her slick panties through the netting was very sexy.

"Yes, Mr. Carlson," Angel said huskily. Her lips were so close to mine, she brushed my lips with her own as she spoke. "Don't let us pester you."

Amanda laughed.

"Don't let them chase you away," she said, still looking around the corner. "Just fuck them if you want. They certainly want to."

She smiled. You could see the pride in her eyes. Her daughter was beautiful and a wonderful flirt.

"I'm still writing," Amanda said, "so you'll have to make do with the second string until I'm finished."

Mandy's face dropped at that comment and she spun to defend herself, but Amanda was gone, her laughter trailing behind her. Mandy smiled after her fondly.

"My mom is really cool," she said to me.

I nodded. She really was.

"Do you have any fantasies, Mr. Carlson?" Mandy asked.

My stomach tightened. Sure, who doesn't? But just asking outright, with the implied promise of filling them, was still startling.

Mandy walked over and leaned against the chair, smiling at me sensually.

"Tell me your dirtiest thoughts," she said, "and my friend and I will make them a reality."

"For money," Angel chimed in.

I laughed, but my cock was shoving against Angel's little butt at this.

"Come on, Mr. Carlson," Mandy said, getting frustrated. "You gotta tell us or we don't know what to do."

"I know some of them," Amanda said.

She walked into the room and all three of us gasped.

She was in a fishnet cat-suit, totally sheer, showing off her big breasts. I was both surprised and aroused as I looked at her crotch.

She was totally shaved.

Seeing a naked pussy is one thing. Seeing a pussy that was very hairy and mostly hidden by the hair, suddenly glistening and totally naked, is something very different.

Amanda smiled and walked toward us. She was heavily made up, almost painted, and her hair was ratted and wildly loose around her classic features. Her lips were so red they almost glowed, and were glossy wet looking.

She was wearing six inch heels, real fetish heels, bright red like her lips.

She walked toward us, the smell of her perfume, a heavy musky scent that screamed "Fuck Me!" wafting over us.

She squatted in front of me, spreading her knees so her cunt was lewdly displayed and bent her head sexily, running her tongue over her lips.

"Well, Mr. Carlson," she asked in her deep whiskey voice, aged in Southern-tinged barrels for years, "you were just going to tell us your most forbidden fantasies."

I almost came right there. Yeah, girls are wonderful and fresh. But Amanda was the end result, the woman they would grow into, the beautiful, dark, desirable flower that would blossom forth in time.

I stared at her large breasts, covered and yet displayed by the fishnet over them. And her pussy, totally exposed, its lips bound by the nets over them.

Both Mandy and Angel were staring.

"Wow, Aunt Mandy, you look great," Angel finally said. Yes, she often called Amanda and Mandy the same name, putting Aunt in front of the one to distinguish them.

Amanda smiled, almost like dropping out of character.

"Angel doesn't get to see me in action that often," she said with a grin. "This is my "you're gonna get fucked whether you want to or not" outfit."

Mandy turned to me, pointing at Amanda.

"See, Mr. Carlson? It's not my fault. I'm just trying to be like my mother."

Amanda smiled at me.

"Mr. Carlson likes your mother," she said softly. She turned and kissed Mandy, wetly and sexily. Angel watched, excited. Then Amanda pulled Angel from my lap. Amanda kissed Angel, just as passionately.

Then Amanda turned to me, and crawled into my lap, very erotically, and kissed me. God, her mouth tasted of bourbon and the girl's mouths and was so sexy.

"Let's have a nice party tonight," she whispered. "A little booze and a whole lot of sex."

"Sounds great to me," I said.

There was a knock at the door and Amanda jumped up and went to answer it. She opened the door and I heard a guy's voice.

"I have your pizzas, ma'am," he said.

"Come on in," Amanda said.

The kid stepped in, staring. Amanda might as well have been naked. Actually, this was much more erotic and just as revealing.

The poor kid looked like he was going to keel over. He stared as Amanda went into the dining room. I couldn't see her, but he certainly could.

"Hi, Lonnie," Mandy said.

Lonnie looked over at her, and his eyes got bigger. Then he saw me.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," he said.

"Hi, Lonnie," I answered. I didn't know him, but at Milner I'm the new teacher, so a lot of the kids recognize me, even if they're not in my classes.

Amanda came back into view. She walked up close to Lonnie, very close, and gave him some money.

"Keep the change, Lonnie," she said, closing the door behind him, trapping him inside. "Can I give you a tip?" she asked him provocatively.

Lonnie looked around at the door Amanda had just closed. Then he looked at Amanda, this much older woman in the skimpiest outfit imaginable.

"We're not allowed to take tips," he managed to squeak.

"Oh, this is a special tip," Amanda said, licking her lips. "You don't even have to report it on your taxes."

Amanda kissed the poor kid. I certainly saw myself last week in that poor kid's reaction. He didn't know whether to scream or kiss back.

Amanda's mouth was open, and her tongue was busy. She moved up against Lonnie, pushing her almost naked body against him.

He finally gave up and kissed back. In fact, his hands came around and gripped Amanda's full ass. Amanda moaned.

She finally pulled back and smiled. Lonnie's face was red with her lipstick and his own embarrassment.

"Thank you, Lonnie," she said. "I sure hope you deliver our next pizzas too. The tips get more generous."

She opened the door and Lonnie walked out into the night. He looked shell-shocked.

Amanda closed the door and smiled. Mandy giggled.

"Poor Lonnie!" Mandy said. "He's new at school. You probably scared him to death!"

Amanda laughed.

"God, I like 'em young," she said. "His cock was like a railroad spike!"

Mandy giggled.

"Next time we order pizza, I want to tip him," Mandy said.

"You keep your hands off him, young lady," Amanda said. "I'm giving him the blow job of his life next time."

Mandy and Angel both giggled.

"I'm sure Lonnie would never forget that!" Mandy chortled.

Amanda walked over, opening the pizzas and setting the boxes on the coffee table.

"Enjoy!" she said.

We ate pizza and talked, just like a little family. The girls were just that: girlish. Their sexual experiences didn't seem to effect their ability to kid around and just be little girls for a while, even though they were dressed like very sexy little girls.

In fact, they seemed like very well adjusted adolescents, far more centered and mature than your average "Outsider," yet still able to be very much themselves.

"I'd like to try something with Bud," Amanda said to the girls. "It wouldn't take all evening and we can still have fun later. Is that okay with you two?"

Mandy and Angel looked at each other and shrugged.

"Sure, Mom," Mandy said. "You want us to leave for a while?"

"No," Amanda said. "I'd like you to help."

"Cool," Angel said. "I'd be glad to, Aunt Amanda."

After the pizza remains were cleaned up (there was almost nothing left!) Amanda came back in carrying a small, ornately carved box. Angel had a tray of drinks. She gave me a bourbon on the rocks.

"Angel Root!" Mandy said excitedly.

Amanda nodded and knelt down in front of me.

"Angel Root?" I asked.

"Something the Hill Clan uses," Amanda said. "It's like Viagra, methamphetamine and magic mushrooms, all at once."

"It's way cool," Mandy gushed. "It's called Devil's Root too."

"Robert calls it Fuck-root," Angel said. "Dad says I have to be thirteen to use it."

I shook my head. I felt like Alice going through the looking- glass. Everything just kept getting curiouser and curiouser.

"You want me to try it?" I asked. Amanda nodded.

"Yes, Bud. Normally it's chewed, but tonight I'm just going to have you inhale some. It only lasts an hour or two that way, and has fewer physical effects. It's more of a mind altering drug this way, without hyping you up too bad."

I nodded. Well, what could I say? I was interested.

"All right," I said. "What do I do?"

"Just lay back," Amanda said with a smiled. "Relax. We get to do the rest."

Amanda smiled at me.

"We're going to get Mr. Carlson to tell us all his fantasies, aren't we, girls?" she said.

"Yuppers," Mandy said.

Amanda opened the box and removed an incense burner and some charcoals. She lit the charcoal and sprinkled something from a packet onto it. Smoke began to tendril up.

"Pull the drapes please, Mandy." Amanda said. Mandy got up and did so.

The room was dark and comfortable. Mandy also went over to the stereo, picking up a CD and looking over at Amanda, who nodded. She put it on, and an exotic melody, dark and haunting, began to play softly.

"Why don't you lay back, Bud?" Amanda said. "Just relax for us."

I reclined the chair, taking a sip from the bourbon.

Amanda walked over, in that unbelievably sexy cat-suit. She had something in her hand, and she put it on the charcoal. A puff of smoke emitted from the small lump.

"Breath deeply, like you're smoking grass," she said. I did as I was told.

The smoke was sweet, almost cloying, but at least it wasn't harsh, like grass would be. Amanda had me take another deep breath, and my head seemed to get very soft.

I lay back and sighed, watching Mandy and Amanda each take very small inhalations of the smoke.

Then Amanda put the burner down, and began to touch me.

"Close your eyes," she whispered, that southern drawl now echoing in my head. "Close your eyes and relax."

I closed my eyes, feeling her hands of me, soft but confident. She stroked me slowly, not my cock, but my face and my arms and my chest and my legs. It's almost impossible to describe her touch: Gently yet firm, soft yet demanding, not sexy but deeply sexual. I moaned as she touched me.

I could smell her perfume and the girl's as well.

"I know one thing Bud likes," Amanda whispered. "I saw his eyes when Mandy was talking about getting drunk and fucked by guys."

Amanda slid her hand down over my cock and I moaned. Her voice was right in my brain now, touching and caressing it, probing for dark corners she could bring into life.

"I caught him jacking off watching you and Uncle Leo and Robert," Mandy said softly. "They were hard fucking you, and he was watching through the crack of the door and beating off."

I should have been upset by this revelation, but I wasn't. Hell, Amanda and Mandy and Angel all know I'm a pervert. Besides, my brain was working so slow and so sensually, I wasn't really thinking much at all.

"You watched them raping me?" Amanda asked softly. "You jacked off over me being fucked hard, my clothes in shreds and my pleas for mercy ignored?"

I just moaned and nodded. I could see it again, every detail, her torn dress revealing her breasts and both their cocks inside of her.

"Mommy said her butt was dirty and he liked it," Angel said. I arched at the memory, so sharp, of Cheryl's ass.

"Oh, yes," Amanda whispered. "He liked that a lot. And of course, Cheryl loves it too.

You might think I was embarrassed, but I wasn't at all. In fact, having these women list the things they had noticed seemed to excite me was in itself exciting.

"I loved when he finger-fucked me through my underwear," Amanda said. "I'd like him to finger-fuck my ass that way."

"I loved when he sucked my ass," Mandy said. "I loved his tongue way up inside my tight asshole. I love the fact Mr. Carlson popped my ass cherry."

I moaned again. My brain was both sleepy and racing, with images of the things they were talking about, very detailed images, were flashing through my brain. Not just visual images, either, but the taste of Mandy's ass and the feel of Cheryl's soft tits.

"I liked Cheryl's breasts," I said. "They were really sexy."

"Mmmmm," Amanda whispered. "Soft and sloppy and nasty?" I groaned my assent and she touched my face.

Her fingers smelled of cunt, Mandy's cunt, and I moaned as Amanda ran them over my lips and under my nose.

"Did you like my little rape fantasy that first night?" Amanda asked. "You said it upset you because it was exciting."

I nodded. It had been tremendously exciting.

"You want to rape a girl, Mr. Carlson?" Mandy asked.

I had to think, and that was hard to do right now. I shook my head. But Amanda's voice echoed in my brain, my siren of dark perversion.

She knew exactly what I wanted.

"No," Amanda said. "Rape is too harsh a word. Force, or molest maybe. He wants to feel up a girl, not terrified and unwilling, but not willing either. Too drunk to stop him, or asleep, or kind of willing, but not really. He wants to put his cock inside her pussy as she tries to push him away and if, at that point, she begins to struggle, he'd hold her down and fuck her anyway.

"Auuughhhh," I groaned. I could see the girl, young and virgin, and myself using her.

Amanda unfastened my shirt and sat me up. The girls helped and they began to undress me. I realized their help was necessary. I was really out of it.

"Mr. Carlson is really fit-shaced," Angel giggled.

"It wears off," Amanda said softly. "It's just for a couple of hours when you inhale it.

Your cock is hard and will stay that way, even after you come. And you get your delicious dreams."

"It's the Root?" I asked, my lips not seeming to work quite right.

"Yes," Amanda said in my head. "It's the Root. You can think of anything you want, anything at all. You can tell me, so I can tell you later. You let me know your likes and we'll make them real for you."

I moaned and arched again. Yes, it was like sex, only Amanda was masturbating my mind, and the Root just opened it up like a splayed cunt, totally available to whatever she wanted to do to it.

That thought made me moan again. My pants were being pulled off and I felt hands on my cock.

"You have a twelve year old touching your cock," Amanda whispered softly. "A twelve year old with tiny breasts and a sexy, loose ass. Her daddy likes to fuck her ass, so it's loose and nasty and available. Angel will play any game you want. Angel could be your whore or your victim, your student or a stranger."

"My niece," I said. "My relative," I said, remembering that thought flashing through my mind earlier.

Amanda chuckled sexily.

"Maybe she's your daughter," she said.

I groaned as the idea exploded in my mind, the idea I had first entertained that afternoon. Fucking my own daughter.

Of course, I don't have any kids, but the thought was still horribly erotic.

"Fuck my daughter," I said. "Teach her, whether she wants it or not."

I don't know where that came from. Maybe a story I read on the Internet. But my cock tightened hard and my brain reverberated at the thought.

"You mean fuck her, whether she wants it or not," Amanda said softly, actually touching my ear with her lips as she spoke. Her breath on my neck was exhilarating. "You mean crawl in her bed and have your way with her."

I don't know where the image came from, but it was there, full blown. Angel crying and fighting as I felt her up, as I slid my hand under her panties and roughly groped her virgin pussy.

I groaned again and arched harder. It was almost like each arch was an orgasm. I didn't come, but I didn't need to. I was having multiple orgasms, like a woman might, each one better than the last.

Amanda chuckled.

"See, it doesn't hurt to have fantasies, Bud," she whispered. "It doesn't hurt to give you mind free reign and dredge up the darkest, most forbidden things you've ever thought of. It doesn't hurt to tell us about them, and I'm sure Angel would love you to crawl into her bed and forcibly fuck her body some night. You could do everything you want. After all, it's rape. She'd cry and beg, but you'd ignore her and fuck her anyway.

You could rip her little clothes and ignore her tears and sobbing pleas for you to stop.

Angel began to sob, very realistically. She was against my cock, and she cried and moaned.

"Please, Mr. Carlson, please don't make me do this," she cried. It sounded real. "Don't do this. Please. Don't touch me! No! I don't want you to! PLEASE, PLEASE STOP!"

I came. Without hardly being touched, I just came, hard. I yelled out and arched big time, and my brain exploded in little clips of torn clothing and sobbing women and gaping, abused cunts.

I arched again, feeling my come hot and wet, hitting my body as I ejaculated again and again.

I opened my eyes, my head spinning with excitement. Amanda smiled at me.

"That's one," she said, leaning over and kissing me wetly. Her lipstick was cherry flavored. I moaned and kissed her, sliding my hands over her breasts, so sexy under the fishnet. Amanda pulled away just slightly.

"There's lots more comes where that came from," she whispered. "We're just beginning. How nasty do you want to get?"

I grinned.

"I'm just getting started," I said.
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Chapter 5

Amanda made me get up and walk around for a while after that amazing experience. It was truly mental masturbation, though it was Amanda doing the masturbating, not me. She was literally fucking with my mind, and it was amazing. I was almost trembling with arousal and just flying. Amanda's voice and the fantastic hallucinations I'd had were still echoing in my head.

"That's the Root," Amanda said softly. "Imagine chewing it. The effects are much stronger."

"How do you control yourself?" I asked. God, just inhaling it had me flying.

Amanda giggled, reminding me of what she was probably like at Mandy's age.

"You don't, silly," Amanda said. "You just fuck everything in sight."

Damn, just mentioning that had me getting horny again.

"Come on, we'll go for a little walk," she said softly. I'd already slipped back on my pants and shirt, so I was at least decent. Amanda went in back and put on a robe, then came back in, turning to the two girls.

"Would you two mind waiting here?" Amanda asked. "We can all give Mr. Carlson more thrills when we get back."

The girls nodded vigorously as we went out the door.

It was getting dark out, seeing as how it was what passed for winter around here. There was a cool breeze and the temperatures were in the low seventies.

So much for winter. Like I say, I'm from Minnesota.

We walked down the porch and I saw the young girl, Lea, out skipping rope in her side yard, between her house and Amanda's.

"She sure is cute, isn't she?" Amanda said softly.

I nodded. Lea was in little white tights that clung to her lower body and a small stretch top, that really didn't stretch over much in the way of tits. But with the Root still in my system I was horny anyway.

Actually, the Root was an excuse, but it was just the excuse I needed.

"Shit, she looks good," I said.

Amanda chuckled darkly.

"Well, Bud, if you want a little, why don't you just go take it?"

Yeah, the Root was still there, because I was hard in a second. And I could feel my face was flushed with arousal.

Lea was turning slowly as she skipped rope. Her crotch was tightly encased in the white pants, and her panties were clearly visible beneath. Her little butt was perky and inviting.

Yeah, she was nine. I knew that.

But I wanted her, bad.

"Go ahead," Amanda whispered in my ear. "Go have a little fun. She probably won't fight very hard."

Damn her words, Amanda's words, echoing in my head. And their immediate effect over my entire body. I thought of Lea struggling and almost came off in my pants.

I found myself walking toward Lea. She turned to me and smiled.

"Hi," she said.

"Hi," I answered. "Are you Lea?"

She nodded, looking up at me from under her little brows. She had cute girlish features, with a broad spray of freckles across her face.

"Yes sir," she said politely. "You must be Mr. Carlson."

I knelt beside her, both aroused and shocked by the feelings I was having.

"Yes, I am," I told her.

"Mandy said you like me," she said.

I nodded. I reached out and touched her shoulder.

Little Lea stepped towards me, the smell of child sweat and clean clothes and shampoo mingling with my own odors.

"You smell good," she said.

I pulled her closer, sliding my hand over her little top, feeling her nipples and little else beneath. She grinned excitedly.

"You want to touch me?" she asked. "I have a place we can go."

Lea took my hand and led me toward the back of the house. I turned to see Amanda smile at me, then turn and walk back toward the house.

Lea led me around the back of her house. There was a small lean-to against the back of her house, with tools and some firewood stored in it.

Lea led me into it, into the dark, shadowy, chilly interior. At the back, a couple of old upholstered pillows were on the floor.

"It's cool back her," she said. "We might have to snuggle."

Lea sat down and waited for me to sit. I did, near her, and slid an arm around her.

I didn't ask permission. I pulled her to me and kissed her.

She moaned and kissed back, eagerly.

I slid my hand over her child's body, and she let me. I pushed up under her stretchy little top and found a tiny nipple.

I felt her little hand on my cock and jumped. She laughed.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Carlson, but if you can touch me, I can touch you. Isn't that the rules?"

She looked up at me, her little freckled face questioning and I nodded.

"Yes, Lea," I said. "That's the rules."

I gasped as Lea unzipped my pants and slid her hands to the fly of my underwear, finding and pulling out my hard cock.

"Lea? Are you out here?" A woman was visible on the back porch of Lea's house, holding the back door open, looking around. My heart stopped. The woman bent at the top of the stairs and peered into the dark interior of the lean-to.

"I'm right here, Mom," Lea said. "I'm playing."

The woman looked again, and headed down the stairs.

"Is someone in there with you?" she asked. There was a click and a flashlight shined in my eyes.

My stomach dropped.

"Just Mr. Carlson, Mom," Lea said. "He's the new teacher at Milner."

I tried to shield my eyes and wondered what in the hell to say. I knew this could only end with me in handcuffs, being led to a waiting patrol car. Or maybe just dead, if her mother had a gun somewhere.

The woman lowered the light to my crotch. My cock was plainly visible through the opening Lea had made in my pants.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson, I'm sorry," the mother said. "I didn't mean to blind you with the flashlight."

I didn't know what to say. I knew Lea's mother was in shock. She was just saying whatever came to mind until the terrible reality of what was happening finally made it's way into her conscious mind. Then the screaming would start.

"It's awfully chilly out here, isn't it?" her mother asked. "Or are you two playing the terrible molester and the little virgin girl"

"No, Mom," Lea said. "We're playing the terrible molester and the poor unsuspecting school teacher."

Her mother erupted in a peal of laughter.

"That's Lea for you, Mr. Carlson," she said delightedly. "Don't you worry. If there's a problem, you just let out a holler and I'll come rescue you."

Still chuckling, the woman climbed the back steps and reentered the house.

Lea put her hand on my cock again, rubbing the tip under the palm of her small hand.

"I was excited when you chose me," she said. "I really like to be touched, if you'd like to molest me."

"Your mother seems okay with it," I said. Damn, this place got me turned around all the time.

"Mom's boyfriend fucked my butt once," she said softly, "But he's an Outsider. He says I'm too young to be any fun. Mom thinks I'm just right."

She looked up at me, her young pretty face lit by the cracks in the old lean-to shed.

"What do you think, Mr. Carlson?" she asked.

I slid my hand down and cupped her little crotch. She moved back slightly so I could get to her more easily, her breathing increasing with excitement.

"I think we should find out," I told her, gently groping her little pussy though her tights.

Lea was rubbing my cock, as much fumbling as knowing what she was doing. She was willing, but not experienced. And that really excited me.

I leaned over and kissed her. She opened her mouth for me, and I found her tongue, gently stroking the end of it with my own. Lea got the idea, and began to touch my tongue back with hers.

I was sliding along her crotch, feeling her very young pussy and tight little ass. Lea was beginning to get aroused, because she was putting off the odor of very young pussy, just starting to become mature.

I remember it from my own youth, and it hit me like a physical thing, that long-forgotten odor of first sexual fumblings in forbidden places.

I slid my hand gently down inside the waistband of her tights Lea gasped and bit her lower lip. I slid over her smooth little mons and into her girlish creases. She moaned and spread her legs.

"Careful," she said. "It hurts sometimes to have that touched."

"Not if it's wet," I told her. "Can I make you wet?"

Lea looked up at me and nodded. I gently slid her tights and panties down, exposing her slender hips and smooth crotch. Her pussy was small and puffy and hairless, made all the more obscene by her skinny legs and small butt.

I gently petted her pussy, kissing Lea's mouth softly.

Then I slid down and put my mouth to her little pussy.

She spread her legs even wider and I slid my tongue in her little virgin groove, sliding her lips open and exposing her cunt. She moaned slightly as I licked and sucked her gently. She began to get saltier and muskier as I continued, and began to moan more loudly.

I slid my tongue inside her little opening, her virgin cunt hole. She groaned. I was licking and sucking at her, at this little girl who was enjoying my attentions.

Lea leaned over and put her mouth to my cock. She'd obviously wasn't very experienced at this, but her willingness more than made up for her clumsiness. I was the the one moaned now, as she ran her tongue over the wet head of my cock, licking at it gently.

"I can't fuck without Mommy's permission," Lea said, sounding upset. It was obvious she was getting very excited. "I just had my first period, so I'm old enough now, but my pussy is still virgin."

"There's so much more than just fucking," I told her. "Come here and I'll show you."

Lea moved into my arms, kneeling on the cold floor and kissing me with her cock flavored tongue. I slid my fingers down into her now wet slit and began to gently frig her.

"Oh, that feels real nice," she moaned. "I like that."

I squatted back on my heels and pulled her to me, sliding her pussy over my rigid cock.

I slid into her little child's cleft and slid back and forth, masturbating her whole cunt slit with the head of my penis.

I put my cock at her entrance and pushed just slightly, then moved on to run the head of my cock over her urethra and tiny clit, then back past her entrance until my cock touched her asshole.

Lea was beginning to pant and kiss harder. I took her ass in both hands, spreading her little cheeks and finding her asshole with my fingers. I slid up inside, eliciting a gasp of surprise and pleasure from the nine year old in my lap."

"Yes, Mr. Carlson," she said. "I really like this."

I continued to masturbate her pussy cleft, faster and faster, as I pulled her little ass more open and slid deeper and deeper inside. Lea was panting rhythmically, getting more and more excited.

Then she let out a little scream and squeezed her little fingers into my back as she had an orgasm. I kept moving my cock and penetrating her ass even deeper with my fingers, and Lea came again.

"Oooh!" she cried out. "Oh, yes!" I was still sliding my cock on her now hot, wet pussy and finger-fucking her asshole deeper and deeper. And getting more and more turned on.

Lea was moaning and writhing, biting her little lower lip and looking almost pained as her arousal grew.

I slid up to her entrance again, and found it slick and wet and more open than before.

With an arousing shock at my own action, I pushed into her, pulling her down on my hard cock, pushing myself deep into her virgin cunt.

She screamed. Her eyes rolled back and her hands balled into fists. She was crying and moaning and jerking.

I pulled out of her vagina and slid along her pussy cleft again, bringing her higher and higher, until she orgasmed again.

"OH, JESUS FUCK!" she screamed, crying and moaning. Her face was stained with tears.

I slid back inside her tight little twat and fucked her again. Lea was moaning in both pain and pleasure. Her little pussy was so tight and wet and exciting.

I pulled out once more and began to cock-masturbate her slit again. This time she built to orgasm very quickly.

Lea was screaming now, screaming dirty words and unintelligible things, and managing to cry "Fuck my virgin... Fuck my virgin..." Over and over again.

Lea came, trying to drive my cock into her clit, and I slid back and into her pussy.

"FUCKING CHRIST!" she screamed, driving herself even harder down on my cock. I felt her pussy give and I was suddenly wet and hot. That shoved me over the edge as well.

Lea kept crying out, screaming unintelligibly, as I came deep inside of her, fIlling her virgin cunt with my load. She was riding my cock and sobbing, and shouting and writhing and fucking herself some more.

Then she just fell against me and sobbed, crying wildly as she held me close.

I felt movement against my back and Lea's mother was in there with us. She touched her daughter, gently petting her hair. With her other hand, she pulled my face toward her and kissed me, wetly and passionately.

"You owe me one of those," she said softly. "Thank you for busting my daughter, Mr. Carlson."

I walked toward the back door with Mrs. Cole and Lea in total shock. Mrs. Cole had insisted I come in for a few minutes. She was a youngish yet motherly looking woman, with a sweet face and disposition. Her daughter went to clean up. Mrs. Cole kissed me again and knelt down in front of me, taking my still-hard cock in her hands and going down on me. I watched as Mrs. Cole licked her daughter's juices and hymenal blood from my cock, almost reverently. Then she just sucked me for a while, deep and marvelously. I'd never had my cock sucked all the way up to the balls before. In fact, she was licking my balls with her tongue as my cock was down her throat.

I groaned in pleasure.

The phone rang, and I almost jumped out of my skin. Mrs. Cole quit sucking me and answered it.

"It's for you," she said. "It's Amanda."

"Hello?" I said.

Just hello?" Amanda chuckled. "From the screaming and crying, I expected something more, well, exciting. Is Lea still a virgin?"

I know I blushed, because I could feel it.

"We can talk about that later," I told her.

"Well," Amanda went on, "we were wondering if we should invite Lea and her mom over to celebrate Lea's deflowering, but if she's still intact... ?"

I sighed.

"You could invite them if you'd like," I said.

"YES! Mr. Carlson was a man!" Amanda yelled, her mouth away from the phone. I could hear Mandy and Angel cheering.

"Invite them over and don't take no for an answer," Amanda said as she came back on. "This is an important milestone. A celebration is in order."

Amanda hung up, and I handed Mrs. Cole the phone to hang up. She smiled.

"Given the noises Lea was making, half the neighborhood must know you popped her," Mrs. Cole said. Then she moved up against me, sliding her body against mine.

"Any chance I could get a little of that?" she asked, and kissed me.

"Well," I said, cupping one of her smallish, braless breasts, "Amanda wants you over for a celebration."

She leaned up and kissed me very open and hungrily.

"Just get your cock in me sometime tonight and I'll be happy," she said. "Especially if it's in my ass." She winked and stepped back, smiling.

"Lea's been needing that," Mrs. Cole told me. "She had her first period this fall, and you know what they say: 'Old enough to bleed, old enough to stab.'

Her daddy's gone, and my boyfriend was an Outsider. She doesn't have any brothers. It's tough on a young girl like that."

I nodded, understanding. Somehow, it made sense.

"I'd be glad to teach her," I said.

Mrs. Cole's face lit up.

"That would be wonderful, Mr. Carlson. I mean, it's what teachers used to do, but with new teachers, you never know. She needs to learn how much fun sex can be."

I nodded. Yes, that would certainly be better than experimenting on the Outside, where sex is scary and forbidden.

Of course, there is the problem of no condom, but I wasn't going to bring that up now.

The root must still be working, I realized as I waited for Mrs. Cole and Lea to come down. They'd gone up to change and I was standing in the living room. My cock was hard and I was still having almost photographic memories of fucking little Lea.

Mrs. Cole came down in a blouse and skirt and I got a good look at her. She's rather small breasted. In fact her upper body was pretty average. But her hips were big and wide, with a ample ass. The odd mixture was very erotic, like her lower body was bigger for more added pleasure down there.

I remembered her mentioning me screwing her ass and my cock gave a jerk.

Lea had on a little flowered dress and sandals, and looked girlish and sweet. The dress clung to her very slender, young body. Her auburn hair was pulled back in a pony tail and she wore just a trace of makeup.

We walked over to Amanda's and knocked.

"Come in Carly, Lea, ! Welcome!" Amanda said. Amanda was still in the fishnet outfit, but neither Mrs. Cole nor Lea seemed surprised by her getup.

Amanda hugged little Lea.

"Congratulations," she said. "Was Mr. Carlson gentle?"

"He surprised me," Lea said excitedly. "He just got me all hot and bothered and then there he was, inside me. It was great."

Amanda smiled over at me, the glimmer of the proud mother in her eye.

"Yes," she said. "Mr. Carlson is pretty great."

The girls were there, still in their sexy outfits. Lea and Angel hadn't met, so that introduction took place.

Then it happened. Amanda stepped over to Lea and kissed her, wetly and sexily.

"If you're sore, you don't have to party," she said. Lea looked over at me and smiled.

"No, I'm ready," she said.

Carly, Lea's mother, just stepped over to me and kissed the hell out of me. She got my pants open in seconds and knelt, sucking my cock in her full mouth. God, she sucked the whole thing into her mouth again, right up to the balls.

Lea walked over toward me and I kissed her. I slid my hand down over her back and cupped her little girl butt. Once again, I was having sex with a mother and daughter, only this time, I had no qualms whatsoever, even though the daughter was a nine year old.

I found the hem of Lea's dress and pulled it up, cupping her butt through her little panties.

"Check out that sweet little ass," Mandy said. "Looks delicious!"

Mandy fell on her knees and buried her lovely face in Lea's little ass and crotch.

I was moaned. Shit, Carly ate cock like nothing I had ever felt. It was like having it consumed, almost swallowed. Like fucking, only deeper and wetter and more movement than I'd ever felt during sex. I was moaning and writhing.

Lea was kissing me as Mandy ate her little pussy and ass. She was moaning and sucking face wildly.

"Maybe Mr. Carlson would like to play with Carly's cunt," Amanda said softly.

"Wow, can I watch?" Lea asked.

Carly slid off my cock, licking the end sexily and wetly as she looked up at me watching. Then I slid down and pulled up her dress.

Her legs were stocky and her ass really large. Her white panties were already damp in the crotch. She grinned and spread her legs wider.

Carly smiled up at me.

"You can fuck my pussy if you like, but my pussy likes something much, much bigger."

I looked up, hoping Amanda would explain.

Both Lea and Mandy were watching, and Angel had joined them as well.

Amanda smiled at me and winked as she knelt down beside Carly.

"Carly likes it really big," she said. "She loves her cunt fist fucked."

Amanda smiled at me, cocking her head sexily.

"You ever wanted to fist fuck a woman?" she asked.

I stared at her. Actually, though I'd heard of it, I'd never even thought about it in my wildest fantasies.

I looked down at Carly's gaping, inviting legs, her panties wet and clinging to her cunt with excitement. A thrill of weird pleasure went through me.

"Shove your hand up inside her," Amanda whispered, her words reverberating in my skull. "Go ahead. Fist fuck Carly's pussy."

Carly moaned and reached for Amanda, and Amanda bent and kissed her, wetly and erotically. Carly spread her thighs even wider.

I pulled her panties aside and slid two fingers into her furry cunt. She was tight, but well lubricated. I pushed more fingers up inside of her, and Carly moaned. I made a fist and pushed at her opening. She moaned and spread her leg and my fist slowly disappeared inside of her.

I can't explain the rush of arousal that hit. It was so obscene, so strange, having my fist inside of this woman, and feeling her hot, tight hole around my hand. I pushed deeper inside, feeling her cunt give around my hand and coming to the hard end of her cunt. I pulled back until my fist almost came free and drove it again.

Carly moaned and brought her legs together, tightening on my fist.

"Oh, yes," she said, pulling back from Amanda just enough to speak. "Fuck my cunt with your fist. Shove it up my poor little pussy. Use both hands and grope my pussy. Open me up and fuck the hell out of me."

I got my other hand down and felt her cunt, gaping around my wrist. Her distended pussy was so amazing, so strange and yet weirdly erotic. I was fist fucking this woman, whose tight virgin daughter I'd just fucked. Her pussy walls very tight on me, yet my hand could go deep inside of her.

Amanda reached down and spread Carly's pussy lips. Shit! Carly's clit was erect, and at least a half inch long and as big around as a little finger tip. Amanda began to move her fingers on it, just like rubbing the head of a cock, and Carly began to moan in pleasure.

"You can fist fuck little girls too," Amanda said softly. "You could fist fuck Mandy's little ass. Wouldn't that be fun?"

God Damn this woman! I was fucking this woman with a fist, and could not believe how arousing her tight, hot cunt was. Amanda was playing with Carly's big clit as well, and whispering her sick, amazing fantasies to us. Carly moaned and came off, and I nearly did too. Now her cunt was dripping wet and felt salaciously, lewdly wonderful. My hands were soaking with her cunt fluids and my cock was hard with excitement at the obscene pleasure I was taking from this.

I heard little Lea gasp, and saw that Angel was now sucking Lea's pussy from the front and Mandy had knelt behind her again. Both girl's fingers were in Lea's tiny pussy, while I was fist- fucking her mother's cunt.

I yelled as I came off, my cock spraying Carly's cunt with my load. I hadn't even been touched and I came, hard and wonderful, all over this woman's cunt, a cunt with my big fist buried inside of it.

Carly laughed, almost hysterically.

"Oh, yeah," she said. "Mr. Carlson's my fist fucking man. Mr. Carlson knows what to do with my little pussy. Mr. Carlson's gonna fuck my cunt good, and then fuck my little asshole too."

Amanda smiled over at me and winked. Amanda's eyes were glistening with arousal.

I began fist fucking Carly even deeper and harder, watching her big hips move with each deep stroke. My hand was soaked with her wetness and her cunt was forced obscenely open as I fucked her.

It's so difficult to explain the odd arousal that washed over me. It was impossible, even repugnant, what I were doing to this woman. Yet I was doing it, and Carly was coming as I did. I was so excited I was trembling and sweating as I shoved my fist inside this woman's tortured opening.

The harder I fucked her, the more excited Carly became. She orgasmed again, actually spraying liquid from her now-gaping hole, soaking my forearms in her hot juices.

"FUCK, YES!" she cried. "FUCK MY HOLE WITH YOUR FIST. PULL ME OPEN AND FUCK THE HELL OUT OF ME!" Carly screamed.

I realized the girls had stopped playing and were watching again, awe-stricken. So was I. This was beyond any experience I'd ever had, unbelievable yet really happening.

Carly lay in a pool of her own liquids, her cunt gaping hugely as I drove my hand deep inside of her. She came again, even wetter this time, actually hitting my cock with her hot spray as she arched way up, her cunt tightening on my hands and forearms, plunged deep inside her unbelievably distended twat.

"SHIT!!! YES!!!" she screamed. Then she fell back, her eyes rolling, her body trembling, her pussy jerking rhythmically as she came and came and came.

"Wow," Lea said. "Mr. Carlson made my mom really happy."

Carly began to laugh.

"Yeah, honey," Carly said. "He certainly did. This is why you don't want to date Outsiders."

Carly was laughing and still jerking as little orgasms ran through her tight pussy.

I removed my soaked hand from her twat, amazed at how sexy this was. And I also realized Carly had just made a comment about Outsiders, a comment that certainly didn't include me.

I'd somehow moved across that line. I was Hill folk.

And it made me feel strangely good to be included in that group.

We all sat at the dining room table a few minutes later, eating delicious home-made peach pie.

Amanda smiled over at me.

"Carly was with the Hill Carnival in her teens. She was one of the Hootchie-Kootchie girls. She could put six hard boiled eggs up her twat and kick them out into the audience, one at a time. Afterwards, men would pay good money to come back and 'examine' her or touch her pussy. They often brought their sons back too."

"Mommy liked that part," Lea said proudly.

Carly nodded.

"It was a great excuse for young boys to touch their first pussy," she said with a grin. "I really loved that."

I nodded. Strange as it seemed, it also made a certain sense.

"I loved fist fucking you," I told her.

Carly smiled.

"I'm glad you did," Carly said. "I've always loved it, the bigger and harder the better. My ass too. In fact, if you like, you can fist fuck my pussy and cock-fuck my ass. I like that a lot."

Just like that, in front of her daughter and the neighbors. No embarrassment, no discomfort, just a statement of fact.

I nodded.

"I think Bud's going to need a little more root if he's gonna fuck all of us," Amanda said.

"I have work tomorrow," I reminded her.

Amanda shook her head.

"You busted Lea today," she said. "That should be good for a couple of days off.

Don't worry," Amanda added, seeing the doubt on my face, "This is as much a part of your job as anything else is."

Carly smiled.

"God, it's nice to hear that. What ever happened to male teachers like that?"

Amanda shrugged.

"There's old Mr. Pierson," she said. "But you know the old ways are slipping."

Carly shook her head.

"Yeah, I know," she said sadly. "God, did you know Spirit's brother won't pop her? Says it's sick."

Everyone at the table nodded, looking sad.

Spirit is in my class, a tall, buxom blonde, just absolutely gorgeous, though very shy. God, I'd pop her in a second.

"The Caulfeilds moved," Mandy said softly. "Said the Hill folk were just perverts and they didn't want any part of that anymore."

Amanda looked at me and shook her head.

"Bud understands," she said softly. "It was hard for him to accept. I think he still has doubts sometimes."

I grinned and turned to Carly.

"When you caught Lea and I together, I thought I was a dead man," I told her.

Carly sighed happily.

"It's so nice to see someone doing that," she said. "What are boys and girls supposed to do? Learn from each other? That's the blind leading the blind."

I nodded. I had to agree. I had to learn from experience, and many of those experiences fell far short of the mark. In fact, my first really positive experience sexually was when I was nineteen and home from college. Our neighbor's daughter, Linda, who was twenty-nine and divorced, seduced me.

I learned a whole lot from that affair, including how to slow down and enjoy sex and how to enjoy cunnilingus and to do it well. Linda taught me to please her, and it made me a much better lover.

Lea was sitting beside me, smiling up at me.

"I can think of a lot of things Mr. Carlson could teach me," she said. Her childlike leer was so arousing.

"If you'd be a an unwilling little girl and let Bud molest you, he'd probably love you for life," Amanda said. Lea grinned.

"I can do that, Mr. Carlson," she said. "It sounds like fun."

Well, the drug hadn't worn off completely, because the image I had was too bright and too clear to just be a thought. I moaned involuntarily and Mandy giggled.

"Uh, oh," she said. "Lea's gonna get herself attacked if she's not careful."

Lea looked up at me and smiled, both girlish and womanly.

"I like that Mr. Carlson took control," she said. "Maybe I'd like it if he was totally in control."

Yes, I admit that her words were the cause of a marvelous rush of arousal. I reveled in it. No guilt or second thoughts, just pure excitement.

"We'll have to do that, then," I told Lea and she smiled, her little eyes bright.

Amanda and Mandy got up to clear the table. Amanda looked over at me.

"Tired?" she asked.

I was, a little. It had been a late night last night, and this afternoon was amazing but tiring.

"I'm getting that way," I admitted.

Amanda looked down at Carly and winked.

"What would you say to introducing your daughter to Root tonight?" she asked.

Lea's eyes flew open.

"Root? Really?" Lea asked excitedly. Her small warm hands were on my arm, and just that touch was arousing.

Angel's face, however, fell.

"My parents won't let me yet," she said. "I have to be thirteen."

Amanda smiled at her and Mandy.

"We'll see about that," she said. "Your parents should be home by now. I'll call and ask real nice."

Mandy smiled over at her mother.

"Me, too?" she asked.

Amanda nodded.

"You too, honey," she said. "You need a good Root party. But it's not fair to make Bud do all the work." Amanda looked at Mandy. "Who is that boy at school who has the hots for you?"

You mean little Skyler?" she asked.

"Is that the one you sucked off in the boy's room?" Amanda asked.

Mandy grinned.

"Yeah, Sky. He's Spirit's brother."

"Well, call and invite them both. We might as well have a group grope, as long as we're at it." Amanda shook her head. "Damn," she said. "It's a shame Leo and Cheryl aren't here."

"They went to a Root party a couple of months ago," Lea said.

Amanda nodded.

"Well, I'll go call them and get permission for Angel to use it. Mandy, would you call Spirit and Sky and try to get their parents permission too?"

Mandy nodded, smiling. "Maybe a little root is what those two need to loosen up. They don't even fuck each other."

Amanda and Mandy went in to use the kitchen phone. Carly turned to me.

"I love Root," she said. " And don't worry about being tired, Bud. Root can keep you going for days."

"Chew some Root," Carly said to Lea with a smile, "and you'll be ready for anything Mr. Carlson wants to do to you."

Well, that made my cock even harder. I smiled down at Lea and she grinned up at me.

"You can play pervert if you'd like," she said.

"Can I play?" Angel asked excitedly. "He could make us do each other too!"

Carly laughed.

"Looks like you've got plenty of volunteers," she said, smiling. "Don't worry about me. That fist-fuck you gave me was wonderful."

I bent over and kissed Carly, sliding my tongue in her mouth and meeting hers. I felt her small breasts as we kissed erotically and very openly.

"I loved it," I told her. "I'd like to play some more."

"You can fist my ass, too," she offered sexily.

"Maybe Sky would fuck Carly too," Angel offered. "Mandy says he's a little fox."

Carly smiled, her own excitement obvious.

"YES!" Mandy yelled from the kitchen. Mandy ran into the living room, grinning broadly.

"Aunt Cheryl said you can do Root tonight!" she squealed at Angel. Angel jumped up excitedly.

"YES!" she yelled and the two girls exchanged high fives.

Mandy ran back into the kitchen and Amanda came out, smiling broadly.

"Well, if Sky and Spirit can come, we'll have a real party," Amanda said as she sat back down. "You'll even have fresh pussy, Mr. Carlson. And I understand Sky might like it up the ass."

Okay, I admit that made me a little nervous, fucking a boy. It was something I'd never done, or even really thought about doing. Yet given the great results I'd been having trying new things, the thought was more interesting than disgusting.

"We'll see," I said, not making any commitment one way or the other.

"How old is Sky?" Carly asked.

"He's younger than Spirit, and she's fourteen," Amanda said. "I think he's in sixth grade, which would make him twelve."

I was surprised at the little shock of excitement I had. An older boy didn't interest me much, but a young boy?

Okay, I'll admit I was interested.

Mandy came in, shaking her head.

"Shit," she said. "Sky and Spirit can't come. I even invited their parents and Terri said..."

Mandy stood up very straight and looked down her nose imperiously, putting on an upper class Eastern accent, apparently playing Terri.

"Tradition is well and good," Mandy said haughtily, "but some traditions should be allowed to die a natural death."

"Did she really say that?" Carly asked.

Mandy nodded.

"Yep," she said. "I felt like the poor white trash neighbors. I think Tom wanted to come. I heard him in the background, but Terri cut him off."

"I'm not surprised," Amanda said. "They're kind of on the edge, as far as Hillsborough goes, even though Tom was raised here. It's a shame when that happens."

Amanda went in the back, and came out a moment later with the box she'd had earlier.

"Do you have enough Root?" I asked. Amanda laughed.

"Yes, Bud, more than enough. It grows wild all over the South.

You have to know how to ferment it, to bring out the properties, but it's no harder than making beer. I have lots."

There was already a party atmosphere growing. Angel and Mandy were talking excitedly and Carly was grinning hugely.

Lea reached over and took my hand.

"You're going to fuck me again, aren't you Mr. Carlson?" she asked.

I nodded. Yes, I wanted to, very much.

"Don't be greedy, Lea," Carly said to her daughter. "You have to share your toys."

Lea grinned at that comment.

"Okay, but I get to watch," she said.

Amanda looked over at me and nodded slightly toward the kitchen. Then she touched Mandy's arm. Mandy turned.

"I want you two to help me for just a minute," Amanda said. We both followed her into the kitchen.

Amanda opened the freezer and began pulling out jalapeno poppers and mini pizzas and other party fair.

"First off, Bud," Amanda said, "you have fun tonight. Don't worry about class tomorrow or anything else. A Root party is a real blowout. So have all the fun you can handle."

I nodded. This was beginning to sound pretty great. Amanda turned to Mandy.

"You know Tom always is checking you and I out," Amanda told her. "He'd probably fuck either of us in a second. I'm willing to bet he really wanted to come to the Root party."

Mandy nodded.

"Yeah, I drive him crazy when I see him, flirting and all. If it weren't for Terri, I'm sure he'd go for it."

"Terri is his wife," Amanda explained to me. "She was born Outside and is one of the people on the edge here, who knows what goes on but doesn't really take part. If rumors are true, Tom has never touched Sky or spirit. I hear Spirit's still virgin."

Mandy nodded.

"Yeah, she is," Mandy said. "Maybe Mr. Carlson could take care of that someday."

Amanda smiled coolly.

"That would be nice, but I want Bud to take care of Terri. Either you or I, or both of us, will get Tom involved someday and Bud can go over and pay her a visit."

"Terri won't go for it," Mandy said. "She's a real prude."

"I'm not saying Bud should ask for it," Amanda said, looking right into my eyes. "I'm saying Bud should fuck her, whether she wants it or not."

Mandy gasped.

"Cool!" Mandy said. "Tom's nice, but he's a terrible wimp: Totally pussy whipped. Terri needs a good force-fucking."

"Can I watch?" a voice came from behind us. I turned to see Carly looking around the open doorway. She stepped into the room.

"You know I've been with the Carnival," Carly said to Amanda. "I could watch, or even help."

"You mean rape her?" I asked. My cock was hard, but my mind was reeling.

"Coerce her," Amanda corrected me. "Push her harder than she'd like. Her husband would be off fucking one or both of us, so she'll be pissed off anyway. Hell, she might even give in willingly."

I could tell the Root I'd inhaled earlier had worn off, because I was really conflicted. Amanda smiled and stepped up in front of me.

"I want you to fuck her, willing or not," Amanda whispered. Even without the root, Amanda's words cut into my brain like a knife. "You're a great lover. You can make her fuck you, make her orgasm, whether she really wants to or not. I'm not saying you have to, Bud, but you'd be a fool to miss this opportunity."

I felt Carly move up against my back.

"I'd help you, Bud," she said softly. "I watch while you force-fuck her. I'll even hold the little bitch down."

Well, you already know my willpower is not my strongest suit. Add to that two women supporting me, trying to get me to do this. And then add the fact that Amanda had brought me to an amazing come earlier by telling me about just such a situation.

I sighed.

"When?" I asked.

Amanda smiled.

"This weekend," Amanda said. "We'll set it up. It will be fun for us and great for you."

Mandy looked at me and grinned.

"You're going to have some fun this weekend, Mr. Carlson," she said.

As we walked back into the living room Carly looked up at me, her eyes very bright.

"It will be the most exciting thing you've ever done, trust me," Carly said supportively. "And I love to watch."

I didn't ask her how she knew that she'd like watching a sexual assault, or how she knew I'd like it. Maybe I didn't want to know, or maybe I just didn't care. Given what happened later, it might have been important.

But I was flying along on the testosterone and adrenaline. I just wasn't thinking about that.

Maybe if I had, things would have been different. But, then again, maybe that's why I didn't ask. Because in the last few days, I'd realized I wanted to be one of the Hill folk. With all the things that entailed.

And I wasn't ready to face head-on everything that lifestyle might eventually involve, not yet. So I just didn't ask any further questions.

We walked out into the living room.

Amanda and Mandy lit candles around the room and turned off the lights. It was dim and sexy.

Lea came over and sat at my feet, putting her arms around my leg just below the knee and laying her head on my thigh. It was so nice feeling, this young girl I had just had sex with, her first almost, holding me like this.

Mandy looked over at me and winked.

"Don't forget the rest of us, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Since Tom and Sky pooped out, you're our only penis for the night."

Amanda chuckled.

"I don't think Bud will have a problem," she said.

Amanda walked over and opened the box, pulling out the roots. They were small and gnarled, and reddish black in color. She handed one to me, and one to Carly and took one herself.

"Just chew it," Amanda said to me. "When you feel the rush hit, grab someone close and kiss them, and push the root in their mouth with your tongue. Just chew till it hits, then transfer. Don't swallow the root or you'll be gone for days."

She chuckled and put her own piece of root in her mouth.

I looked at the wizened root. It was soft and moist feeling, which surprised me. I slid it into my mouth.

It was soft, yet had a slight crunch as I bit into it. The most amazing dark flavor filled my mouth, sweet and musky, almost tobacco-like, yet with a spicy under-taste, like pumpkin pies or mince.

I chewed it, wondering if my mouth would go numb. But, though the liquid began to fill my mouth, I only felt a slight tingling.

Then it hit my brain, suddenly. Everything went dark and bright at the same time. I had almost preternatural senses: sounds, feels and smells crowded in, and my vision opened up. I was looking over at Mandy, and her full lips were on my cock, sucking me, lazily, slowly, wetly, and I was watching and feeling every... 

Mandy moved, and I realized Mandy wasn't sucking me. I was having a vivid hallucination, complete with feeling.

"Wow," I said, and took Lea's arm. She sat up and I kissed her little mouth, licking at her and moving the root onto her tongue. Lea moved back and began to chew, her lips deep red from the Root.

I looked at her body and saw her in the lean-to, in the cool gloom, and felt her hot pussy and her eager touch.

"Amanda," I said with a grin, "This is really good shit."

Amanda laughed, and it echoed through my head. I could feel her breasts and the roughness of her pussy hair on my face as I ate her cunt, hair that was gone now. Her cunt just invited reinspection. Then she was gone, and I was back in my body.

Carly was kissing Angel and touching her, and Angel was touching back. Damn, Carly had a hand on her little tits, tits I'd tasted and licked and played with.

"Everybody, put your piece of root in the saucer on the coffee table," Amanda said. "You've had plenty."

Amanda came over and slid in my lap.

She smiled at me, her eyes huge and dark. She was flying too.

"I'm going to come on your lap, Bud," she whispered. God damn it: her echoing whisper was now everywhere, in my open, dripping mind, as open and dripping as any cunt.

"Ooooh," she said with a grin, moving her lips against my face, "my Bud is very happy and horny."

I was. I was just ragingly horny and felt wonderful. It was hard to believe how great I felt.

Amanda kissed me, so open and wetly and thoroughly. We scoured each other's mouths and lips, sloppily and wetly and just great. My cock was hard against my pants.

"What say we take Bud and Lea and Angel in back, and play the bad molester and the wicked little girls?" she whispered to me.

I closed my eyes and moaned. Mandy giggled, and her laughter swirled through my mind.

"Bud's ready for anything," Mandy said. "Better point him at a girl, or he'll be fucking the recliner."

I giggled. I could feel the soft vinyl against my cock, massaging it as I fucked at the chair.

"Get me some lubricant and let me at it," I said. Everyone laughed.

Carly walked over to me and held out her hand.

"Let's give Bud the fucking of his life," she said. "And make him give us the fucking of ours."

"He's our slave," Mandy said. "We got him stoned, so now we can use him for our pleasure."

"I want my ass fucked," Angel said. "He wouldn't tear me apart like Dad."

"I only had that done once," Lea said, "and Tony acted like I had cooties. It was like, two strokes, and then he said he was done."

"Tony was my boyfriend," Carly explained. "That was a brief and unsatisfying relationship."

"You shouldn't fuck outsiders, at least not on a regular basis," Amanda said. "Of course, Bud is an exception."

"He's not an Outsider," Angel said. "Outsiders don't fuck twelve year olds, and do such a good job of it."

"What do you want, Carly?" Amanda asked.

"I got it," she smiled. "I love being fisted."

"Do you think I would, Mom? Lea asked.

I immediately thought no way, but Carly looked thoughtful.

"You been using that dildo I gave you?" she asked.

Lea grinned and nodded.

"It's great," she said. "I use it up both sides."

Carly smiled at me.

"I'll bet you could fist her ass," she offered. "At least, I'd love to see you try. Hell, we could try her pussy too."

Before today, that wouldn't have meant a thing. But after this afternoon, it aroused me totally.

Lea smiled up at me, only slightly nervous.

"You'd be gentle, wouldn't you?" she asked.

I smiled.

"Of course, Lea," I told her. She smiled.

"Then we can try, I guess," she said.

Amanda turned to Mandy.

"What do you want, Mandy?" Amanda asked.

Mandy looked at me softly and thoughtfully.

"I want a Daddy and a lover," she said.

I smiled at her. God, she was so wonderful. So was Amanda. The strange and wonderful part of the whole thing was, I could have them both.

"I'd be proud to call you my daughter," I told her. She smiled.

"And I'd be proud to call Amanda my wife," I said, looking over at her.

Amanda got up and moved toward me.

"You're on root, Bud. You aren't really in control."

"I feel totally in control," I told her. "I would be honored to call you my wife."

Amanda burst into tears of joy and hugged me.

"Bud, even if you wake up and say it was all a big mistake, I still love you for saying that," she said.

She kissed me, not erotically, but very sweetly. Then she looked at me and smiled.

"Well, Bud, if you wanted to get great sex tonight, you sure hit the right button. Mandy and I will make sure everyone keeps you very happy."

I laughed.

"I don't know how much happier I possibly could be," I told her.

Amanda smiled mysteriously.

"Well, maybe someday soon you'll find out," she said.

"Mandy cheated," Angel said. "Everyone else said something sexual and she got all mushy."

"Shame on you, Mandy," Carly said, laughing. "You're supposed to be nasty, not nice."

"I'm nice and nasty," Mandy said, putting her hands on her hips. "I'd love to get felt up by Bud in my sleep. Molested and then fucked, while I'm too sleepy or maybe stoned to stop him. I love when guys do that."

I nodded. She'd already mentioned that, but with everything going on... 

"What's today?" I asked.

"The sixteenth, I think," Amanda said. "Why?"

"No," I said. "I mean what day of the week? Is it really Tuesday?"

Carly nodded.

"Yeah," she said. "It's Tuesday all day."

I shook my head, feeling my brain kind of move along with it. Damn, I really was stoned.

"We had dinner Friday. Then the picnic Sunday," I said. "That's all the time we've been together? Less than a week?"

Amanda laughed.

"We Hill women work fast, Bud," she said. "Hell, you've fucked me, Mandy, Lea, Cheryl, Angel and Carly. All in the past three days. God, Bud, you're a slut!"

That got a big laugh, and I joined in.

I sighed. My brain was getting jumbled.

Amanda noticed. She leaned over and kissed me, her wonderful wet inviting kiss.

"Bud's right," she said, though I'd said nothing. "Root is not something for sitting around and talking. It's a fuck drug, a sensual ride where you don't want your brain kicking in. We should get down to some hard and really nasty fucking."

Well, that certainly started shifting my gears over. I pulled Amanda to me, kissing her and touching her through her sexy net outfit. She'd been wearing it all evening, and I really hadn't felt her up in it.

"I've been ignoring you," I said apologetically. But Amanda laughed.

"Jesus, Bud, we've been practically throwing pussy at you. Can't blame you if you're taking advantage of it. Besides," she said, kissing me erotically and softly, talking as she licked at my mouth and tongue, "Seeing you turned on turns me on. Watching you get off helps get me off."

I pulled her to me, sliding my hands over her netted body. She felt like she was in some kind of strange bondage, a bondage that also made her body very available and free as well. I moaned at the odd juxtaposition of thoughts and feelings that poured through me.

Amanda moved and got up.

"Let's get Lea and Mandy and Angel all dressed for bed, and let evil uncle Bud tuck them in."

"Daddy Bud," Angel corrected her. "My Daddy likes to touch me."

"I like Daddy bud too," Mandy said. "Dirty Daddy Bud."

"He can be Uncle Bud to me," Lea said. "I just came to spend the night and didn't know Uncle Bud was a pervert."

"Cool!" Mandy said. "Come on, lets find jammies."

The three girls got up and ran for the back.

"Don't run!" Amanda yelled back at them. "You could hurt yourself."

"Oooh, sexy!" Mandy giggled, but the girls did slow down.

Carly smiled at me.

"I'm with Amanda on this," she said. "I love seeing Lea getting good sex. It's so hard anymore to find someone nice to help break the girls in."

"It used to be common," Amanda sighed. "But the Outside world is slowly encroaching on the Hills. I wonder if there will be any left in a hundred years, or even twenty."

"Television," I said. "The greatest propaganda machine ever invented."

Amanda nodded.

"Yeah, everybody watches it and pick up Outsider values."

Carly got up and walked over toward me.

"I thought Root was something you didn't talk on," she said, sliding her big hips over my thighs. "It's something you fuck on."

Amanda slid over and kissed Carly as I watched. Seeing two women, their tongues touching and writhing as they kiss, their hands moving over each other's bodies, is really sexy. I'd never even imagined a threesome, yet in the past few days, one on one seemed to be the rarity.

I pulled up Carly's skirt. She'd taken off her panties, and her pussy was spread and very available. I slid my hand beneath her, cupping the cunt I'd fist-fucked earlier, the pussy that had birthed Lea, the girl whose virginity I'd taken earlier. I slid my hand inside her slit, sliding along her wetness, her marvelously excited pussy.

She was soaked. I like it wet, and this was really, really wet. My cock was wet too: I could see the dark spot in my pants where the head of my cock was soaking through the material. The Root did increase lubrication, which was a good thing for a fuck drug.

Amanda pulled away from Carly and turned to me, laying on my chest and pushing me back in the chair.

She looked over at Carly.

"I'm jealous," she said.

"Why?" Carly asked. "Because he hasn't fist fucked you yet?"

Amanda grinned.

"Well, that too," she said. "But you get to watch him with Terri."

Damn, the woman they were talking about me forcing to have sex. The arousal just flowed over me. I was way beyond thoughts of right or wrong, or anything else. Just the lure of a rape, a rape these women thought was a good thing, made me unbelievably horny.

Carly moved against me too.

"Ooh, he's excited," she said. "He'd love the Carnival."

"I haven't told him about that yet," Amanda said softly. "I don't want to scare him off."

"A guy with a cock that hard at the thought of forced fucking isn't gonna scare off easy," Carly said.

"Is she right, Bud?" Amanda asked, moving up against me. "Are you gonna take what you want, and not let a little struggling deter you? Are you gonna fuck a girl because you want to, not because she does? Are you gonna molest little girls because it turns you on and that's all the excuse you need?"

I groaned. Damn her voice! That whisper was bouncing around in the vaults of my brain, echoing through my mind. My pleasure centers, already on overload, were lighting up even brighter, taking a dark delight in these forbidden arousals, these wicked, nasty, even evil thoughts.

I admit it: I was fascinated.

The girls came out of the back and posed for us.

Mandy was hot. She had on a bright green baby-doll that didn't quite cover her crotch and ass. It was sheer and her little breasts looked delicious under the layers of material. She spun around, showing us her high cut thong panties. And, of course, she had on high heels.

Lea was perfect. She just had on an oversized T-shirt and little panties underneath, which she displayed. They were white and too large, and only accentuated her slender, youthful body.

And Angel was in shorty pajamas, loose and comfy looking, and bright purple. She looked young and just invited being debauched.

I thought of sliding a hand up her slightly pudgy thigh and under her loose short legged bottoms and almost came off.

"Ooooh," Carly laughed. "It's all you can eat jail-bait!"

Amanda looked at me and smiled.

"Why don't they go get in bed?" she whispered. "Sound asleep in their darkened room, and you can go in and do whatever you want to them. And when you're done, you have to fuck Carly and I, any nasty way we want."

Damn it! When Amanda said nasty, she meant it. And that aroused me, an arousal so primal it's hard to describe.

"Maybe we've been drinking," Mandy said, licking her finger and twisting her little body, "and we're all in bed, really shit- faced. And too drunk to stop our daddy from coming in and finally having his way with us."

My cock leapt. My erection was almost painful. Angel grinned excitedly.

All three girls giggled and headed for the back.

"Looks like you have your work cut out for you," Amanda said with a smile. "Can Carly and I watch?"

I nodded.

"As long as you touch each other and as long as you whisper for me," I told Amanda.

Amanda smiled and Carly grinned.

"She's got a gift, doesn't she?" Carly asked. "She came over one night and gave me the hottest dream."

Amanda smiled at Carly.

"You should tell Bud about your dream. He could make it real."

Carly moaned and looked at me hopefully.

"He's going to, Amanda," she said softly. "He already promised."

I nodded, though I wasn't sure what she was talking about. I was glad to make her nasty dreams a reality.

Amanda came over and offered me her hand. I got up. The Root didn't actually make me dizzy, but all the sensory input sure did. Touch, smell, hyper-real vision, all fell in on me.

"Oh, shit," I said.

Amanda laughed.

"You've had time for the Root to really hit," she said. "It can take a while, especially the first time. That's why I didn't rush you to get started."

She and Carly helped me toward the back. I would have been able to make it alone, but Carly was sliding her hand over my ass and around to fondle my cock, and Amanda kept sliding up against me. It was like pouring gasoline on my arousal and lighting it. I was getting higher and higher.

I turned and kissed Carly, wildly, shoving my cock against her belly and rubbing it. It was like it was so hungry, it needed to come and come and come.

Carly kissed back, wildly. There was a darkness in her, a fascinating darkness I couldn't quite identify, and it drew me to her. I suppose it drew me to Amanda too.

"Come on, Bud," Amanda said. "There's plenty of time for the two of us too."

We went to Mandy's room. The lights were off, except for a little night-light in the corner that threw little light. I could see the lumps of the three girls under the spread.

I could smell their bodies and perfumes and the smell of alcohol in the room. Amanda chuckled.

"They've been drinking, Bud," she said softly. "They're probably passed out in bed.

I'm not going to add the little doubts I had, or the second thoughts that occasionally floated by, because there were none. I was in this room, with three marvelously under-aged and desireable girls, with Amanda weaving dark and forbidden fantasies in my mind, and I was going to enjoy it for all it was worth.

Amanda softly closed the door and I walked over to the bed.

The sharp smell of bourbon was strong. The girls had been drinking, and my cock spasmed as I realized they could have started when they first came back to change. With the Root, they really could be too fucked up to stop me.

I knelt by the bed and slid my hand under the covers, finding warm cloth and soft flesh. It was too dark to see who I was touching. I could just feel warm, soft fabric, and warmer, softer flesh beneath. The girl moaned and turned over.

I felt naked flesh and cotton fabric, and realized this was Angel. My hand was on the back of her thigh, right where her loose short pants ended. I slid my hand up underneath the fabric, feeling the dark heat of her ass and pussy.

Angel moaned as I slid my fingers into the crevice where her ass and thighs met, finding the light hair of her girlhood, her twelve year old pussy.

"She's drunk," Amanda whispered very softly, right at my ear. "She's too drunk to stop you, Bud."

I jerked as I felt my cock being touched. It was Carly on the other side of her, sliding her hand over my cock through my pants.

"Don't worry about coming, Bud," Amanda whispered so quietly, which seemed to increase the echoes in my head. "You can come and come all night. Carly can suck your cock and you can fuck these little girls and us, and just keep going. Just let Carly and I help you fuck these girls. They're really drunk. They took Rufies, so they're really fucked up and helpless. They're totally available."

I ran my fingers into the soft triangle where Angel's ass, thighs and cunt all merged. She was hot and damp and she moaned slightly as my fingers slid into her wet slit. Her cunt was right there, and I slid a finger inside.

Angel groaned and shifted slightly, so she was more available.

Shit! Kneeling the the darkness, molesting this helpless little girl was so exciting. And Carly had my cock out now, and was rubbing and touching me, while Amanda was slithering against my other side, masturbating her wet cunt on my hip as she whispered and licked and kissed my ear and neck and the side of my face.

"Touch her, Bud," she said. "Touch your little girl. She called you Daddy earlier, didn't she?

You're molesting your little daughter, and feeling her getting excited by your touch. Are you in her cunt yet, Bud? Are you feeling her soft, hot, wet little pussy, her most intimate and private little slit?"

"Daddy?" Angel moaned in her drugged sleep.

I came off, spraying Carly's hands with my come. She put her hand over the head of my cock and rubbed me with my own hot come, spreading it on my cock and balls. I waited for the feeling of over-sensitivity, my signal I need to take some time and get recharged, but it didn't come. My cock just got more excited as she rubbed it, working it's way to the next come.

I slid my fingers inside Angel's wet slit, feeling her getting wetter yet as I fingered her. I found her ass, and slid up inside. I was hit with arousal by her loose asshole, her well-fucked little ass, made more sexy by that fact. I slid my fingers deep inside her hot, greasy ass, and began to fuck her pussy with my fingers.

She moaned and turned onto her belly, spreading her legs. Her short jammies caught against my hand, and I had to stop to try to re-arrange them.

"Back in a sec," Amanda whispered. I was still trying to move Angel's little pants when she returned a few seconds later.

"Use this," she whispered, giving me a pair of scissors. The ends, I felt in the darkness, were blunted. I slid them under the covers with a rush of excitement and slid them onto the leg of her cotton bottoms and began to cut them open.

I cut them half-way up her butt, then slid the fabric apart and began to grope her softly.

Her legs were spread now, and she was totally available.

I got up and started to undress the rest of the way. I wanted to be naked and against these girls, right there in the middle of them.

I slid under the covers and against Angel, sliding the wet head of my cock over her ass and down into her slit.

I reached on the other side of her and felt a full little breast, Mandy's breast, under her little baby-doll.

I slid over Angel and between Mandy and Angels little bodies. Angel moaned and I kissed her.

"Oh, Daddy," she said. "I love you, Daddy. Are you going to fuck Angel and cousin Lea? And me?"

I looked over where I knew Carly and Amanda were.

"Take off your clothes," I said to them. "Get in bed with us. We're going to have a little family party."

I kissed Mandy again, sliding my hand around her and finding "cousin" Lea's little butt and touching her. Mandy slid her hand down to touch my cock, rubbing her palm over it obscenely.

I felt movement and Carly was in the bed, breathing hard. She kissed Angel, who moaned and seemed out of it. Then I felt Amanda's thigh and newly shaved cunt as she slid into the bed beside Lea, sliding her wet cunt up against Lea's little ass.

I slid over and ran my hand over Lea's slender body, feeling her tiny nipples through the thin T-shirt she was wearing. Angel was moaning and writhing as Carly felt her up, and Mandy had turned and was kissing Lea.

I slid down under the covers, the close atmosphere redolent with girl pussy. I found Lea's panties and sucked her baby twat though them, tasting her damp arousal through the fresh smelling fabric. She spread her slender little legs and I used the scissors to cut the crotch out of her panties. Then I began to molest her pussy and ass, as she squirmed and writhed and moaned.

I licked her pussy, pulling it open to suck her slit and her tiny salty urethra and her little opening. I sucked her ass too, licking and reaming her little, almost virgin ass.

Mandy was moaning and I reached over to find her hot little pussy and slide my hand under her panties. She was wet and ready, and I began to grope and masturbate her marvelous little cunt.

"Oh, yes, Daddy," she said. "I love it when you touch my little pussy."

"Daddy loves touching your little pussy, Mandy," I said. Then I ran my soft, wet tongue all the way from Lea's asshole up through her slit and over her tiny bud of a clit. Lea moaned and arched, and her pussy got wetter.

So I did it again.

She got more excited and so did I with each sweep over her little girl cleft. Lea was wetter and muskier with each long swipe and I was moaning with excitement as I touched my daughter's cunt (yes, that's what Mandy had become to me now) and licked Lea's little nine year old budding twat and ass.

I groaned as Carly went down on my cock, sucking it in totally and deeply. She was moaning and I realized Angel was sucking Carly's pussy now.

Amanda slid beside Lea and spread her legs.

"I don't want to be selfish, Bud," she said, "but my cunt really wants some attention."

I moved over and licked her like I'd been licking Lea. She was so much bigger and muskier and the obscenely slick skin of her newly shaved twat was so sexy.

"Shit, that feels wonderful," she moaned.

Mandy was kissing Lea and sliding her hands down into her little crotch. I cried out as I came again, deep in Carly's mouth and she didn't even pull back, but swallowed my come as I ejaculated deep in her throat. I could feel her throat moving as she swallowed, massaging the head of my cock, and that alone made my come keep hitting until I thought I would scream.

I moved onto Lea, spreading her little legs and sliding my wet cock inside her tight little pussy. She moaned and kissed Mandy harder. I kissed Amanda wildly, more a mutual tongue bath than a real kiss.

I pulled Mandy over and spread her hot little legs. I pulled my cock out of Lea and slid into Mandy, deep and slick and hot. She moaned and I fucked her pussy, feeling her orgasms as they moved though her wet cunt and along my cock.

Angel was crying and moaning and I slid my hand over her little conical budding titties.

"Yes, Daddy," she said. "Touch your little girl."

I pulled her wet, cunt dripping face to me and kissed her, pulling so hard on her little top the buttons were tearing free.

"Oh Fuck, yes, Daddy," Angel moaned. I got to her pussy, soaking with excitement and Root, and began to finger fuck her. Then I crawled over Mandy and slid my cock from Mandy's coming twat to Angel's pussy and began to fuck her as well.

I was just flying on the pleasure, and the room was filled with the smell and sounds of sex. I kissed Angel, licking at her lips like a cunt and going down on her tongue.

Then I moved to Amanda, kissing her and licking her and putting my cock in her eager, hot pussy. I fucked her, this woman who seemed now to be my wife, loving her excitement and the powerfully musky smell of her arousal.

I found Carly and slid my hands over her full ass, and found her asshole. She moaned as I slid a finger inside. She was delightfully loose, well fucked back there, and I felt a surge of exhilaration as I realized I wanted to fist-fuck this woman's big ass.

Yeah, it was really sick. So is fucking nine year olds. So is talking about raping a neighbor. So is fucking your student and her mother at the same time.

And I loved those things. So I kept my cock inside Amanda's cunt and pulled Carly toward me.

I needed to wet my fist, but that was easy. Carly was creaming heavily, so I slid my fist up her tight cunt. She groaned.

"Oh, Holy Christ, yes," Carly moaned. I can see where her daughter learned to swear like a sailor during sex. She listened to her mother.

I fist fucked her pussy, feeling her getting wetter and looser. It was strange, but her very loose ass really excited me.

I moved my hand out of her cunt and put a bent finger to her asshole, rotating it as I pushed inward.

"Oh, shit, oh shit, oh, Fucking Christ, YES!" Carly moaned. I pushed harder, feeling my bent finger opening her asshole entering the open space beyond. Carly began to cry and scream, but in pleasure.

"OH, god, yes. Shove your fucking fist up my ass. Fuck my asshole, Bud, fuck it deep!"

Her asshole was expanding, unbelievably large, as my fist forced it's way inside of her. I felt the hot greasy walls inside of her and just kept on going.

Suddenly my fist was inside of her, and her ass was tight around my wrist. I fist-fucked her ass, and was almost crying with arousal.

Amanda moved and I felt Angel on my cock, licking and rubbing it. Amanda was touching my arm, feeling my forearm as I deep fucked Carly's ass, deeper with each thrust.

"Oh, yes, Bud," Amanda said softly. "You're Hill Folk all right. Whatever you want, you just do it."

Amanda began to masturbate herself. The night-light had seemed very dim, but my eyes had adjusted to the light, and I could see Amanda squatting on the bed, her fingers rubbing her slick bare pussy as she watched me fist-fuck her friend.

Yeah, it was weird, and yeah, I didn't care at all. I was just consumed by the moment, totally aroused and nothing else. I could feel the inside of Carly's ass, it's interior rubbing along my fist and I shoved deep inside and I was totally into it, not caring what I or anybody else might think later.

If there is such a thing as Zen fucking, I was there.

I grabbed Amanda and kissed her, then pulled Angel's mouth off my cock.

"Daddy wants you to go for a cock ride," I told her.

"Fuck my ass, Daddy," she said. "I want my ass fucked to."

So Angel turned away from me, squatting over my lap and lowering her baby fat ass onto my cock, sliding me deep inside her loose little, daddy-fucked asshole. Her real Daddy was big, and he'd loosened her up real nice.

I came off in Angel's little ass as I fist fucked Carly, just awash in the perverse sexuality of the whole thing.

When I finally finished, Lea went with us to shower. She was fascinated by what had happened, and even put her hand up her mother's ass before she showered.

"I want you to fuck my ass too, someday soon" she said softly. I grinned.

Hey, at this point, there wasn't any reason to get all squeamish, right?

We showered, then went back into the bedroom, where Amanda and Mandy and Angel were still having sex. Angel was almost fisting Amanda's cunt and she was getting off on it, pouring juice out of her overheated, bare twat.

I fucked Amanda again, and Mandy, then cunt fucked Carly.

We spent hours, just fucking and sucking and playing, no holes barred. Lea actually peed on me at one point, just because she needed to and wanted to piss while sitting in my lap. That was just amazingly erotic, me sitting on the toilet, Lea's hot, salty piss pouring over my hard cock. I pushed inside of her little pussy before she was finished, and fucked her as she finished pissing.

Then we went back in to fuck some more.

We finally had to take a break sometime late that night and I got up. I wanted to shower with Mandy and Amanda, my new-found wife and daughter. I was still going, and fucked them both yet again in the shower, coming all over Mandy's sweet little cunt and licking my own come off of her.

"Damn," I told Amanda as I dried her off. "That was one hell of a Root Party."

Amanda laughed.

"No, that was just a baby Root Party, to introduce you to the concept," she said with a grin. "Wait till you try the real thing."

Chapter 6

I woke up the next day, my cock still erect, with no hangover at all.

Lea was pressed up against me, and my cock was snuggled in her ass.

I'd come on her at least once.

Damn, even sound asleep the Root was working. I'd had the most amazing, impossible yet totally realistic dreams. Dreams of all kinds of wonderful things, from sweetly making love to a girl of maybe six to brutally fist fucking another very young girl.

I awoke or was woken up several times in the night, either by someone fucking me or girls fucking nearby. And I must have awoke eight or ten times, just to slide against the nearest body and try to find an opening.

Carly must have sucked my cock for hours at one point, as I slept and dreamed and came off in her mouth over and over.

I'd awake to a pussy on my face or sliding onto my rigid cock, and just suck or fuck whoever was there, just enjoying giving them pleasure and taking my own. Lea even woke me up once and dragged me off the bed. She made me fuck her pussy again, and cried out as she had a little orgasm. Then she asked me to ass fuck her and I whispered nasty things about how sexy fisting her mother's ass had been. Her ass was nearly as tight as her pussy, but after I opened her up with my cock, I got four fingers inside her and she made me promise to help get her open enough to be fist-fucked, at least up her ass, though she wanted a pussy like her mother's as well.

Then we went back to bed, and I fell asleep with my cock deeply snugged in her little ass.

That night was almost sexier than that evening, since my dreams were unfiltered by any reality or limitations of physics or human ability. While the reality of many of the dreams I had would have been either painful, fatal or unbelievably grotesque, the dreams were unfazed by this, and they were simply wonderful.

I woke once from an unbelievably erotic dream, where I was attacking a woman in her house and raping her, in a most amazingly vile and erotic way. I realized that Amanda was whispering softly in my ear, while Mandy used her own body to simulate the rape victim. I lay, half awake and half asleep, seeing and feeling all the things Amanda's lewd whispers gave life to, as well as really being sucked and fucked by little Mandy.

That time I screamed when I came off. That woke everyone up, scaring the hell out of them.

Then there was laughter, a brief orgy of fucking, and back to the dreaming or dreamlike state we were all enjoying.

When I finally awoke, as I said before, Lea was sleeping with my still hard cock in her little ass crack. I'd just come again in my sleep and she was dripping with my ejaculation.

I rolled over, sliding my hand down to spread my come over her little ass. She moaned.

"That feels nice," she said.

"Yeah, it does here too," I said.

I just lay and rubbed Lea's little ass. My cock was still hard and the dreams or hallucinations or whatever they were still flirting in the dark corners of my brain, beckoning me to enter the shadows and embrace them.

Lea turned and snuggled her naked body against me. She slid a little leg over my hip in invitation and I touched her little hairless, damp pussy, well fucked and sucked over the night.

I found her little opening, somewhat swollen from being fucked. Hell, she'd lost her cherry only yesterday.

"I'd love it if you'd teach me, Mr. Carlson," she said. "I'd like to learn everything. I want to love sex, like Mommy does."

I nodded. God, what a wonderful goal to have. To love pleasure, to enjoy sex of all kinds. I remembered both times I fist fucked Carly yesterday and slid my finger's into Lea's swollen little pussy.

She moaned.

"That hurts really good," she said softly, leaning up to kiss me.

I slid my fingers out and moved my cock along her swollen slit, gently masturbating her like I did yesterday.

"I came when you fucked me on the floor last night," she said. "That was really nice. Thank you."

She kissed me again, and I slid my tongue in her mouth, even as I slid my cock inside her little slit, making her more aroused and wet with each stroke.

"Mr. Carlson, I love that," she said. "Thank you for making me come yesterday, when you were getting ready to pop my cherry."

I was making her come again, and feeling her slit getting wetter and hotter as I ran my cock along it was so sexy. Lea moaned and orgasmed, making me and herself even wetter.

I took her little shoulder and looked at her, her freckles running across her flat little breasts and down her little belly, as I slid inside her very tight, swollen pussy. She moaned and rolled her eyes as she came off, hard, on my swollen cock.

"That feels so nice, Mr. Carlson," she said. "It kind of hurts, but I like it."

I gently fucked her, as she orgasmed and orgasmed. She was moaning and writhing, biting her little lower lip as the spasms of her comes gripped her. Watching this little girl, coming on my cock as I fucked her baby pussy, was so marvelous.

I finally came off, shoving deep inside her tight cunt, and bringing her off again at the same time.

Then she just moved up against me, kissing me and touching me, as my cock lay inside her pussy.

"Are you two even getting up today?" Mandy asked as she came in the bedroom. She opening the window and light streamed inside.

I had noticed Amanda kept it dark last night, and now I knew why. The Root made your eyes very sensitive.

"LIGHT!" I yelled in my best vampire imitation, which is pretty damned good. "AAAUUUGGGHHHH!!!"

Mandy giggled.

"Well, it will be dark soon, Mr. Carlson, and you can go back to your predatory ways," she said. "It's nearly six in the evening."

God, no wonder last night had seemed so long. We'd slept through the entire day as well.

Mandy pulled back the covers on the bed, exposing my cock, still hard, sticking obscenely into little Lea's pussy.

"Yup, the Root's still working," she said with a grin. "You two need to get up and eat. We kind of forgot dinner last night."

Screw arousal. I was suddenly ravenously hungry. Lea started moving, then moaned and orgasmed again.

"I can't get up," she said to Mandy. "Mr. Carlson has me trapped on his penis!"

She moved again, rotating her hips and making herself come again on my cock.

Mandy looked at me and shook her head.

"Well, you busted her, Mr. Carlson. I guess you have to be responsible for her now."

Lea giggled.

"I want to live the rest of my life with Mr. Carlson inside of me," she said. "It feels so nice."

I laughed. I tried to pull out and Lea tried to keep me in her and we began wrestling, with me pulling back and her driving herself down on me. She was giggling and coming at the same time, and I got so turned on I came in her again.

Mandy shook her head.

"You two are insatiable," she said. "Definitely those Hill Folk pervert types. When you can drag yourselves away from each other, come eat."

She left and I fucked Lea a while longer. It was just so nice, just screwing her because we both wanted to.

Finally I sighed and pulled out. Lea leaned over and kissed me.

"Thank you, Mr. Carlson," she said. "You know where Mom and I live. You can come by any time you want."

We showered together, which led to more groping and touching and playing. Amanda came in with robes for both of us, and we went out to the dining room table.

Chinese food was laid out, tons of it. I hadn't realized just how famished I was until I saw it. And the taste was wonderful, just like everything else on Root.

"How long does Root last?" I asked Amanda around a mouthful of Mu Shoo Pork.

"About twenty-four hours," she said. "You're coming down now.

If you stay up the whole time, you tend to crash pretty hard, so it's a good thing you got lots of sleep."

"It's amazing stuff," I said.

"This was just your first time," Amanda said. "It's not like some drugs, where you build a tolerance. If anything, it's more like the body grows accustomed, so each use tends to be stronger and better."

"Wow," I said.

"I called the school and Ms. Rohrer said take the rest of the week. She wants to see you in her office Monday."

Amanda winked and grinned.

Somehow, Ms. Rohrer did not strike me as the kind of woman who would be at all comfortable with any of this. She was a pretty blonde, tall and buxom, yet very reserved and almost cold.

She did not seem the type to tolerate a teacher just taking off a week for no good reason.

"Bull Roarer probably wants to yell at him," Mandy said. "She can be a real bitch."

"Oh, I doubt it," Amanda said, in that damnable Southern accent. "She probably just wants to get to know Bud a little better."

"Don't forget the party tomorrow night," Mandy said. I stared at her. I had, completely.

"Wow, Bud," Amanda laughed. "First a root party, then Amanda has a get-together. And Cheryl and Leo and Robert will be back to take Angel, so maybe you should take Angel home with you tonight."

Jesus Christ. Even after all of this, the thought of having Angel at home was me was still tremendously arousing. Angel looked over at me hopefully.

"Sure," I said. "That would be great."

I said bye to Lea after dinner. She and Carly were getting ready to head home. I kissed them both goodbye.

"Plan on coming by over the weekend," Carly said. "Groups are great, but so is just a nice little threesome."

Yeah, that's what a threesome was: Just two steps beyond masturbation. Just a nice little cozy threesome.

"God, what will I do if I ever have to make do with one person?" I asked.

Amanda laughed.

"It's fun, for old time's sake. Hell, you move in here and you'll just have Mandy and I."

"Gee, that would be rough," I said.

AS I got ready to leave I dragged Amanda aside.

"I'm going to miss you," I said.

"I am too," she admitted. "But you made Angel a promise, and you two will have a great time. Plan on spending the weekend too, since Leo and Cheryl will be here."

I nodded. Hell, between here and Carly's, I seemed to have a full dance card. Only I wasn't dancing.

"I guess tomorrow night, I'll just be nice Mr. Carlson," I said.

Amanda slid into my arms and licked my lips enticingly.

"Don't be too nice, Mr. Carlson," she purred. "It may not be a big gang fuck, but a lot of the girls love to flirt and most would go a lot further than that. Hill Folk parties like the one tomorrow may get a little wild, but in private they get a lot wild. If a girl tries to lure you off somewhere private, it's probably because she'd like to show you her privates. Don't disappoint."

I nodded.

"Damn it," I said, laughing. "Do I ever have a time where I'm not aroused?"

"It's not just the Root," Amanda whispered. "It's the company."

She kissed me, letting her robe fall open and rubbing her wonderful, naked body against me. I kissed back, touching and petting her.

She pulled back.

"No, no, Bud," she said, sighing sadly. "You have to go home with little Angel tonight and try to make do with her hot twelve year old body."

She grinned wickedly.



Angel looked over at me from the passenger seat of my car. She was wearing a little green sweat-suit, loose on her, which just made her look younger.

"Can we play Daddy tonight?" she asked.

"We can play Daddy now," I said.

She smiled over at me and gently took my hand.

"It's funny," she said. "But Leo always had us call him Leo. He was more a buddy than a father. It was nice, but when he fucks me, it's more like a brother than a father."

I nodded. It seemed to make sense to her, and to me.

"You want a daddy to fuck you," I said.

She nodded.

"Yeah, an older guy who maybe shouldn't be. I know it's weird, but it's probably television. Incest is like so forbidden and awful, so being screwed by your daddy should be, well, really forbidden and awful."

"So you want to have incest with a terrible dirty old man, instead of a fun fuck with Leo," I said.

She laughed.

"Yeah, kind of like that," she said. "I love the thought of Daddy fucking me and sucking me, and doing nasty things with Daddy. And you make a great Daddy, even though you're kind of young."

I nodded. Leo was pretty laid back, and probably seemed much more like an equal than an authority figure. I was a teacher, so an automatic authority figure.

And a pretty damned inappropriate one, it seemed. I actually grinned and shook my head.

"You think I'm sick?" Angel asked nervously.

I chuckled.

"No, Angel, I'm the sick one. I'm the one who's bringing a twelve year old home to fuck her and have her spend the night."

Angle grinned.

"Your a sick pervert, Mr. Carlson," she said. "I like that in a person."

This time we both laughed.

I was sitting in my crappy overstuffed armchair. Angel had been polite about the relative squalor of my living conditions. It was clean and pretty tidy, but the mismatched, aging furnishings and smallness of the little house was kind of pathetic.

"Hey, I'm a first year teacher," I said. "I still have student loans to pay off."

She chuckled.

"It's fine, Mr. Carlson. You just deserve better."

She looked at me with her somber brown eyes. She really is a very pretty girl, with her Oriental features and her new hair cut was just great.

"I'm glad you think so," I said, and kissed her. I pulled her onto my lap and we just kissed for a while, playing with each other's tongues and lips and teeth.

"I love when you kiss me, Daddy," she said. "No one kisses me like you can. And you're nastier about it, too."

Well, the Root hadn't worn off entirely, because I was still hard as hell.

"So you like a nasty daddy?" I asked.

She grinned softly.

"Yeah. I loved last night, when you cut my pants and felt me up."

"You remember that, then?" I asked. "The Rufies didn't screw you up too much?"

Angel giggled.

"We didn't really take any Rufies," she laughed. "We just washed our mouths with whiskey so we'd taste drunk. Amanda told you we were taking Rufies, but that was the first we heard about it. That was your fantasy, wasn't it?"

I had to laugh, mostly at myself. I'd just assumed the girls were really "helpless," while they were just playing along.

"Yeah, it was," I admitted, "and you were great. You seemed really out of it."

Angel smiled proudly.

"Thank you," she said. "It was really fun."

"What else did you enjoy?" I asked.

"Almost all of it. I mean, I really loved when you fist- fucked Carly. Mine is probably big enough for that, if you'd like to try. My other daddy sure tried to make it big with his horse dong."

She grinned up at me in invitation.

"I aso love my butt played with and fucked, and if there's stuff up there and you want to tell me or touch it, I like that too, sometimes, like Mom. But let's keep it all internal, all right?

I had to laugh out loud. Angel is an intelligent, very mature girl, but she is definitely a twelve year old as well. Her serious look and gentle way of saying "eeuuw!" was so charming.

"Okay, nothing outside the butt, okay?"

She grinned.

"I mean, pee is okay, or even enemas, but lets not go into the other stuff, okay?"

I smiled.

"Sure," I said. "I totally understand it's not to your taste."

"EEUUW!" Angel squealed, covering her mouth. "You don't EAT it, do you?"

We both dissolved into laughter.

"You are so bad," I told her.

She looked up and winked.

"I hope so, Daddy," she said provocatively. "I was upset that you let Lea pee on you and didn't tell us. She mentioned it this morning. It would have turned me on too."

"Great," I said. "I think it's very sexy."

Angel laid up against me and touched my lips softly with her small fingers.

"In fact," she said, "I have a really nasty little fantasy I'd love to try with you some day."

I smiled at her.

"What is it?" I whispered.

Angel looked up at me, her almond eyes dark and excited.

"You promise you won't be grossed?" she asked.

I shook my head.

"I can't think of anything that gross," I said. "You want your dirty toes sucked?"

"EEUUW!" she squealed delightedly. "No, nothing that weird. Well, it's weird, but..."

I pulled her to me and kissed her, slowly, wetly and thoroughly. Angel kissed back and I slid my hand down the ass of her sweat-pants, just groping her great little butt. She moaned and almost knelt on my lap, so she was more available.

"Tell me what you think about and I promise I won't laugh. You're such a foxy little thing, you just might get what you want."

She grinned and spread her legs further apart, so I could get to her ass and pussy. She was already damp and she moaned.

"That Root is still working," she said. "Hell, I want to fuck you right now."

"Tell me your nasty little fantasy," I said, "and I'll tell you how nasty it really is."

She moaned as I touched her butt and ran my fingers over her full slit, pulling her open and sliding into her wet pussy.

"I want to get ass fucked and have you piss in me," she said.

Well, that sure hit me just right.

"Shit, I'd love to," I told her.

"I had a dream, Daddy," she said. "Last night. A whole bunch of guys had me down and were fucking me, one after the other."

I was touching her cunt and her little ass as she talked, and I could tell her arousal was growing.

"They all gang-banged me, Daddy, until my pussy was full and dripping with their come. Then one of them pushed inside my ass, and I felt his hot pee as he pissed inside of me."

I was masturbating her now, finger fucking her little cunt and asshole as well, as she told me about her dream.

"Then he pulled out," she went on, "and another guy pushed up my butt and peed. And then another one, until I was all full of hot piss."

She was beginning to come, soaking the crotch of her sweats, and I was having a wonderful time listening to her fantasy. I was beginning to see why Amanda found this so erotic.

"But they wouldn't stop," she said, beginning to pant now. "They kept coming, peeing or coming off in my butt, as the pressure inside my ass increased and increased and increased."

She bit her lower lip and moaned as she soaked her pants with a wonderfully wet come. The Root does that, and it's one of my favorite effects.

"Then this one guy turned me over and mounted me from the front, pushing down on my tummy as he lay on top of me. It felt so sexy like that, but also like I was going to lose control. That part was sexy, though I didn't actually lose control. Maybe, if I was really turned on, it might be okay, but I'm not really into that part."

I smiled and nodded. Enema fantasies don't have to include the results, I suppose. It seemed to be the pressure and suspense that excited Angel, and perhaps the forced aspect.

"Were they raping you?" I asked.

"Playing with me," she said. "It was like they wanted to, so I couldn't stop them. It was kind of like rape, though they were nice about it. It's what Mom calls Force-Fucked."

I nodded. Carly and Amanda had both said that, if memory served. Maybe it was an old Hill term.

"Just fuck them?" I asked.

She nodded with a little smile.

"Yeah. My brother force-fucked me the first time. He wasn't mean about it, or anything, he just wouldn't take no for an answer. It's kind of like date rape, I guess."

Or fucking the neighbor even though she probably would resist, I thought. Must be an old Hill tradition.

I hate to say it, but that just aroused the shit out of me. Force-fucked.

"You like being force-fucked?" I asked.

She nodded.

"Daddy rapes Aunt Mandy, but it's not really force-fucking. It's just a game. I just like being fucked sometimes, not because I want to, but because someone else does. Robert does it all the time, and it's nice."

I nodded. I really needed to sit down and talk with Amanda. All of this gave indications of very old, well worked out traditions. I had to wonder how long the Hill Carnivals had been around.

"I'd say peeing in your ass would be difficult," I told her, "because most guys can't pee when they're hard. But on the Root, I noticed I can pee when I'm hard. So I could pee in your ass."

I was still masturbating her little pussy, holding her lips open around her cunt hole and frigging her cunt and urethra and clit, as well as fucking and reaming her ass.

"I like this a lot," I told her.

"You would't mind trying peeing?" she asked.

I shook my head.

"Are you sure?" she asked. "Cause I want to do it sometime, and I don't want you thinking I'm a pervert."

"It excites you?" I asked.

She nodded.

"Yeah, a lot," Angel said.

"Angel," I told her, "don't worry about it. If you want to do something, do it. If I don't like it, I'll ask you not to do that any more. If I like it, I'll get all excited."

Angel smiled and nodded.

"You're right, Mr. Carlson," she said. "I just think it's kind of gross. I think that's why I like it."

I nodded.

"So I can just relax?" she asked.

I nodded again.

"Yes, honey," I told her, "Just relax."

She smiled and lay into my lap, moaning happily.

"Okay, Daddy," she said softly.

She cuddled up in my lap and let me continue to masturbate her. She slid her hand down to touch my hard cock through my pants, moaning slightly as she became more aroused.

Then my fingers were wet, and her pants and my lap were very hot and wet and super aroused.

"Oops," Angel whispered softly, look in up me both aroused and nervous I might be angry. "I pee-peed, Daddy."

I slid my finger right over her urethra, open and spraying hot piss. My cock was soaked in it now, and I was loving it.

Angel moved up against me, kissing me.

"Oh, Daddy, I had an accident in my pants," she whispered. "Oh, Daddy, that feels so nasty and good."

I slid a finger inside her cunt. She was still pissing, soaking her panties and sweats and my pants and my cock.

"Daddy doesn't mind," I whispered. "Daddy thinks it's exciting that his little girl's peeing her panties."

She moaned and kissed me harder, very wetly.

"Daddy's little girl likes having accidents," she whispered. "Daddy's daughter likes to beat off after them."

"Maybe Daddy will help you beat off after them," I said.

She groaned and shoved up against me.

"Oh, Daddy, I peed and I'm all wet and nasty. I want you to touch me, all wet and nasty. I want you to fuck me and make me suck your cock, all wet and nasty. OH, SHIT!"

She came off, really hard, pissing out the last of her urine. My hand was splashing in her wet crotch, as I finger-fucked her soaking pussy, harder and faster.

"OH, YES, DADDY!" Angel yelled as she came again, soaking my hand in her thicker, slicker come. I didn't stop, but kept masturbating her little, soaked pussy.

"Aaahhh!" she screamed, arching back and then falling on me. Then she grabbed my hand and stopped me from touching her.

"Okay, Daddy, I'm too excited now. It's almost painful. Oh, Daddy that was so nice. I love my perverted daddy."

She unzipped my pants and opened them, pulling out my piss- wet cock.

She began to lick at it, and suck it, moaning in arousal as she sucked her own pee off of me.

"Daddy, would you check to see if my butt is full?" she whispered. "Because when I get real full, Mommy gives me an enema. I'd like it a lot if you would do that for me. You could even check with your cock if I'm really full or not."

Okay, I admit it. I had absolutely no feelings of disgust or second thoughts. I was just inundated with the perverse excitement of her suggestions. Little girls do get enemas, and Linda, my sexual teacher, had suggested them. We'd never tried it, but the thought was still oddly arousing.

I looked down at her hot little Oriental features, her eyes wide with arousal, her body almost trembling as she licked and sucked at me cock and told me her secret practices and fantasies. I kissed her, sucking her whole little mouth into mine and practically consuming her lips and tongue, all wet and fragrant with her own piss.

I pulled back just slightly.

"Daddy will check your little butt any time, and if it's full, Daddy will give you a nice big, warm enema. Daddy could even piss inside your full little ass."

Angel orgasmed, hard, crying out as she peed even more, or maybe it was just a wet come. It didn't matter, it was wet and hot and obscene and wonderful. I groped her ass and slid deep inside.

I was actually disappointed to find her empty.

"Does Angel need an enema?" she asked softly.

"Not yet," I told her, "but maybe tomorrow."

"That would be nice," she said softly. "Your little Angel would love it if her daddy gave her and enema."

"I like your pee pee, though," I told her.

"I love my pee pee, Daddy," she said. "It's really sexy. I'd love your pee pee too, in my mouth or inside my pussy or on my body. Pee pee is one of my favorites, but a lot of people, even Hill folk, think it's kind of icky."

I slid my hand down into the wet, steaming hot crotch of her sweats, feeling it soaking through my pants and into the chair cushion below.

"I think it's fucking sexy," I said and we kissed again.

I got her down on the wood floor. The chair was soaked in her urine, but that was just arousing, seeing the big, dark stain. I went down on her, sucking her little cunt through the thick, hot, soaked fabric of her sweat-pants. The flavor and odor was so arousing, so perversely marvelous. Though the hallucinogenic effects of the Root seemed pretty well gone, the rock hard cock and total horniness was still there.

I know there are people out there shaking their heads. I understand. Last week I was upset by just being attracted to a fourteen year old, and here I am, alone with a twelve year old, fucking her, and planning some frankly perverse things.

Well, what can I say?

I pulled down her pants, spreading her little legs wide, and noticing that marvelous baby fat on her thighs and ass.

Then my mouth was on her little, lightly furred cunt, darker than the surrounding tissues, sucking and licking at her sopping, salty twat, sucking and swallowing her piss and come.

"Oh, Daddy," she moaned. "Oh, Daddy, suck your nasty little daughter."

She orgasmed again and sucked her little cunt even harder. It seemed to increase her spasms, and she came off, wetly and wonderfully, right into my mouth.

I sucked at her eagerly, swallowing her thickish come, much thicker than her piss and less harsh.

"Oh, Daddy," she said. "Oh, that feels so good, Daddy. Oh, Daddy, you shouldn't, but I love it when you do. I love you sucking my pussy, Daddy. No one can suck it like you do."

The word daddy, used over and over, was just battering my brain. I shouldn't be doing this, but she loved it when I did. That just aroused the hell out of me. Her little dialogue was just pushing me past any possible barriers.

I slid my finger over her little ass, the thought of giving this little girl an enema just so arousing. Angel groaned and pushed her little butt against my fingers, so I slid a finger deep inside her little opening. It gave easily and that turned me on too. Her asshole was well fucked, open and available, a well played with and beloved toy for some very adult pleasures.

I moved and put my cock to Angel's little ass, reaming around it with my slick, wet cock head. Then I pushed into her loose, eager asshole, sliding deep into her hot ass.

I fucked her ass as Angel writhed and wriggled, excited by having her well fucked asshole fucked once again.

Then I slowed fucking her, and just lay behind her and forced myself to relax. I petted her back and butt, marveling at her just blossoming body, far too young to be doing this too, and doing it anyway. I relaxed a little more, and felt my bladder give way. Angel moaned and writhed as my hot piss poured into her ass.

"Oh, yes, Daddy, yes," she moaned. Piss in my butt, Daddy. Fill my butt with your hot piss, make it get all big and full and hot. Oh, Daddy, you're pee-peeing inside my butt. Oh, Daddy, thank you for pee-peeing in me. Oh, Jesus, DADDY!"

She screamed, a long, tearing scream, and spasmed so hard she almost seemed to be having a seizure. I continued peeing, feeling the pressure in her ass building as she filled to overflowing with my urine. She was groaning and writhing, her lips pulled back in a wonderful grimace of arousal.

Then she screamed, and arched, and I felt her urine pouring out of her anus and around my cock, soaking me, as she orgasmed again. She cried out and her ass tightened, hard and then she fell to the floor, her eyes rolling. Angel was trembling and moaning and spasming and totally gone.

She woke up in the shower.

"Wow," she said, her 'little girl' voice gone. "What happened?"

"You passed out," I told her.

"Did we really do that?" she asked.

"Apparently so," I said with a wry smile. "You okay?"

She nodded.

"More than okay," she said, a little embarrassed. "Boy, I tell you all that, about my nastiest, sickest fantasy, and you go ahead and do it. That was so great."

"I absolutely loved it," I told her honestly. "It's not something for every day, but tonight it was perfect."

Angel nodded. I'd washed her, and the floor and myself. I was beginning to worry a little about Angel, since she was out of it for so long, but now she seemed okay, if a little distant.

"I called Amanda," I admitted. "She said you probably forgot to breath, and that's why you passed out."

"I've never been that turned on," she said. "I was just flying."

"Apparently, Root does that," I said.

She moved up against me.

"I think my new Daddy had something to do with it too," she said.

Well, if I thought I was done, I was wrong. My prick leapt up at her words. She sucked my cock, and I sucked her pussy, and we got out and dried off and went right in to the bed and had hard, wonderful sex. I played with her marvelous little nipples and she kept saying, "Oh, I like that, Daddy," and "Oh, Daddy, you're coming in my pussy!" and other perversely wonderful things.

We fell asleep, but I awoke later and gently molested her, touching her in her sleep.

Then I pulled her to me and pushed my cock inside of her, putting my hand over her mouth, and she awoke and began to scream and struggle and come.

"My daddy raped me," she said after. "He just couldn't control himself and I'm really glad."

It was another night of wild dreams. I must have fucked Angel ten times in the night, and she woke me up at least as many times. Waking up to a little girl already fucking herself on your cock is an amazing experience.

It's strange that I spent the night with Angel alone before Mandy or even Amanda. Yet it was a very special and wonderful night. We fucked and made love (yes, there is a big difference) and pleasured each other, then fell asleep, only to awaken and have sex again.

She was twelve, but she was no child. She was a Hill girl, like Mandy and Amanda and Lea. A young woman, part child and part very adult.

The next morning I awoke between Angel's legs, using her butt as a pillow and her pussy as a very adult pacifier. She was sleeping, but moaning in her sleep as well.

My cock was soft, for the first time since Tuesday evening. I was sore, almost like I'd been kicked in the balls, but the smell of her hot, sleepy pussy still gave me a rise in no time.

We made love again, twice, and finally got dressed.

"IHOP?" I asked.

"Cool," she said. "I love that place."

So I took my 'daughter' to IHOP. She both called me Daddy and flirted with me. Angel was a good girl when the waitress and others were in earshot, and that made it even more arousing. She sucked at one the strawberries from her plate, fellating it sexily, then grinning wickedly and biting down on it.

"Ow!" I said, and she giggled.

It was fun and light and seemed perfectly normal. It was anything but normal, at least in my life up until then, but it felt, well, right. It felt good.

I took her shopping, which she loved. I like shopping myself, and we walked through the local Mall and window shopped and both of us checked out girls. Angel would get my attention and use her eyes to show me girls she liked, usually older girls with very big breasts.

It was in one of these stores I had a very interesting experience. I saw a Black teenager, a young girl in a very sexy low cut top and a kind of loose, long skirt with a high slit. She was small and lush, quite big breasted and big assed, and with very full lips, very made up, like the rest of her face.

She saw me looking at her and smiled.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," she said.

"Hi," I said. I didn't recognize her.

"I'm Yolanda Smythe," she said. "I'm not in your classes, but my friends are."

I smiled and nodded. Being recognized by students is a pretty common occurrence.

Yolanda looked over at Angel appraisingly.

"Is she family or a friend?" she asked.

"This is Angel," I said. "She's a relative."

Angel smiled.

"Hi," she said.

Yolanda looked at me, smiling knowingly.

"Let me show you something," she said. Yolanda took my hand in hers and pulled me toward the back of the store.

There was a dressing room in back and she pulled me inside, closing the door.

She looked up at me appraisingly.

"Some of the girls think you're not feeling well, and some have other ideas. I have those other ideas."

She took the hand she was holding and put it to her big, soft breast.

"I think you're a real teacher, Mr. Carlson," she whispered softly. "Everyone say's you're from the Outside, but I think you're one of us."

She moved up against me, a wonderful smelling young woman. She was fourteen or fifteen, and in full bloom.

I just reached down and slid my other arm around her, squeezing her proffered breast gently. I kissed those full, marvelous lips, sliding my tongue along them, and she opened her mouth and kissed back hard and hot. Her tongue was pierced and my cock jumped as she ran the hard little ball over my tongue.

The door opened. I nearly panicked, but it was Angel. She slid inside and smiled at me.

"I didn't want to wait all alone, Daddy," she said.

Yolanda turned back to me and kissed me again.

"I knew you busted yourself a virgin," she whispered, slipping her hand down and touching my hard cock through my slacks. "That was the only reason teachers got lots of time off in the Days. You sucking Root too? You gonna be a real teacher, like my Momma and Grandma had?"

I kissed her in answer, sliding my hand down over her hot ass and finding the slit of her skirt. I slid under and she spread her legs for me. Her panties were hot and damp in the crotch.

I was kissing her and groping her great breasts and rubbing her pussy through her panties, feeling bits of hard metal pierced into her folds. I realized her nipples were pierced too, and moaned in arousal. She was hot and excited, rubbing along the head of my cock with her long fingernails.

"I think she wants to fuck my Daddy," Angel said softly. I felt her little hand join mine in Yolanda's crotch and Yolanda laughed.

"You're going to teach her good, Mr. Carlson," she said. "You gonna be a real good teacher, I can tell."

She stepped back and straightened her clothes. Then she knelt in front of me and unzipped me, sliding her hands in my pants and stroking my cock.

"Don't you worry, Mr. Carlson," she said. "My daddy taught me right. I ain't gonna leave you all hard and excited.'

She pulled out my cock and ran her full lips over it. Shit, I'd never been lipped like that, and Yolanda was great at it. I stood and moaned and Angle moved up against me and kissed me.

I looked at her and winked.

She ran her tongue over the head of my cock, sliding the metal ball piercing it over my cock as well. It felt wonderfully erotic.

Yolanda sucked just wonderfully, and it wasn't long before I was ready to come. She surprised me by sliding my cock from her mouth and between her large breasts. She'd pulled down her blouse, and she slid my cock against their naked flesh, rubbing and fucking it between them. She had little metal bars under her dark nipples, glinting obscenely golden against her almost black aureoles. She ran the head of my cock over her erect nipples and the hard metal beneath and I came off, hard. She smiled and moaned as I came on her full, dark tits, spraying them with my white come.

"Pure protein," she said, rubbing it into her big breasts. She stood up, offering them to me.

I licked and sucked at them, so large and delightful. She was so big she hung a bit, but that was sexy too. I sucked at her pierced nipples and licked and sucked at the ends of the bars. Yolanda held Angel's head as she sucked at them too.

Then Yolanda stepped away again.

"I'm coming to the party tonight," she said. "You want me, for anything, you just ask."

She pulled up her blouse, winked and left the dressing room.

"Wow," I said.

"She thinks you popped me," Angel said with a giggle.

"Fair assumption," I said. "She's hot."

"I love her breasts," Angel said. "I hope mine get that big. I want piercings, too."

I grinned.

"It's not the size, it's how you present them," I said, realizing Angel would probably never have breasts like that.

Angel looked at me and shook her head.

"Nah," she said dismissively, just like a guy. "It's the size."

We both laughed as we left the dressing room.

I walked through the mall, awash in a sense of both unreality and delight. I thought that girl was very attractive, and we did things together. So what? We both had fun, and would probably have more tonight. I'd never had sex with a Black woman. I blush to say I'd never had sex with very many woman at all. In fact, if you included Yolanda as sex (despite what President Clinton said, I would consider it a sexual liaison) I'd just had more women this week than in all the rest of my life.

Yet I didn't feel guilty or upset or anything like that. I just felt satisfied and aroused.

I took Angel's hand as we walked around the mall.

Angel and I finally drove back to my house. Angel grinned up at me.

"I guess I should give you a break," she said. "You gotta go to a party tonight. I've never been to a Hillsborough school party, so I'm looking forward to it too.

I nodded. Now that I was a part of this little world, I wanted to know a whole lot more about it.

When I got out of the shower, Mandy was waiting for me in my bedroom.

"Where'd you come from?" I asked, surprised.

"I walked," she said. "It's only a couple of miles. Mom's getting ready for the party. Carly and Lea came over to help. Angel let me in."

I nodded, realizing with a little shock of arousal that I'd had sex with every woman she had just mentioned. And, of course, with Mandy as well.

She'd laid out clothes for me, my usual school outfit.

"I don't wear these at home," I said.

"You wear them for school functions, though, right?" she asked.

"Yeah," I asked.

"Well, that party tonight is kind of a school function. It's a welcoming party. It's not going to be a Root fuck-fest, but I'll bet you get laid at least once, and get to feel girls up. And that's before they leave, and me and Mom get my hands on you."

I got dressed drove Angel and Mandy to Amanda's. It was nearly seven and we arrived along with many of the attendees. Parents were dropping off their kids and girls and boys were heading into the house

It was a young girl/pedophile's wet-dream. The eldest were maybe sixteen, and they went right down to seven or eight.

And all were dressed for a party, some in dresses, other's in more the pre-teen slut image, and others in jeans and bare midriff tops.

I moaned as I pulled up.

"Poor Mr. Carlson," Mandy said. "God, how to choose?"

"I can't just go in and start grabbing," I said.

Mandy laughed, a laugh so much like her mother's.

"Heavens, no," she said. "I mean, you probably could, but that's in poor taste. Hill Folk had to hide their predilections, so we learned to be mostly appropriate in public, and really nasty in private. Flirting is fine. It's an art form around here. And if you like someone, lure them somewhere private. If they like you, they may even lure you first."

Okay, I couldn't blame my seemingly eternal hard-on entirely on the Root any more, since it was wearing off. But my now- familiar erection was there, poking against the fabric of my khakis. Mandy saw it and giggled.

"Wow, Mr. Carlson," she said with a leer. "You're already up for some fun!"

"My new Daddy is always up for fun," Angel giggled.

Amanda met me at the door with a delicious kiss.

"Bud, thank you for coming," she said, hugging me. Then she looked down at me.

"We were worried you wouldn't be up for it," she said. "But obviously we were wrong."

She winked sexily and led me into the house.

Girls were everywhere. Cheerleaders in their outfits, 'Tweens' in their own little groups, a little gaggle of girls dressed in what might be termed "the Eurasian Slut look," and others. I was staring at a black girl's marvelous booty, encased in a very tight, very short skirt that looked almost like blue latex. Her back was mostly naked and she was in shortish heels and simply looked wonderfully tempting. One of the other girls nudged her and she looked around.

It was was Yolanda.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," she said, turning. "We heard you had company this week. It's always nice to see family."

I nodded, even though my family had actually been nowhere near me. That was probably a good thing. My younger sister would be disgusted by this menagerie, and my parents would have me locked away for life if they just knew half of the goings on in Hillsborough.

"Did the class get along okay without me?" I asked her and her friends. I have this "teacher" persona I just slip into naturally. Nice, neutral, slightly distant.

"Miss Rohrer took your class," another girl said. This girl was 'of color, ' obviously of mixed race, and very attractive.

"Bull-Roarer isn't the teacher you are," Mandy said, sliding up against me for a moment, but then moving back a step to seem more 'appropriate.'

But the knowing look on the girl's faces as they watched this made it obvious my 'secret' was out.

"Hello, girls," Miss Rohrer said as she walked up. I turned.

Vice Principle Rohrer is my boss. She's has finely chiseled facial features and is blonde, tall, athletic and willowy. But with her glasses and tweed outfits and rather clipped Connecticut accent, she is also cool and distant. She seems born to be the vice principle in charge of discipline, which is one of her jobs.

"We missed you at school this week, Mr. Carlson," Rohrer said. "I hope everything is all right."

I nodded, unsure what to say. Amanda had called in to the school for me, and I had no idea what she had told them. If there was one person who would blow the whistle on me, Miss Rohrer was it. Hell, I'd been teaching for months at Milner, and had never even heard her first name.

"Yes," I said, purposely meeting her light blue-grey eyes framed by the square lenses of her glasses. "Everything is much better now."

She smiled coolly.

"That's good," she said. "By the way, congratulations on your promotion."

I looked at her in confusion.

"What promotion?" I asked.

She smiled coolly. She obviously relished knowing something I didn't, and getting to rub it in.

"Why, to full teacher," she said. "The school decided you were working out so well, they dropped your probation period from the usual year. It ended this week. So I suppose you'll be staying on at Milner?"

I nodded, surprised. All teachers go through probation, usually for a year, sometimes longer. I'd never heard of one's probation being dropped like that.

"That's wonderful," I said. "I really do like Milner, and Hillsborough.

Rohrer nodded, with a small smile. She looked over at the girls, then back at me.

"I'm sure you do," she said with a look. If she didn't know, she was beginning to guess.

My stomach twisted. While this was a lot of fun, it was also way out on the fringe. Hell, it was right in the middle of Statutory Rape and a lot of other things. If Rohrer got an inkling of what was going on... 

"Well, I can't stay," she said. "I have a function I just have to attend."

She offered me her hand and I took it.

"Congratulations, Mr. Carlson," she said with a cool smile. "And welcome to Hillsborough."

She nodded slightly, and walked away.

The girls visibly relaxed.

"Wow, Bull-Roarer was almost friendly," Mandy said. "She must be sick."

Yolanda laughed.

"Maybe she's got the hots for Bud," she said. "I mean, Mr. Carlson."

"Nah," another girl chimed in. "Lucinda probably has a new girlfriend."

This resulted in a hail of giggles.

"Bull has a girlfriend," one of the girls chanted softly, and everyone laughed again.

So, Miss Rohrer did have a first name, Lucinda. And obviously a nick-name as well.

I'd have to watch out for Bull-Roarer. She had the potential for becoming a very big fly in the ointment I was soaking in.

Mandy smiled up at me.

"Come on, Mr. Carlson," she said, taking my arm. "Let me introduce you around.

We started through the house. Kids were everywhere and I noticed a lot had bottles of beer as well. There were parents around, but no one seemed bothered by open liquor consumption by minors.

I take that back. A woman stood in one corner, her arms crossed, and watched the whole thing with a look of controlled disgust.

Mandy had just introduced me to the Eurasian Slut Squad. Damn. They were dressed in tight pants and bits of leather and very heavy makeup. They were surprisingly polite and friendly, but I walked away with a swirling collage of glimpses of swelling, exposed breasts and tightly cupped pussies rolling around in my brain.

Spirit looked up at me. She stood up and smiled. She's a tall girl, my height, and looks far older than her fourteen years.

"Hello, Mr. Carlson," she said.

"HI, Spirit," I said. She has quite large, high young breasts and a very athletic body. Spirit's long blonde hair and brilliant blue eyes make her look like a Nordic princess. Next to Mandy, she's the sexiest thing at school.

Mandy turned to the woman behind Spirit, who looked at me coolly.

"Bud," Mandy said, "This is Terri Holcomb, Spirit's mom. Mrs. Holcomb, this is Bud Carlson, one of Spirit's teachers."

Terri didn't even look at Mandy as she smiled sourly and took my hand.

"Spirit seems impressed with your teaching style," Terri said coolly.

"I try, Mrs. Holcomb," I said, tying to be cordial despite her attitude. "It's just my first year."

"You seem to be fitting in well," Mrs. Holcomb said, with a cold look at Mandy. Her statement was not a stamp of approval, but almost an accusation.

"I try," I said. Damn it. With Amanda and Mandy and the rest acting like this was perfectly normal and accepted, I'd managed to forget that there were a lot of people out there who would not agree.

And those people could see me put in prison or worse.

But Spirit interrupted my nervous musings.

"Can I have a beer, Mom?"

"Certainly not, Spirit," Mrs. Holcomb snapped. "It's not appropriate."

I nodded, just an automatic reaction to her statement. Having a beer at a teenage party really isn't appropriate. But Terri saw and smiled.

"See, even Mr. Carlson agrees," she said and became noticeably less frosty. "Hillsborough does things differently," she told Spirit, looking right at me, "but it doesn't make them right."

I nodded again. Hell, she sounded like the voice of reason around here. She smiled even more, sensing a mutual attraction.

It wasn't. I didn't want to hear a voice of reason. I wanted to cover my ears and run away, making loud humming sounds so any voice of reason couldn't break through.

But some deep part of me was waking up, as if drugged to sleep by all the available and wild sex I'd been having.

I felt a huge wave of doubt.

A man came over, an athletic guy of about thirty-five, with his balding brown hair cut very short in an apparent attempt to hide his thinning hair.

"Oh, this is Mr. Holcomb," Mandy said. "Bob, this is Bud Carlson."

I saw a flash of desire in his eyes as he looked at Mandy, then he smiled and gripped my hand.

"Nice to meet you, Bud," he said. "Spirit has a lot of good things to say about you."

Mandy excused herself and moved away, sliding much closer to Bob than necessary as she slid past him. His eyes widened slightly as she rubbed against his body.

I realized that Terri could not see this, since my body acted as a shield, and Mandy's hand "accidentally" slid along the front of Bob's pants as she slid her body past.

Then she was gone.

We stood and made small talk. It was obvious Bob was nervous here, surrounded by these attractive girls and women while his wife watched him like a hawk.

"We really should be going, Robert," Terri said finally. "These kids are just going to get drunk and no one is going to a damned thing about it."

She was right. The kids were drinking beer and some were smoking cigarettes, and the other parents were just watching. Terri must have seen my discomfort, because she stepped much closer than necessary to say goodbye.

"Well, Mr. Carlson," she said, looking up into my eyes, "try to enjoy your party."

I nodded and they left, dragging an obviously reluctant Spirit with them.

I watched them with a deeply conflicted feeling. Spirit looked miserable, and I couldn't blame her. Her friends were all here, having fun, and she was not allowed to be a part of that.

I felt a hand on my arm and smelled Amanda behind me. Her perfume is old fashioned, flowery and wonderful. I turned and managed to smile.

"Did Terri and Bob leave?" she asked. I nodded.

"Poor Spirit," Amanda sighed. "She was looking forward to this."

Amanda looked wonderful. She was in a party dress, rather low cut and short, and her strawberry blonde hair was pulled up on top of her head, accentuating her lovely long neck.

She was nicely made up and very desirable.

"You look great," I told her.

"Why, thank you, Bud," she said. "Mandy and Lea finally went in back to change, so they'll be out in a bit."

We walked together through the party. Music was playing rather loudly and some kids were starting to dance. But I kept noticing the beer and cigarettes, and I too was bothered.

Amanda looked over at me and took my hand. She walked me back into the kitchen. But it was full of people, so she took me down the hall and into her room, closing the door behind her.

"What's wrong, Bud?" she asked.

"Terri was upset because of the liquor," I told her. "And the cigarettes."

Amanda nodded.

"So kids at a unchaperoned party wouldn't be drinking or smoking?" she asked.

I shook my head.

"I'm not dumb," I told her. "Of course they would be."

"So we shouldn't allow it, so they can learn on their own?"

I sighed. I knew her argument, and it made sense. Of course kids experiment, but this seemed like condoning it, or even encouraging them.

"Bud," Amanda said softly, "Hillsborough is different. It's fine that you are a little uncomfortable.

This is strange to you. Now, if you went to a party in France, and the young people were drinking wine and smoking, just like their parents, you'd probably just shrug, because that's a different culture. Hillsborough is too, as different as any foreign country. Don't feel you have to just accept everything at once, but don't just dismiss it out of hand, okay?"

I nodded.

"It just seems strange," I said. Amanda nodded.

"Yes," she said wryly. "It's so much better if teenagers go out on their own, get drunk and stoned, fumble around with each other in the dark and try to drive home drunk and often end up getting killed. That seems to be an acknowledged truth in America. We don't hold with it."

I nodded. I had two good friends in high school killed in a car accident, along with four other kids from school, doing just that.

But it was blamed on the stupidity of the kids, not the fact that what they were doing was an accepted and even glorified custom of high school.

Had they got drunk at home, and screwed around a little, and their parents just watched proudly as their children became adults, they would still be alive.

"They don't drive afterwards?" I asked.

Amanda laughed.

"They're mostly middle school or younger, Bud. They're not near old enough. Their parents will pick them up tonight. So even if they're really drunk, they're at least safe."

"And smoking?" I asked.

Amanda shrugged.

"It's not good for you. They know that. But they need to try it. You never smoked?"

I laughed. Hell, I'd had a cigarette with Leo just this weekend.

"You can't live their lives, Bud," she said. "All you can do is support their curiosity and let them find their paths. If that includes helping them explore their sexuality, why not?"

Damn it. Amanda made perfect sense. Warped and twisted, by "normal" standards, yet those standards were in too many cases based in denial, along with a strong message that kids who didn't do these things had something wrong with them.

How can you blame a kid for being confused?

"Well, I should go out and be social," I told her. Amanda nodded.

"You can always use my room, if you want to be a little more than social," she offered.

Yes, that was arousing. Yet the doubts had begun. I knew they wouldn't be going away soon.

I decided then and there that this was just going to be a social occasion, nothing more.

I went back into the living room. Despite the beer, and occasional hard liquor, the party was pretty controlled. Kids were dancing, in ways that were very adult, but I had seen that in my student teaching days.

You tried to minimize it, realizing at the same time that kids were probably fucking under the bleachers or in deserted rooms.

You just kept things to a minimum in the dance itself, and shrugged off the rest.

But here the boys and girls, and girls and girls, and a couple of boys as well, were openly dirty dancing. Parents smiled as their kids had fun on the dance floor, and some couples were kissing, very openly, both on the dance floor and in chairs or on the sofa.

No one tried to stop them.

I felt a hand on my ass, and felt a pair of breasts against my back.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," Yolanda said.

I turned and was hit by the odor of rubber. Her skirt was latex. Her top was basically a bra, that held her big, full dark breasts out like an invitation. She looked wonderful. As I turned, she let her hand on my butt slide, so now she was cupping my hard cock.

"Some of the girls want to meet you," she said. "You want to meet them?"

"Sure," I said. Yeah, my mind raced with possibilities. But this was just a social get-together. I'd already decided.

Yolanda took my hand and led me toward the back of the house. Mandy went ahead, and led us to her room.

A single pretty, very young "girl of color," was on the bed, smiling nervously up at me. She was same girl who'd been beside Yolanda earlier.

She was obviously of mixed race, not just Black and white, and just lovely.

Yolanda turned and unfastened her bra between her breasts and let it fall away. I stared at her full, dark, big tipped breasts.

"You wanna fuck a little nigger girl?" she whispered.

The word threw me. It was both shocking and very erotic.

"Once you go black, you never go back," Mandy said with a giggle.

"You ever fucked nigger pussy?" Yolanda asked softly, moving up against me and sliding her full lips along mine. "You like kissing my big nigger lips?"

"You're terrible," I said, trying to think. "Where'd you learn words like that?"

"The same place I learned words like fuck, and suck, and come," she whispered, moving harder against me. "I think you like my little nigger body."

Mandy giggled.

"He's desperate," she said. "He'll fuck anything."

"He must be, girl," Yolanda shot back. "He's fucking you, ain't he?"

Mandy grinned at her friend's comeback. Yes, it was obvious this patter was something they did. Ugly as it seemed on the outside, there was a deep affection beneath it.

"I've never had a black girl," I said.

"Just close your eyes and pretend you're fucking an animal," Mandy said. "It's not far off the mark."

Yolanda took no offense.

"He will be fucking an animal," she said softly, licking those full lips. "Not some scrawny, uptight, tight-assed white- trash slut."

Mandy laughed.

"You two have fun," she said. "I'm going back out to the party."

Mandy left, closing the door behind her, leaving with with this young Black girl and her friend on the bed.

Yolanda smelled wonderful and I realized she was wearing a strongly musk-based perfume that was scenting the air around her.

"My pussy is pierced," Yolanda whispered. "I got lots."

I knelt down, and she spread her legs. She was wearing thigh highs, black ones, but no panties at all. The sudden bulge of swollen dusky thigh skin above her thigh-highs and her pussy hair, shaved to a tiny line over her mons and totally absent below was so sexy. She had golden rings the length of her outer lips, and her inner lips were long and dangling, and pierced as well. I could smell her aroused cunt and it smelled wonderful.

I sucked her inner lips into my mouth and she moaned. I didn't even hesitate, but slid my fingers inside her dark lips, opening up her obscenely pink slit.

I opened my mouth and sucked her wonderful pussy in my mouth. She tasted wonderful, strongly musky and sexy. Yolanda moaned.

So did I. I sucked and licked at her full cunt, dripping with arousal.

She was oiler, greasier than a "white" girl and had a different flavor and odor, not at all bad, but deeply provocative in its variety.

She orgasmed at that point, groaning deep in her throat and squeezing thick white fluid from her dark pussy. I slid my fingers up inside her very moist little twat and Yolanda squatted, spreading her legs lewdly for me. I finger-fucked her milky cunt, licking at her rings throughout her pussy and getting more turned on by the second.

"You didn't ask if I could watch," the girl on the bed said softly.

"You're watching, aren't you?" Yolanda answered. "Mr. Carlson don't mind, I'm sure. He's got a mouthful of prime dark pussy meat. He isn't thinkin of anything else."

"That's Shira on the bed," Yolanda told me. "She's cherry. She never seen a guy fuck a girl, so I said she could watch. You can touch her if you want to."

"But he can't have sex with me," Shira said softly. "My parents won't let me."

"Shit, girl, don't you listen?" Yolanda replied. "If he's a real teacher, he'll pop you whether your folks want it or not. Teachers have that right."

A wave of arousal engorged me. It's the only word that fits. Yet at the same time I realized I was going down on this young girl and ready to fuck her.

And I'd promised myself this was a purely social occasion.

I just pushed that thought aside. It was a little late to change my mind.

I stood up and kissed Yolanda's very full lips, and she kissed back eagerly, licking her fluids from my lips and mouth. I pushed her gently back and she lay on the bed, spreading her legs obscenely wide under her short, rubbery skirt.

Shira moved slightly to the side, her eyes wide as I unzipped my pants and pulled them down. My cock was very ready.

Shira stared at it.

"I've never really seen one before," she said. "Can I touch it?"

I nodded and Shira took it gently in her hands, looking at the unfamiliar object. Then she leaned forward and gently touched it to her lips, lapping at it experimentally.

"Go for it, girl!" Yolanda said encouragingly. "Suck Mr. Carlson's dick."

Shira opened her mouth and slid my cock deep inside her hot mouth. I groaned in surprised pleasure.

"She ain't done it before," Yolanda said with a laugh, "but I been teaching her. She gives great head to Popsicles and bananas."

Shira pulled off and licked my cock. Her tongue was pierced to, and she was very good at it. I moaned and Yolanda smiled.

"She gonna be a hot little piece once you bust her, Mr. Carlson," Yolanda said with a wink.

Shira pulled off of my cock for a moment and looked up at me.

"My folks call Yolanda a slut. They don't like me hanging with her."

"Do you think she's a slut?" I asked. It was strange. I was like I knew what to ask, what to say. I wasn't here to push Shira into sex, but simply to make that a possibility.

Shira hands were trembling slightly as she cradled my cock in them. She seemed both nervous and aroused. She spoke to my cock, not my face, when she replied.

"I think she's lucky," Shira said softly. "She's not scared like me."

I nodded.

"You're doing great," I told her. "I'm loving it."

Shira smiled up at me, and sucked me into her mouth again. She was new, but she was both eager and educated. She gave a great blow job.

"Okay, Shira," Yolanda said, touching her own pussy. "I want to get some too. Bring that cock over here and help get it in my cunt."

I moved between Yolanda's wide spread, hefty thighs. Yolanda used her fingers, with their long, manicured nails, to spread her full thick pierced lips lewdly open. Her cunt lips were almost purple black, but her slit was bright pink, with her cunt hole gaping open, obscenely inviting my cock to fuck her.

Her asshole puckered out invitingly too, and was blackish purple against her lighter skin.

"She looks so great," Shira whispered.

I nodded.

Shira slipped my cock between Yolanda's pussy lips, and found Yolanda's cunt hole.

I pushed gently and Shira watched in awe as my cock disappeared inside her girlfriend.

"That is so fucking cool," Shira said softly.

Damn, Yolanda was hot and wet and ample, like a playground with lots of toys in it. I began to fuck her, hard and deep, feeling her wet walls and the bumps of the end of her cunt bumping against the head of my cock.

Shira was moaning and I realized she was masturbating herself as she watched. I took her arm and pulled her up beside me.

"Foot up on the bed," I told her. "Spread for me."

Shira surprised me by pulling down her jeans, leaving only a tiny white satin thong covering her young pussy.

Shira moved close to me and put her foot up on the bed, spreading her little thong's crotch wide for me. I touched her though her panties, then slid under them and slipped my fingers inside Shira's excited little virgin twat. Shira was hot and wet and very ready, and she was coming in no time. Shira bent up and kissed me, sucking my lips, wet with her girlfriend's cunt juices, and moaning in delight. At the same time she reached over and touched my cock as I fucked Yolanda's cunt. She'd slide her fingers along my cock as I pulled out of her girlfriend's cunt, then feel me as I thrust back in her.

Shira was increasingly aroused as I finger-fucked her little pussy, moaning and writhing and swearing under her breath.

"I want to fuck you," I whispered to Shira. "I want to fuck you every way you can be fucked. I want to open you up so you can enjoy what and who you want to."

Shira groaned and came off again. She was panting and jerking and making little sighing sounds as I masturbated her and fucked her girlfriend.

Yolanda groaned and her pussy tightened on me as she came off.

"Fuck, yes, fuck my nigger pussy," Yolanda moaned. "Fuck yourself some real woman," she said.

I starting screwing Yolanda harder and she pushed back, inviting my driving cock deeper inside her pussy. She began writhing and coming. The wet slap of her pussy and ass against my hips as I fucked into her was so energizing, making me go even faster and harder. And Shira had her hand flat on Yolanda's twat now, feeling her girlfriend and me as we fucked, hard and wet and nice.

"Oh, shit, Mr. Carlson likes nigger fucking," Yolanda moaned. "He's found out what he's been missing, not fucking that hot nigger cunt."

She cried out as another orgasm gripped her and I came off, deep inside her, feeling her cervix against the head of my cock and my jism as it soaked her inside.

I groaned and jerked as my come kept up. The Root was not entirely gone yet.

Then I sighed.

"Shit, that was nice," I said.

"Like Mandy said, Mr. Carlson," Yolanda said with a grin. "Once you go Black, you never go back."

Shira insisted on washing my cock, so I gladly let her. We went in the bathroom and Shira used a wet washcloth on me, and then her tongue and mouth. Then she slid my cock back in my pants and washed my mouth with the washcloth, again using her tongue and mouth to finish the job.

"Thank you for letting me watch," she said. "You can do that to me any time you want."

"What about your parents?" I asked.

"You're a teacher," she said. "Like Yolanda said, you can do what you want. And so can I."

I nodded. In a way it seemed crazy. Yet in a way, it made perfect sense.

We walked back into the party separately, not because we discussed it, but because both girls seemed to assume this was the way it was done.

The party was going strong and was wonderful fun. Though a few kids got pretty drunk, most didn't. And the dancing never progressed beyond dry humping, though some couples did disappear in the back of the house for a while. That included an adult couple, who made little secret of the fact they were going off to "do the deed." And there was a lot of kissing and groping going on, between the adults couples and the coupling kids, and often between an adult and a youngster.

I watched, amazed. Here was a safe party. Sure there was drinking and flirting, and touching and fairly open sex.

But it was in a safe environment and in an atmosphere of acceptance. And no one would be driving home drunk and dangerous.

Amanda walked up beside me.

"Once you go Black, you never go back," she whispered.

I grinned.

"It was pretty damned nice," I admitted.

"Shira wants you. I told her to come stay with Mandy next weekend. Is that all right with you?"

I admit, I was shocked. I mean, I was getting the feeling Amanda didn't have a jealous bone in her body, but arranging for my sexual liasons?

I smiled.

"If you insist, honey," I said and she laughed sexily.

"I'm sorry, Bud, but there's a lot of virgins and horny girls out there. It's a tough job, but somebody has to do it."
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Chapter 7

"Hi, we're here to pick up Lilly and Carl."

I smiled. It's amazing that parents would come at two in the morning to pick up their kids. But it seemed to be the way it was done in Hillsborough.

Lilly was laying in a corner of the kitchen, half conscious. She looked up at her parents and giggled.

"I think I've been over-served," she slurred.

Her dress was up around her waist and her panties were askew. Come was dripping down her thighs.

"It looks like you had a good time," her mother said with a smile.

She nodded.

"Yeah, it was great. I don't remember who they were, but they were terrific."

Her father laughed.

"I'm sure a lot of girls said that when I was in school," he said to his wife.

She grinned wickedly.

"They might not have remembered who it was," she said, "but I doubt they said it was terrific."

The man laughed, looking over at me and winking.

"I've been married to this woman for nineteen years," he said, "and she still doesn't know good sex when she has it."

The woman smiled and kissed her husband, then they both leaned over and helped their drunk daughter to her feet. They gently helped her walk into the living room.

"You're not going to mind if Daddy fucks you now, are you?" her mother asked. "He likes well fucked pussy."

The father grinned over at his daughter.

"Yeah, I married your mother, didn't I?"

"Bastard," his wife smiled and kissed her husband again. They had been married nineteen years, yet they acted like newlyweds.

Horny newlyweds.

They gathered their son, who had been kissing and feeling up a girl and her mother when they came in, and went the front door.

"Thanks for a great party," the girl said, trying to focus on me and failing miserably.

Mandy came up and slid her arm around me, laying her head on my shoulder, as I watched them go down the sidewalk towards their car.

"It was a great party," she said.

"Did you have sex?" I asked.

"Did you?" she replied. "Of course I had sex. I'm your slutty little daughter."

I smiled and kissed her. She slid into my arms, and kissed back. Kissing Mandy was different: Warmer, closer, more sensual. She and Amanda were both special, no doubt about that.

"But I'm always available for my daddy," she whispered. "You're a nigger-fucker now."

I pushed her away playfully but my voice wasn't playful.

"Mandy, that's awful!" I said.

She shrugged.

"Yolanda started it. Her family calls themselves the Smythe Niggers, because most Smythes are white. It's kind of a badge of honor.

"Nigger is an ugly word," I told her.

"Cunt is an ugly word," she shot right back. "I love my cunt. I love my nigger friends too."

I sighed. Obviously, this wasn't going to go anywhere.

"Besides," Mandy said with a smile, moving up against me again, "Yolanda said you liked it when she told you to fuck her nigger cunt."

I nodded. Yes, like Daddy, that word just made everything more forbidden and therefore more exciting.

"I did like fucking her nigger cunt," I admitted. Mandy laughed.

"Once you go Black, you never go back," she said, and laughed again.

Amanda was already in bed, sitting up with a book. She took off her reading glasses as we came in.

"Is that it?" she asked.

Mandy nodded.

"Yeah, the Arnolds and the MacDonalds were it," Mandy said. "Lilly was really shit-faced, but she got gang-banged, so she's happy."

Amanda smiled. Nothing wrong with that, obviously. Just a good party, and everyone was headed home safely.

Wasn't that the important thing?

Amanda smiled up at me.

"Did you get well fucked, Bud?" she asked. "You got more pussy than Yolanda, didn't you?"

I shook my head.

"No, that was it. I sat and talked to a lot of the students. There was a lot of flirting, but nothing more."

Amanda nodded.

"A lot of them will wait for you to make the first move, Bud," she said. "Don't be shy about it. A girl doesn't want to beg for it."

"Yeah," Mandy said with a grin. "That's the guy's job."

"Not if what Yolanda was saying was true," I said. "She said teachers don't have to ask."

Amanda nodded.

"That's right, Bud," she said. "They're not harsh about it, but they can do what they think is the right thing."

"Are you gonna do the right thing with Terri?" Mandy asked. "She needs it, bad."

I looked at Mandy, my confusion arising again. In many ways, Terri had seemed the only sane one tonight.

"Don't push Bud now, Mandy," Amanda said softly. "That has to be his decision."

"But Spirit is miserable," Mandy said. "She can't have any friends."

I nodded. I remembered Spirit's face as she was dragged away from a party with her friends.

I sighed, thinking about my earlier musings.

"I guess she'd have to lie to her parents and sneak out," I said. "It's really sad."

"We could do that," Mandy said. "What a cool idea, Mr. Carlson."

I shook my head.

"No," I said, "that isn't what I meant." But Mandy was already up and running with the idea.

"Terri hates us, so we have Barbara ask her to stay the night," she said breathlessly. "Her parents would go along with it: They're really cool. Then we throw her a real Root party."

Amanda smiled.

"It's a great idea, Bud," she said. "Maybe we could get Tom and Skyler to go to?"

I was shaking my head. I hadn't meant that at all.

But I'd just had an idea, and I opened my big mouth again.

"They could say they're going hunting," I said. "Leave Terri home to hold down the fort."

"They have a Root party, and you go visit Terri," Amanda said softly. "You do want to force-fuck her."

Shit. I wasn't sure if I wanted to or not. Yet I'd just come up with the plan, and it was a pretty good one.

I sighed.

"I'd have to think about that," I said. "I'm still not sure."

Amanda nodded.

"If it comes time, you'll know, Bud," she said. "I know that."

"Like you know what I'm thinking half the time?" I asked.

Amanda smiled.

"Yes, Bud," she said softly, turning onto her stomach and looking up at me. "Just like that."

"We is Swamp-Women," Mandy said, in a thick Southern accent. "We got da Power."

"Bud does too," Amanda said softly, looking up at me with those dark blue eyes. "You knew it was okay to bust Lea's pussy. You gave Angel the fantasy of her life, without asking or having doubts. You're a great lover, because you know what women want even before they do."

Mandy smiled and nodded.

"When he relaxes, it's obvious," she said. "Both Yolanda and Shira were amazed at how well he handled the whole situation with Shira's virginity."

I nodded. It was odd, but I almost knew just what to say before I said it.

It made a twisted kind of sense, like everything here.

"So you do magic?" I asked.

Mandy laughed.

"No, that's more complicated. Seducing you was just Low Magic: Bitchcraft."

"You really practice Magic?" I asked. "Or is that Magick with a 'K'?

Amanda chuckled.

"We call that Mag-ich," she said, making a guttural sound deep in her throat. "No, it's European Witchcraft, by way of Deep South Voodoo."

"You really do that?" I asked them.

Mandy smiled at me and kissed my nose.

"Yup," she said. "Your under-aged shack-job is a witch," she said. "So's Mom."

"But not like real witches, right?" I asked.

Both Mandy and Amanda laughed.

"What's a 'real' witch, Bud?" Amanda asked. "We really don't fly around on broomsticks, if that's what you mean."

"Well," I shrugged, confused. "I don't know. I was just asking."

Mandy smiled and moved up close against me.

"I wouldn't mind riding on your broomstick," she whispered, rubbing against my cock.

Amanda rolled over and got out of bed, slipping up behind me, licking along my neck.

"Two witches," she whispered softly. "No waiting."

Hell, what could I do?

I kissed Mandy and Amanda slid around, joining our kiss. Kissing three-way is so sexily, unbelievably erotic. Especially when two of them are mother and daughter.

Okay, I admit it's strange. The Root was pretty well gone. I'd fucked maybe twenty times in the past two days, maybe more.

Yet I was ready to go, especially with Amanda and her daughter. My daughter. My wife and my daughter.

I moaned and kissed them both as they kissed me and each other.

"We're going to have to try new things, to keep Bud interested," Amanda said.

"I'm already interested," I told her, kissing her again.

"Shhhh, daddy," Mandy said. "That's our excuse for getting perverted."

I groaned. God, I would do anything with these two women. Amanda was unfastening my shirt and Mandy was taking off my pants. I pulled at Amanda's T-shirt top and she moaned.

"It's thin," she said softy. "It's easy to rip."

Why not? I took it in both hands and jerked them apart. The fabric tore, leaving big holes exposing Amanda's full breast, jiggling from having her shirt ripped open.

Amanda moaned and her musky smell got suddenly strong.

"Oh, shit, yes, Bud," she whispered. "You can force-fuck me any time you want."

I spun her around and pushed her on the bed, amazed at how arousing it was to see her breasts bouncing around free of her ripped top, and her legs flying apart, giving me a nice shot of panty crotch.

I knelt over Amanda, and held her hair as I kissed her, being purposely very wet and obscene. She moaned.

I ripped her top the rest of the way open, and groped her breasts roughly.

"Oh, Bud," she whispered. "That's so nice."

Maybe she is a witch, because she didn't cry or ask for mercy. She seemed to know I wouldn't like that, not now. Instead, she told me how sexy what I was doing to her was, how aroused it made her.

And that drove me wild.

"Shit, yes!" she cried as I ripped at her panties. They were tough, and it took a really hard jerk to get them to rip. Amanda moaned and came in their crotch, then I ripped them the rest of the way off and stuffed them in Amanda's mouth.

Her eyes got huge and she arched, sucking at the fabric. I didn't do any foreplay, but just mounted her body and drove my cock into her wet cunt.

"Mmmmphhh!" she moaned into the gag, tightening on my cock with her cunt, wetting me as well with her come.

I fucked Amanda hard, watching her big soft breasts bounce as I drove deep into her again and again.

"Please, Mister," I heard Mandy's voice in my ear. "Please don't fuck my mommy."

I groaned. Damn, how did Mandy know that it was okay to do that? To hell with okay: it was perfect.

I grabbed Mandy's hair and pulled her close to me.

"Okay," I said harshly. "I won't fuck your mother. I'll just fuck you instead."

Mandy groaned and kissed me, sliding up against me. She was naked now, and I groped her as I fucked Amanda, so hard and deeply. Mandy was excited and I could feel come in her pussy, other guy's come. I didn't care. If anything, it made me more excited.

Amanda was coming, a lot, and I grabbed Mandy by the hair and pulled my cock out of her mother.

"Lick my cock clean, slut, cause it goes in you next," I said. "Then lick your poor mommy's cunt. It just got raped."

Mandy licked me, wonderfully, then I pushed her face into her mother's wet cunt. Mandy cried and struggled mightily, even though I really wasn't holding her very hard at all. She was just forcing her face into her mother's crotch and yelling, masturbating her mother while giving the impression this was forced.

It certainly worked on Amanda. She was moaning in the panty gag, and crying and writhing in pleasure. I spread Mandy's ass wide, pulling her puffy, marvelous pussy open obscenely wide.

It was dripping semen from the other men and boys she had fucked that night. I slid my cock along her come dripping slit, then pushed my cock deep into her cunt.

Mandy cried out into her mother's cunt as I began to fuck her.

"No, mister, please," she cried, her words muffled by Amanda's cunt as Mandy struggled to get her face free. "I can't breathe. No, don't do that, please. It hurts. IT HURTS. I CAN'T BREATHE!"

I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing. No, I wasn't getting into the perversion. But I'd let go of Mandy's head when I moved behind her. Yet Mandy was acting like I hadn't, struggling and gasping for breath as her head was forced deeper and harder into her mother's cunt by the 'attacker.' Her screams were totally muffled by Amanda's aroused pussy and it must have felt wonderful, because Amanda was beginning to scream herself, crying out as she came again and again, harder and harder each time.

Then I screamed as I came off, hard and wonderfully, deep in little Mandy's cunt.

We just stayed still for several seconds, as if waiting for our arousal to dissipate after our screaming comes.

"Christ, that was WONDERFUL!" Amanda exclaimed. "Damn, Bud, that was just great. Thank you."

"Next time," Mandy said looking at me, her face dripping with her mother's come, "go ahead and shove my face in Mommy. I love it."

I nodded and smiled.

"Sure," I said. "It was great. I had fun."

"Well," Amanda said, her voice soft, "that's the important thing, isn't it? We all had fun."

We all crawled into the bed, sweaty and wet and come on. Amanda crawled up on one side and Mandy on the other, touching and kissing and licking me and each other. Amanda sucked my cock, my shaft wet with her cunt and Mandy's and the come of the guy's Mandy fucked.

Amanda moaned in pleasure.

"Party cock," she whispered. "I love the taste of party cock."

Amanda moved up and kissed me wetly and I kissed her back, tasting her cunt and her daughter's and my metallic taste and that of other guys and the girls they had fucked and Yolanda and Shira's mouth from on my cock. It was wonderfully arousing.

"I think I like party cock too," I said.

"I have party cunt, if you'd like a taste," Mandy offered.

I took her up on the offer, sucking and licking her swollen, well fucked cunt. She tasted so good, in such a perverse way. Another girl's cunt was on her strongly, and I licked and enjoyed that flavor as well.

Then Amanda pulled me up and kissed me, tasting her daughter's party cunt on me as well.

"Mmmmm," she said. "That's so nice."

"I think Daddy got less than we did tonight," Mandy said.

"How many guys did you have?" Amanda asked.

"Four," Mandy said. "No, five. No, four and one blow job."

I suppose I should have been shocked, but I wasn't.

"Poor Mandy," Amanda said. "Your mother scored seven guys and three cheerleaders."

Now, that shocked me.

"How?" I asked.

She grinned at me.

"We keep extra beer in the basement. I asked some of the football team and cheerleaders to help, then started kissing them." She grinned at me. "The rest is history."

"Wow," Mandy said. "Mom pulled a train!"

"A very short one," Amanda said. "But it was fun."

"Why does your pussy taste like pussy?" I asked Mandy. She shook her head.

"Because it is one? Duuh, Mr. Carlson." She grinned wickedly.

"You know that's not what I mean," I told her.

"I did a cunt to cunt with Bull Roarer," Mandy said with a grin.

"With Vice Principal Rohrer?" I asked in disbelief.

Mandy nodded.

"Sure," she said. "She's gay. Don't let the outside fool you, Mr. Carlson. She seems really straight-laced, but with the right girl she comes all untied."

Mandy giggled at her own joke.

"I'll have to tell her she tasted great," I said and Mandy giggled even more.

"I'd love to see her face if you did that!" Mandy chortled.

We settled down in the bed. Amanda was still touching my cock, getting it harder and using her own pussy fluids to make it wet and slick. I just lay and let her.

I began to moan and Amanda snuggled up against me, turning off the light.

We lay in the darkness, Mandy's young body on one side and Amanda's lusher flesh on the other. Mandy slid down and began to suck and lick at my nipple. I'd never had that done and it felt wonderful.

"Mmmm," I said, "That's nice, Mandy."

She moaned and sucked a little harder.

"The Root's almost gone, Bud," Amanda said. "This is all just you."

She was sliding both hands over my cock and balls and the front of my hips and down onto my ass crack. I was soaked with Mandy and Amanda and my come, and she was using it to make me more and more excited.

"I love that I can whisper to you," she said softly. "I love that I can share my dreams with you."

"I think it's great," I told her softly. "It's like having my mind jacked-off."

"Yes, Bud," Amanda whispered. "I'm fucking with your brain."

She moved closer against me. I could feel her hot breath on my neck and mouth.

"Relax, Bud," she said, very softly. "Relax and be with us."

Amanda was running her hands over my wet cock, and using her own hot juices to make me even wetter. Her fingers ran around the head of my cock, sliding under the sensitive rim and slipping around it in small circles.

I groaned and tightened.

Mandy was sucking at my nipples hard now, and it felt wonderful.

"You did wonderfully this week," Amanda whispered. "You made Mandy and I proud. You fucked Lea. You popped her cherry and got her on a great start."

She was rubbing my shaft and running her fingernails lightly over my cock. I groaned again.

"You fucked little Angel and gave her a night she'll never forget," Amanda whispered softly. "She loved the piss enema, and you let her love it. You didn't judge her for pissing in your lap, but took pleasure in it. Some folks would call it sick, but you just called it different and enjoyed that difference."

Her voice was bouncing around in my head, touching my brain everywhere at once.

"You're one of us, Bud," she whispered. "You aren't an outsider any more. You're one of us. You're Hill Folk."

Amanda was licking my other nipple and my neck and running her tongue over my lips. It was so amazingly erotic.

"You're different, Bud. You can fuck little girls if you want, willing or not. You can indulge your every fantasy with them and on them. You can try any perversion you like, and any time you want.

You can fuck a little girl's shit-filled ass, and enjoy every filthy second of it."

I was moaning and so taut it almost hurt. My senses were on overload, yet Mandy and Amanda were finding more things to excite me.

"It's really you, Bud," Amanda whispered. "The Root pushes you forward, but you choose the trail. You always have choices. The road may fork, but you choose the path to take."

Amanda's finger was in my ass, reaming around inside of me gently. I could feel my sweat running down my body, and the feeling was just more arousing.

"You're special, Bud," Amanda whispered. "You're a teacher. That's a position of honor. The Hills and the Smythes and the Tashes all know that. They've waited a long time for you, and now you're here."

Now Mandy's hands joined her mothers, wet with her own juices. I groaned as Mandy's hands began to run over my cock and hips and ass, softly but insistently.

"I love you, Bud," Amanda whispered softly. "So does Mandy. We both want you to be a part of us, our husband, our father, our son, our lover. We want to be part of you and one with you."

Mandy's mouth had now joined the melange at mt crotch, and her lips and tongue were on my cock head, teasing and sucking at me.

"The Hill Folk are rising," Amanda said softly. "It's time fate gives us a new deal and the cards are already shuffling. It is our time now, your time.

You will be a part of us, all of us."

I groaned as Mandy began to lick and suck at my asshole. I'd never realized how wonderful that felt, and I moaned deep in my throat as her wet tongue reamed it's way inside of me.

"You have the Power, Bud," Amanda whispered. "All three of us do. It's real and it works. And you will learn how to wield it."

I was so aroused my brain was just pounding with blood. Amanda's words seemed to enter that blood, and flow through my body, infusing every single cell.

"You love to fuck, Bud," Amanda whispered in her sour-mash voice. "You love to fuck different women and maybe men, and little boys and girls. You like to try different things, even dark things, even forbidden things. You will try those forbidden things and walk shadowed paths where most would never tread. I see it, and I know it."

I did too. The darkness, hot and wet and wonderful, like a woman's wet come, sprayed and poured into my brain, soaking it in it's musky fragrance. I groaned as the darkness grew, filling my brain with it's perverse, wonderful power.

"I'll be with you, Bud," Amanda whispered in the growing darkness. "And Mandy will be with you. And Carly. And Lea. And Cheryl, who loves your lack of bias about her dark pleasures. A thousand women you've never met but will, a thousand cunts you've nver fucked but will, a thousand pleasures you've never dreamed of but will soon experience: all that will be with you."

Mandy's fingers were deep inside me now, and her tongue, the same tongue that had licked and entered my ass, was now on my cock. I groaned at the thought, the reality, the wonderful and forbidden pleasure of it.

"The Hill Folk and their thousand branches will be with you, and on you and in you, and you in them. Your place is here, and you know that now. You are of us, and in us."

I groaned as Mandy slid her wet mouth over my cock. Then she sat up and I felt her straddle me.

"You'll enjoy pleasure beyond anything you ever thought possible," Amanda whispered. "You already have, so you know the truth of that. There are no boundaries, no limits, no end to your pleasures."

I yelled as Mandy's hot piss hit my cock. I could feel her spraying on me, and yelled out again in unbelievable pleasure at the shocking, wonderful perversity of this. Her piss was spreading and pouring onto the bed beneath me, soaking the sheets and mattress, and I just reveled in the dark pleasure of it.

"You can enjoy your every fantasy, and help us live ours. You'll be our teacher and our friend, our lover and our father, our brother and our mentor. You will bring fulfillment to all of us, and ultimate fulfillment to yourself."

Mandy's urine stream had slowed, the hot, wonderful piss soaking me. Then she lowered herself and her soaking cunt was at my piss-wet cock. Mandy impaled herself on me, her cunt soaking with excitement, and began to fuck herself on me.

"You are my love, Bud," Amanda said softly. "I truly love you, and so does your daughter Mandy. And so does Cheryl and Carly and your new little daughter, Angel and your nigger girlfriend, Yolanda. You will be all of ours, and many others, and they will all be yours."

I was coming so close and Mandy began to bounce on my cock hard, driving me deep inside of her, against the back of her little cunt. The sound of her wetnesses splashing between us was so marvelous.

"Come in her Bud, Amanda whispered. "Come in her piss hot cunt. Come in your beautiful daughter's body. Shoot yourself in her, mark her as yours, make her yours and me yours and the Hill Folk yours. Make your mark, Bud. Do it, please!"

I screamed, full out, throat ripping, gut wrenching screamed as I came off, exploded, inside of little Mandy. I was writhing and gasping and crying out and I kept coming, again and again, filling Mandy's cunt with my come and feeling it flow from her and onto both of us and the bed.

My eyes rolled up and I arched, driving even deeper in my daughter's pussy. The strong spasm was wonderfully hard and taut.

Then I fell to the soaking bed, feeling my cock still deep in Mandy and Amanda's body sliding over mine and her hot, wonderful mouth sliding over mine. Then Mandy was there, still with my cock inside of her, laying on me and kissing and touching me.

It took about a half hour before I was really back. Amanda chuckled as she helped me into the shower, and she and Mandy

showered with me, not saying anything, but touching me and each other gently as we washed.

Then we went and laid in Angel's bed, which smelled of Yolanda and other people as well. The smells were not unwelcome. In my over-awed mind, it was a cave, a place of gathering, and the smell of others was expected in a place of gathering.

I've had some experiences in my life I might term religious or spiritual. But that night was, very simply and appropriately, magical.

After all, I was with two witches.

Yes, I still play the game:

"Your honor, look at the circumstances. Mr. Carlson was under their spell. This was manipulation and brain washing, pure and simple. And Mandy and her Mom were at the heart of it. Surely you cannot hold this simple, gullible, weak man fully responsible for his actions."

Yeah, it would make a great defense, but it's all a lie. I loved it. I was in Heaven, or Hell, or whatever little remote corner of the Twilight Zone that Hillsborough is located in.

And I was having the time of my life, with Mandy and her hot pants and her hotter mother and their relatives and friends. I take full responsibility for what had happened and the coming events.

After all, the path was there, but I was the one who chose to walk down it.

I was living a dream. I knew it could turn into a nightmare. But I was willing to take that chance.

That was the night things really turned in a new direction.

I woke up snuggled against Amanda, with Mandy snuggled up against me. They were warm and soft and great to wake up between.

We got up and ate a light breakfast. Amanda smiled over at me.

"Well," she said, "Leo and Cheryl and Robert will be here by afternoon and staying until tomorrow night. So you might want to traipse next door and visit Lea and Carly. They certainly wouldn't mind.

I grinned.

"Will my penis get calluses eventually?" I asked. Both Amanda and Mandy dissolved in laughter. Then I realized someone was missing.

"Where's Angel?" I asked.

"She's at Leon's house," Mandy said. "He invited her over and his parents said sure. I think they may have wanted to have some fun with her too."

I nodded. It wasn't as if Angel weren't mature enough to make her own decisions. That was the odd thing. These girls, at twelve, were far more mature than your average sixteen or even eighteen year old.

It was as if giving them their freedoms made them more adult, while not destroying a very childlike streak that I saw in both adults and children.

I walked over towards Carly's house. Amanda had called and they were thrilled I could come over.

Lea came running out of the front door and jumped on me, hugging me excitedly.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Thanks for coming over."

Carly smiled down at me from the porch. Another woman stood with her.

"This is Morgana," she said. "She came down for the weekend. She's my cousin."

Morgana smiled down at me. She was a tall redhead, slender bodied but big breasted. Her eyes were green and a spray of freckles ran across her nose. Her lips were full and inviting, so full I thought of collagen injections. And for a brief moment, I wondered if her pubic hair was red too.

Yes, she had that effect on me.

"Yes, the lips are real," she said with a slight Irish brogue. "And yes," she smiled. "I'm a real redhead."

I thought for a second of Amanda and her claims of being a witch and Morgana nodded again.

"That I am, Mr. Carlson," she said. I climbed the steps with Lea, feeling odd. She reminded me of Amanda and Mandy, and it was obvious why.

Morgana smiled and melted into my arms.

I've never been kissed quite like that. It was closer to merging with this woman, this stranger, closer to sexual union than a mere kiss. It was unbelievably erotic.

Carly chuckled.

"Well, I think Bud likes Morgana," she said to Lea. Lea reached up and took my hand.

"I hope Mr. Carlson still likes me," she said softly.

Morgana smiled down at her and squatted in front of the young girl, touching her face gently.

"Of course Mr. Carlson still likes you, Lea," she said softly. "Don't mistake his interest in others for disinterest in you. You need to catch his interest, to enchant him, to make him notice you. Don't just complain, or Mr. Carlson won't like you any more."

Lea looked up at me, then at Morgana. Morgana's soft Irish brogue had the same echoing quality in your brain Amanda's did.

Morgana reached up for me, and I took her hand, helping her rise. She smiled at me, but also stepped back and smiled at Lea.

"Not to worry, Lea," Morana said softly. "I won't go hogging Mister Carlson. After all, he came to see you."

We went into Carly's house. Carly smiled at me and hugged me.

"Morgana's right about us not hogging you, Bud," she said. "But don't forget we're here, either."

I smiled and kissed her.

"I won't," I promised.

Then I turned to Lea and offered her my hand.

"Come on, Lea. You get to be the center of attention today."

She grinned up at me and took my hand.

"I like that idea," she said.

Lea bounced on her little bed.

Her's was a young girl's room, with dolls and stuffed Teddy Bears and a picture of some preteen heart-throb guy on the wall.

Lea sat on the bed, scrunching her legs up against her chest, wrapping her arms around them, and smiled up at me invitingly.

Her skirt was full and short.

She wasn't wearing panties.

Her smooth little pussy puffed out between her slender thighs, looking all the more obscene because of her short white anklet socks with lacy tops and little girl shoes.

"Lea, you look wonderful," I said.

She smiled up at me, not a leer, but more a look of girlish pride.

"Thank you, Mr. Carlson," she said.

I sat on the bed and slid my hand down over her little twat. It was so obscenely inviting, made even lewder by her moan of pleasure as I touched her little pussy.

"Mommy says I'm lucky to have someone like you to teach me," Lea said. "Morgana said she'll teach me too."

I moved her little chin up and kissed her little lips. I gently ran my tongue along her mouth, and she opened her lips and let me inside.

I groaned. This was like a fantasy, a ribald and filthy little jack-off dream, one you feel guilty about afterwards for even having. But it was really happening.

I slipped a finger inside her pussy, sliding along her little slit, finding her damp hole and moving inside. I took my time, just sliding in and out of her little almost virgin cunt and moistening her slit and her tiny clit with her wetness.

Lea moaned and spread her little legs wider, as she began to push her tongue more excitedly against mine.

I slid my hand behind her head, cupping the flesh of her neck, running my fingers along it. She shivered and moaned in pleasure.

"I like my neck touched," she said.

Lea slid her hand down to my cock, running her little fingers along the length of it through my pants and cupping her hand over the head, rubbing me. This time I groaned.

"This is so nice, Mr. Carlson," Lea moaned. "I love your fingers inside of me."

"I want my cock inside of you," I whispered. She groaned.

"I do too, Mr. Carlson," she said, working at my belt.

I unfastened my pants and slipped them down, then pushed Lea onto the bed. She spread her slender little legs and I slipped between them, licking at her naked little pussy.

I spread her open, tasting her little girl flavors and the light musk of her more adult pleasures as well. I found her little clit and sucked at it gently, aroused by her moving her hips up against me, inviting me onward. I slid my fingers down to her little butt and slipped two fingers in there as well, enjoying the little groaning sounds she made as her pleasure increased.

I sucked along her pussy, so young and so excited, licking at her salty urethra and her just maturing cunt hole. She tasted of powder and soap and the darker tastes of her musks and the flavors of her blossoming womanhood and youthful arousal.

I finally slid on top of her, putting my cock to her little slit. Lea moaned as I found her opening and pushed the head of my cock just inside her tight twat. Then I pulled out a little and slid in further, then out, and slid deep inside of her.

She groaned.

"Oh, damn, that's so nice," she said.

I began to fuck her, soft and slow at first, then harder and deeper. She gritted her teeth and let out a little yell.

"Oh, yes, that feels so good," she said. "Oh, yes, Mr. Carlson."

Then her eyes went wide in shock, as she had an orgasm, tightening on my cock in her excitement.

"Oh, dear," she said. "Oh, dear, I think I..."

She cried out as the real orgasm hit, and she arched, her eyes rolling in her head. She screamed aloud, a gasping, wonderful scream as she came off.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," she gasped. "Oh, yes!"

I looked down at this lovely little girl, this nine year old I was having sex with, this little girl orgasming with my cock deep inside of her and my own orgasm hit, hard. I yelled and pushed deep inside her little pussy, wet with her excitement, and felt my come shoot deep inside of her, filling her tight little slit with my come.

"Oh, fuck, yes!" I yelled.

Lea had tears streaming down her face, and she arched as yet another orgasm hit.

She bit her little lower lip and groaned, and pulled her body up against me, still fully dressed but for her lack of panties.

She began to cry.

I held her and petted her hair.

"it's okay," I told her softly. "It's okay to cry afterward."

She smiled at me through her tears.

"It was wonderful," she said. "I've been so excited. I didn't expect that, though."

I kissed her softly and then held her against me as her breathing began to return to normal.

"I came, really good," she told Carly and Morgana as we walked into the living room. "While Mr. Carlson was fucking me."

It was great. Both Carly and Morgana were excited for her, and congratulated little Lea for her accomplishment. No doubts or shock or negative things. Just a wonderful experience for this little girl to have.

Carly looked at her watch.

"Well, that took about twenty minutes," she said with a grin.

"We're just getting warmed up," I said. "A quicky just seemed right at the time."

Morgana smiled.

"You are a teacher," she said softly, her green eyes appraising me. "You know."

I nodded. It seemed I really did.

Carly smiled over at me.

"Well, Amanda invited us over tonight," she said. "Leo and Robert will be there, and they like to fist both my cunt and ass

at the same time, so I'm excited. And Cheryl and Angel will be there, and Morgana, so it's going to be fun."

"She should invite Shira," Morgana said with a smile. "I think Shira'd like Robert. He could be the brother she doesn't have."

I nodded.

"So Amanda told you about Shira?" I said.

Morgana smiled and shook her head.

"No," she said softly. "Amanda didn't mention her. Why?"

Morgana cocked her head and winked at me.

I shook my head slowly.

Yes, I know. I'd begun to slip already. First I meet this crazy girl and her crazier mother, and they have me doing things no man in his right mind would even consider. Pretty soon I'm taking drugs and having orgies and having sex with very underaged girls.

Then I start believing that Mandy and her mother are witches and can read minds and wield strange powers. And, when someone else seems to do the same thing, I simply accept it.

Of course the moment I had a doubt, the whole thing became clear. Morgana obviously had spoken to Amanda or Mandy or someone else in this rather small community, and was just being coy. She was having fun with me, or manipulating me for her own purposes. But there was nothing miraculous here, except perhaps how easily I had almost bought into her scam.

I looked at her suspiciously and Morgana shrugged.

"Believe what you want," she said with a little smile.

Lea smiled over at me.

"Well, I'm happy, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Maybe Mom would like you now."

Carly laughed.

"Lea, we don't just offer Mr. Carlson around like a living dildo," she said, grinning at me. "He might not want to play that game today."

Lea looked up at me apologetically.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I thought guys were always ready for sex."

"I can see how you get that impression," I told her. Hell, most guys were at least always hoping, even though it seldom panned out.

Morgana smiled softly at me.

"Mr. Carlson has to keep up his strength," she said, looking me straight in the eyes. "Your mother and I are going to help him do something very special later."

Okay, Carly could have mentioned Terri to her, since that was Morgana was obviously alluding to. But I have to admit, Morgana was good. It was very easy to believe she did have some kind of powers.

Even though I knew that was really impossible.

I guess I was tired, because I suddenly felt the need to sit down. Morgana reached out and touched my thigh from her seat.

"You should take it easy, Bud," she said. "Your first Root party takes a lot out of you."

I nodded. This whole week had been wild, with very late nights and weird hours. And I'd been stoned on some strange folk drug for three days of it.

It wasn't surprising I'd worn myself out.

"Yeah, I'm kind of tired," I said.

"I hope I didn't wear you out," Lea said, her childlike concern plain.

"No," I told her. "I loved that part. I just feel a little wasted."

"Maybe you'd like a nap," Morgana offered. "You could use my bed."

Her look and her voice both made it obvious she would be in it.

I smiled. She had some kind of game going, but she was also a very desirable woman.

"I'm afraid I'd fall asleep on you," I said.

"I'd love to have you on me, though" she said with a smile. "Maybe I could even keep you awake a while."

Damn it! Did these women go to a special school to learn these lines? Everything you said got twisted into something sexual.

Carly laughed.

"Poor Bud," she said. "You'd think he was the only man in town."

"No," Lea said. "Just the best."

Morgana laughed.

"Well, Bud," she said, "you seem to have a fan club."

I smiled at Lea and over at Morgana. It certainly was starting to look that way.

Morgana looked square at me, her green eyes dark.

"I'm sure you'll have more, after you put Terri in her place."

I'm not sure what washed over me. Arousal, fear, disgust, excitement. All flavored with a very dark, almost primal want.

"I haven't made any promises," I said. This, above everything else, went hard against the grain. Willing young girls was one thing, but rape?

But Morgana smiled.

"No, Bud," she said. "You're not a rapist." Her mouth turned down and she almost sneered at me. Her voice took on a chill.

"You don't have the balls," she hissed.

That hit me like a slap in the face. Morgana looked at me, coldly.

"Boys beg," she said, her voice harsh. "Boys ask and accept defeat politely. It takes a man to win. It takes a man not to beg, but to demand."

I stared at her. She looked beautifully angry, like a Goddess who I had just insulted.

"It's a hard world, Bud," she said. "It needs hard men, not weak little boys. It takes men too tough to be conquered, men who don't back down from a fight or a little bitch who runs her family like her private club. You have little respect for Tom, and I don't blame you. He's a pussy-whipped little boy. But you're no better. You just watch and accept what's going on."

I shook my head. I had not expected this, not at all.

"I'm not Hill, Bud," she said. "I'm Tash. We're the heart of the old clan, the ones who came to America and brought our ways with us. I'm from the Old Country, one of the original clan."

Morgana sighed in exasperation.

"You're all right, Bud," she said. "You might even make a good Teacher."

Morgana stood and walked away, then spun back around. She stood, standing with her hands on her hips and sneering at me.

"But if you have to ask," Morgana spat, "to paw at the door like some mongrel and then slink away if you're not invited in, you'll never be a leader. You would love to rape that woman, and Carly and I would love to watch you do it. She's begged for it for years. But we can't make you hard and help you get it in her. And you can't hide behind our skirts and pretend to be tough, then run away whimpering when someone asks you to be a man."

Morgana started up the stairs, then looked down at me one last time. Her Irish accent was thick now. She was angry and making no attempt to minimize it.

"If you ever want to fuck me," she said, "I hope you'll come at me with confidence and power and strength. I don't fuck little boys unless I think they will become strong men. And right now, you just seem happy being a little boy."

She snorted in disgust and disappeared up the stairs.

I stared after her.

Carly exhaled.

"Morgana's a Tash, all right," she said. "They have a tendency to speak their mind, no matter what others may think."

I nodded. Like everything else around this crazy place, she made a certain warped sense. Yet if she was right, I should follow her up the stairs and rape her, just to prove I could.

And that was just plain crazy.

"What does she want?" I asked.

Carly shrugged.

"I guess she expects you to be a Tash man. They're a warrior clan. Their woman are strong and independent, and so are they."

"So they beat up women and rape them?" I asked.

Carly laughed.

"If you try that with a Tash woman, you'd better be ready for a real fight," she said. "Or most Hill girls, for that matter."

She sighed and touched her head, as if trying to figure out what to say to me.

"Terri's weak," she said slowly. "She's bitchy and controlling and impossible to please. But Tom does nothing to stop it. I think he's bought into the idea that if you are nice and polite, things work themselves out. Instead, Terri's now in control."

I nodded. Yet Terri seemed to have the right idea, or was at least on the right track. She was trying to do what was best for her family. If nothing else, she was obviously acting out of love.

"But raping her isn't going to change things," I said.

Carly shrugged.

"Probably not," she sighed. "Maybe that's why the old ways are changing. Because the world is too. Years ago, if Terri had gotten out of hand like this, Tom's father or brothers or someone else would have stepped in and the problem would have been resolved."

I shook my head.

"So a woman stands up for herself and she gets raped into submission?" I asked bitterly.

Carly looked at me, but shook her head.

"She's not standing up for herself," Carly said sadly. "She's emasculated Tom. He used to be quite a lady's man. But now he's afraid to even look at women, or Terri tears into him. Her daughter and son don't love her: They're afraid of her temper. They can't grow up, even in an Outsider way, because Terri won't let them. They can't have friends, because none of them meet Terri's standards."

I nodded. Dysfunctional families apparently exist in Hillsborough, just like everywhere else.

"A man shouldn't have to lie to his wife and sneak around, just to get a little pussy," Carly said. "Terri certainly isn't meeting his needs. Spirit probably would be glad to, but that's not allowed either. The whole family lives in fear of one member, and that's not right."

"So why rape her?" I asked.

"Tradition," Carly said, an echo of Amanda. "She needs to be taken down a notch. Shown she doesn't run the whole fucking planet.

It's a way to show her she's not God, and sometimes people need to be reminded of that. It should never have gotten this far, but that happens more often nowadays."

"And because I'm a teacher," I said, the light finally dawning.

Carly nodded.

"You represent the whole Clan," she said, "to use the Tash word for it. She needs to realize this hurts her family and the whole community."

"How about if I talk to her?" I asked.

Carly shrugged.

"You could try," she said doubtfully. "But she's basically a spoiled child. She's used to getting her own way, and has tantrums if she doesn't."

I sighed and nodded in agreement.



I sat on the back porch and looked out over the back yard.

I was thinking. Often I take long walks in the evening, just to enjoy the scenery and let things settle.

Yet the last week had been so immense, and so hectic, that my last walk was last Friday, after the Mandy and Mom fiasco.

I thought about what Carly'd said, and Morgana, and my own very conflicted feelings.

I heard the screen open behind me and Morgana came out and sat beside me. She pulled out a pack of cigarettes, one of the good custom brands that come in the little boxes that everyone around here seemed to smoke, and offered me one.

Then she pulled out one for herself and lit both of our cigarettes.

She inhaled deeply, then blew out the smoke.

"I owe you an apology," she said in her soft brogue. "I was too harsh on you earlier."

I sighed. I wasn't sure if she was or not.

"I may have deserved part of that," I said.

"You deserved all of it," she said with a smile. "But I forgot you are still an Outsider. Just because you act like a Hill, it doesn't mean you think like one."

I nodded agreement. Amanda did, and Mandy. Heck, almost everyone had this odd way of seeing the world, very alien to anything I'd ever been introduced to.

"I'm trying to learn," I said.

Morgana reached over and lay a hand on my forearm. She looked into my eyes and smiled.

"You will, Bud," she said. "You've come a long way, just in the past week."

I nodded. I'd either made a great advance or taken a sudden plunge. I just wasn't sure which one yet.

"It's been interesting," I said.

"Amanda loves you," she said. "You know that. And Mandy. And I know you dreamed about Angel last night too. That's fine. You have a place here, Bud. But it's not just a niche, it's a responsibility."

I nodded. I'm a teacher. I understand the tremendous responsibility that entails, even though my actions of the past few days might seem to indicate otherwise.

Morgana inhaled from her cigarette, letting the smoke slowly escape from her lips and nostrils. She watched it intently, as if divining her next words from within the whisps of smoke.

"We live on the edge," she said softly. "The edge of society and often the edge of reality, where the future and the past and the present are sometimes all of a single thread. It's a hard life, and it breeds hard people."

She sighed and turned to me.

"You've been raised in a culture that thinks it's tamed the world and human nature and civilized it all. It hasn't, but it ignores that obvious fact and pretends the fantasy is real. We don't. The world is harsh and life is short. We live it as fully as we can, every way we can. The individual dies, but the Clan goes on."

I nodded. I know the world can be unforgiving. Disability and illness are realities, especially in school. And people die, even kids. I know that all too well.

"The carnival symbolizes our life," she said softly. "Wonderful, scary rides, always all too brief. The delights of the flesh everywhere: food and drink and pretty girls, and the fantasy of much much more. And people preying on each other: Carnival barkers selling dreams that never get fulfilled and making promises they know they can't deliver. It's the real world, warts and all. It's beautiful and ugly, magical and tawdry, full of promise and full of heartbreak."

She sighed and sucked from her cigarette. Her full lips formed around it so perfectly, so erotically.

I watched, just enjoying the sight.

Morgana turned to me and sighed.

"We're an old people, and some say our time is long past. But we have survived millennia, many millennia, and with luck will survive many more. We can be brutish and mean and shallow and superstitious, because we are mostly human. That's our lot. But we also have a way and a style that is worth saving, a set of traditions worth preserving. If we are ugly, it's because the world is ugly. And if we are beautiful, it's because the world is beautiful too."

She stopped and smiled, taking a deep drag from her cigarette.

"Tashes also tend toward melancholy," she said with a chuckle. "Especially we witches."

She ground out her cigarette and looked at me.

"You'll do what you want to, Bud," she said. "We all do."

She got up and went into the house, leaving me to think about her words. But two of them kept replaying, and seemed hard to puzzle out, no matter how many times I reviewed them.

What had Morgana meant when she said "we are mostly human?"

I walked around the house, wondering just what Morgana had meant by that comment.

I saw a station wagon pull up next door, at Amanda's. Leo got out, along with Cheryl and Robert and another young man and girl. A moment later, an SUV pulled in behind them, and several more women and young people got out.

Cheryl saw me and grinned and waved.

The party had arrived.

Amanda's house was full. A pretty blonde girl looked up as I entered and grinned saucily. Her low cut blouse revealed her very full cleavage, and she grinned again when she saw me looking.

"You must be Mr. Carlson," she said. "I'm Dusty."

I smiled and nodded. Mandy saw me and ran over, jumping in my arms and kissing me.

"We're gonna have a party, Daddy!" she said breathlessly. "Leo and Cheryl brought half of Grover's Bend with them."

A guy laughed and looked over.

"Not quite half," he said. "But she's close. And it's Mercheson's Creek, not Grover's Bend."

Mandy giggled. She was very excited by all the people showing up and totally unembarrassed to show it.

"Whatever," she laughed.

Cheryl saw me and headed over. She took me in her arms and gave me a very thorough kissing.

"Angel told me all about what happened," she said with a smile. "I am so jealous!"

I wondered how much Angel had told her, but her next words erased any doubts about my privacy being nonexistent.

"I knew Angel liked enemas, but a piss enema? And you gave her one!"

Okay, so she knew everything. Yes, I was slightly embarrassed. But I was also amazed. Angel's mother knew Angel's most intimate secrets, not because she was a prying mother, but most likely because Angel knew she would be interested and supportive.

Again, that strange juxtaposition between the culture I'd lived in all my life and the culture I was learning about here intruded. What parent wouldn't love the fact their child could be totally open and honest with them? Yet what would a normal parent say if their daughter told them about her perverted sexual adventures with a man twice her age?

Again, the ideal and the reality just didn't match up.

"Angel was great," I told her.

Cheryl smiled at me.

"She thinks you're pretty great too," she said softly.

Amanda saw me and grinned.

"Bud," she said, kissing me. "How was your morning?"

"Okay," I said. It was really strange, but I was still mulling that over.

"Lea enjoyed it," Amanda said. "But she says Morgana scares her."

"Morgana would scare the Devil," I said quietly.

"I heard that," Morgana said from right behind me.

She was in a long black lace dress and high very old fashioned boots. She looked both wonderful and scary at the same time.

Amanda smiled at her.

"I guess he's never met a Tash," she said. "I'm Amanda."

They shook hands and Morgana gave me a sidelong glance.

"He's apparently your boyfriend, so I'll let him live," she said with a dark smile.

"Thank you," Amanda smiled. "There'd be some very disappointed women if you killed him or something."

The blonde who'd spoken to me earlier was passing and she touched my arm.

"If she offers to eat your cock," she says, "maybe you'd better decline."

Everyone around laughed, including Amanda and Morgana. The girl grinned and walked on.

I was being made fun of, but I didn't get the joke.

Amanda came over and took my arm protectively.

"Bud's new," she said to Morgana. "At least let him live long enough to learn a little."

Morgana smiled, quite prettily.

"Sure," she said. "Besides, what he said was a compliment. Don't you know? The Devil worships me."

She grinned turned and walked back into the party.

"I love Tashes," Amanda said. "Don't take her seriously. She's mostly kidding with you."

"Mostly?" I asked.

Amanda smiled secretively.

"Mostly," she said. "We witch women should never be dismissed. Laugh, but always be ready to run if you have to."

I laughed nervously. But Morgana didn't scare me. Fascinated me, perhaps, but she didn't seem vicious.

Just a little dark.

There seemed to be plans afoot, but I had no idea what they were. Furniture was being moved around and everyone seemed to have assignments. Leo caught my eye and smiled.

"Just stay out of the way, Bud. The girls have it all planned. All we can do is keep out from underfoot."

Leo and I went out for a cigarette. He looked at me curiously.

"Why's Morgana here?" he asked.

I shrugged.

"I guess she was visiting Carly and Lea," I said. "They're cousins."

"We're all cousins," Leo said. "She's Irish Tash. They're a kind of scary group, if you don't know them well."

I nodded. She was certainly odd.

"She seems nice," I said.

Leo grinned.

"Just remember, no kissing, no oral sex," he said with a grin.

"Why not?" I asked. I'd already kissed Morgana, that wonderful kiss on the porch.

"Just an old story," Leo smiled. "It's one you'll undoubtedly hear a lot. The Tashes have long been rumored to be cannibals."

I looked at him in disbelief and Leo laughed.

"It's just a rumor," he reminded me. "The Tash tend to keep to themselves, so of course people make up things, just like they do about the Hills. But it's a common joke in the Hill Folk, so you'll hear comments like Dusty made a lot."

"Dusty?" I asked, then remembered she had introduced herself to me earlier.

Leo grinned.

"The little blonde with the big knockers," he said. "She is really something in bed. You should try her."

I shook my head. God, there was just too much going on all of a sudden. It's like a wonderful buffet, with too many wonderful dishes to sample. Leo laughed and took my arm.

"Don't feel inundated, Bud," Leo said. "There's plenty of time to enjoy it all. Don't feel pressured to perform all the time. Sex should never be a chore."

Leo chuckled and looked over at me.

"Men are in short supply," he said. "So we're in demand. But you need to set your own limits. If you want to fuck a girl, go for it. But don't let yourself get into feeling you have to, or all the fun will get sucked out of it."

I nodded. Seeing all the new pussy (yeah, it's a cold way of seeing a bunch of attractive young women, but that really was my initial reaction) had actually been less excitement than a kind of dread. How could I possibly perform? Where would I find the time?

"I guess I'm feeling a little overstretched," I told Leo.

"Yeah," he sighed. "Damn, all these lovely women and girls, and all of them wanting you to fuck them. I tell you, it's rough."

We both laughed and Leo got up.

"I'm going inside, Bud. Don't feel you have to just yet. Remember, there's other guys here now, and the girls can always make do with each other."

Leo chuckled as he went back into the house.

I sat and enjoyed my cigarette. Leo was right about one thing. I wasn't responsible for keeping everyone well fucked.

I sighed and put out my cigarette and went back inside.

Amanda looked up and smiled. My eyes went wide. One of the new kids was kneeling in front of her, a kid of maybe thirteen, sucking her newly slick pussy. I watched as he spread her ample pussy open and licked at her, right there in the kitchen.

Mandy, meanwhile, was kissing Dusty, the hot blonde, and feeling up her full breasts. My cock was hard in an instant.

Yes, it's strange. I am falling in love with these two women and here they are, having sex with other people, and I'm getting very aroused. Especially by the young boy sucking Amanda's pussy so eagerly while she closed her eyes and moaned.

I walked through the house, just looking.

I was used to being in the middle of everything, yet watching had its own kind of arousal. Seeing adults, teenagers and even pre-teens everywhere, touching and groping and fucking, was such a strangely erotic experience. Watching these strangers and friends stripping each other and kissing and feeling and exposing one another, and fingers and cocks and tongues sliding into cunts and asses and mouths was just erotic and perverted as hell.

I watched a quite young girl, maybe seven years old, kissing a boy that looked very much like her. I realized he was very likely her brother.

Morgana walked toward me, her eyes bright with excitement.

"I see you're enjoying yourself," she said softly.

I nodded.

"She can't be more than seven," I said softly. I myself wasn't sure if that was shocking or arousing. Probably both.

Morgana smiled.

"She's six," she said softly. "The boy is her twin brother."

The most unsettling arousal flowed through me. Mandy was bad, Angel was worse, Lea had been just terrible. And lusting after this six year old was out and out pedophilia.

"You want to touch her, don't you?" Morgana asked softly. "Go ahead. She's six. That's the age."

I looked at Morgana uncertainly.

"The age?" I asked.

She chuckled softly.

"Everything from six to sixty," she whispered. "And anything else too slow to get away. That's the saying, anyway."

I looked at the little girl, a cute brunette, as she wetly kissed her brother. It was so sexy, and so perverse.

"She's just turned six, too," Morgana whispered in her brogue. God damn it. First there's Amanda, with her Southern-tinged filth. Now Morgana's doing it, sounding like the girl from Touched By an Angel, only Morgana was obviously representing the Other Side in this case.

"Little Ashley is only six," she repeated. "Just the age to start breaking her in. Just the right time to start opening up her little ass so you can fuck it, and having her suck your big, hard cock. Just the age to touch her little pussy and teach it to come. By the time she has her first period, she'll be ready for real sex."

I moaned. Damn it, I am weak.

"No you're not," Morgana whispered, touching my cock lightly through my pants. "You're a man, a true man. You fuck what you like, and don't care what others think. You can touch and play with this little girl all you like. Her brother and likely her parents are already doing it. You can be her first outside her family. That's your prerogative, Mr. Carlson."

I moaned again. Damn it. It was like a wonderful slide, that once you were on it you moved faster and faster down it, not knowing or caring where it would end, but totally caught up in the wonderful ride. That wonderful ride only led downward, but what a fabulous trip it was.

"I want to touch her," I said.

"Of course you do," Morgana said softly. "And you should. Her brother's fun, but he can't please her like you can. He doesn't really know how yet. But you can please her, and you can have her please you. You want that little tongue on your cock, don't you? You want that little body to touch and explore. You want that little girl to play with you, and you want to play with her."

I was so excited it almost hurt.

Yes, I knew this this was wrong. It was truly pedophilia and child abuse and everything else. It was disgusting, awful and deplorable.

But I was hungry for it.

Yet a part of me was screaming "No!" with all it's might. What in God's name was I doing. First tiny Lea and now this.

I looked over at Morgana, who smiled at me encouragingly.

And I realized I had reached an impasse. I had put myself in an impossible position. I wanted this, yet could never live with myself if I did it.

And that was when reality burst back in.

I stepped back, shaking my head. I couldn't, I wouldn't do this. And the carefully constructed framework of wonderful excuses that Amanda and Mandy and the others had built, a framework I myself had gladly adopted, since it supported my darkest desires, had begun to crumble under its own weight.

I was simply spiraling downward and pretending it was fine, that this was what I wanted all along.

But now I was beginning to doubt I could live with myself after the events of the last week. My god, Mandy, and Angel and then sweet little Lea. And all the others.

I shook my head and started for the door.

"Bud, where are you going?" Morgana asked in surprise. I said nothing. I knew all their seductive arguments, all their wonderful explanations why my darkest fantasies were just normal needs.

And I couldn't listen. I'd already destroyed my self-respect.

If I stayed, I would destroy my soul.

So I left the lovely Amanda's house and the perfect young girl I thought of as my daughter. I walked to my car and drove away, not looking back for fear of seeing their eyes and their love and their magical ways.

I sat at my house, drinking a sour mash bourbon. I knew that, for the rest of my life, I would always be reminded of Amanda and her wonderful whisperings when I drank bourbon.

Yes, what I did was amazing and unbelievable. It was also wrong: horribly and undeniably wrong.

I sighed, thinking of Amanda waking in my arms that morning, so gentle and sweet and happy looking.

And then I thought of Mandy, my sweet Mandy, her wonderful body, her sensual touch.

And I began to weep.

I found myself thinking that if I did go to Hell for the terrible things I did, I could only hope Mandy would be down there.

And Mandy would reach out her arms for me, and smile her lovely smile. And she would say to me, in that little girl's womanly voice:

"Welcome to Paradise."

And step into my arms.

There was a knock at the door.

"Daddy?" Mandy called through the door. "Are you in there?"
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Chapter 8

I sat at the kitchen table, trying to keep up my resolve.

Mandy sat next to me, touching my leg gently, her face wet with tears. She had on a little flowered robe that had fallen open slightly, revealing the curve of her small breasts beneath. She'd apparently thrown on the robe after seeing me leave the party so abruptly.

Robert, who had a driver's license, had driven her here in the second car from this morning. He'd dropped her off, and she had stood and knocked and waited at the door until I could no longer bear to listen to her crying and let her in.

"I love you, Bud," she said, still crying softly. "So does Mom. Don't you know that? We both want to marry you."

I shook my head and laughed sadly.

"You couldn't do that even if you wanted to," I told her.

"Bullshit," Mandy said, almost angry through her tears. "We've never registered marriages. It's recognized by the Hill Folk and that's all that's important."

I looked up at her beautful young face.

"Don't you realize how sick this is?" I asked.

Her slap was so hard I saw flashes of light.

"You fucking son of a bitch!" she hissed. "It's fine till you decide it isn't, and then it's sick. You fucked little Lea, not me. You took Angel to your house and fucked her all night and played your sick little games and pissed in her asshole, not me. You fucked me and Mom, but I didn't see a gun to your head."

Mandy got up and stalked across the room, pulling the robe tight around herself. Then she looked at me with a look of both anger and hurt.

"Am I too young to make decisions, Bud?" she asked. "Is Angel? Jesus, Bud, is Lea? These aren't little Cowan girls, who have no idea what you're up to. These aren't innocent victims of your predation, you idiot!"

She exhaled. I'd had two women yell at me today, and it was a real toss-up as to which was scarier, Morgana or Mandy.

"Coven girls?" I asked.

"No, Bud," she said, chuckling sadly and shaking her head. "Cowan. It means Outsiders. Never fall in love with a Cowan," Mandy added softly. "It's just not worth it."

I sighed, both sadly and in relief. It was over. I had my life back, or what was left of it.

Mandy turned and took a step toward the door, then stopped.

"I do love you Bud," she said. "I really do."

"I love you too, Mandy," I said softly.

"You sure don't act like it," she said, and burst into tears. She turned and ran out the front door, slamming it hard behind her.

I sat at the table, feeling both wonderfully free and terribly, terribly lost.



"I'd like to resign my teaching position at Milner Middle School," I told Miss Rohrer.

She looked up at me, shocked. Our meeting was supposed to be my official acceptance as a full teacher at Milner.

"You can't," she said.

"I'm on probation. Either of us can terminate at any time."

She looked over at me, and saw the determination in my eyes. She sighed.

"I told them an outsider would never work out," she said, shaking her head. "But Morgana insisted."

"Morgana?" I asked. Now it was my turn to shake my head. "What did she have to do with this?"

Bull Roarer smiled thinly.

"You don't think your B average transcript had us jumping to hire you, did you? You were hired because another teacher vouched for you, one of the old Tash Clan, Morgana Tash."

"How did she know I'd work out?" I asked incredulously.

"How does Amanda know?" Rohrer asked. "How does Mandy? I'm no witch, but I've lived around them all my life.

When they tell you something, you listen."

I closed my eyes, trying to sort my thoughts. Part of me felt abused, manipulated. Yet part of me knew what she was saying was true. I had been chosen.

"I've fucked a student," I said. "I've fucked a nine year old girl. I've used drugs, gone to orgies."

Rohrer smiled and leaned across the desk.

"Yes, you have," she said. "And do you know how long it took to get you to do that? Hell, I was thinking about sneaking into the damned coat closet and trying to jump you myself. And I don't even do men."

I couldn't help it. I laughed. And Rohrer grinned and laughed with me.

"Bud, I'm Hill," Miss Rohrer said. "But I was raised in Connecticut, among Outsiders. I understand how weird and twisted and sick this seems to you. It's a whole different world. I totally understand that. I'm a Lesbian. That's a whole different world too, and one that some people see as monstrously immoral and wrong."

I nodded, but I was trying not to listen. I knew all the arguments. Well, the gay thing was new, but it went right along the same lines. That you could do whatever you wanted to, and make excuses later.

"Lesbians don't molest children," I said.

"A lot of people think we do," she said. "And did you really molest Mandy? Or even Lea? Yes, I know about her. She's Hill, Bud.

That's the way it's been done for centuries, usually by brothers or a father, at that age. It's tradition."

I sighed.

"Tradition doesn't make it right," I said.

"Thank you, Terri Hill," she said coldly. "That woman doesn't think I should be allowed close to children. She's heard I'm a dyke, and thinks I'm after Spirit. Besides, are you hearing what you're saying? Tradition doesn't make it right? Modern American tradition says twelve year olds are too young to marry. A hundred years ago, that was common. Just because it's tradition now to make girls wait, does that make it right?"

I sighed.

"I'm getting a headache," I said.

"Bud, please take some time," Rohrer said softly. "Continue teaching and don't feel pressured to do anything else. Just take some time to look around, and look in yourself. Don't throw this away because it looks strange at first glance. It is strange. But it's also beautiful and valuable."

I sighed. Everyone had the same line. Though that wasn't really true: It was a shared cultural viewpoint, just like I had been raised with. It was just very, very different than what I'd always accepted as true.

I looked at Miss Rohrer and nodded.

"I'll stay for a while, until I have time to think about it," I told her.

She smiled.

"Thank you, Bud," she said. "That's all we ask. Just give it a little time. If you do decide to leave, you will get an excellent recommendation from the school district here."

"I appreciate that," I told her as I rose.

I turned at the door and smiled at Miss Rohrer.

"By the way," I said with a wry smile. "I tasted you on Mandy last night. You tasted wonderful."

Rohrer looked surprised, then smiled.

"It's even better first-hand," she said with a grin.

Mandy wasn't in class that day, and I felt a pull of sadness each time I looked at her empty chair. I was so busy missing her I almost missed Spirit's limp.

"What happened?" I asked as she was leaving class.

Spirit's sudden look of fear, and the even more sudden avoidance of my eyes, raised big red flags in my brain.

"Nothing Mr. Carlson," she said quickly. "I slipped in the bathtub."

She turned and started back toward the door, and I watched her butt, not lasciviously, but clinically.

Spirit was really having a problem walking.

I stood up from my desk and walked up behind her.

"Spirit, where did you hit when you fell?"

She turned and looked at me, plainly both afraid and embarrassed.

"Kind of everywhere," she said. "My butt, mostly."

I reached out and slid my hand along her hip. She gasped in pain.

"You should have that checked," I told her.

"It's nothing, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Just a little bruise."

My sister is a licensed massage therapist, and I learned a lot from her over the years. This was no minor injury.

I took Spirit's hand and led her towards the cloak closet.

"I'm going to be late for my next class," she said nervously.

"This won't take long," I told her, pulling her into the cloak closet and turning on the lights. I shut the door and looked at her.

"You're going to think I'm crazy," I told her, "but I want you to show me your butt."

She shook her head.

"It's nothing, really," she said.

"Would you rather go to the nurse's office?" I asked.

Spirit shook her head. She unfastened her slacks and pulled them and her panties down, turning her back to me.

Her entire butt and hips were black and purple, with lines of welts that made it obvious she had been whipped with a strap of some sort, probably a belt. I bent her gently forward, noticing her vulva was bruised and swollen as well.

"Who did this?" I asked.

"It was my fault," she said softly. "Mom caught me kissing my brother. She had to do something."

I closed my eyes and sighed.

"I was coming onto him, Mr. Carlson. I was touching his cock. I deserved this. It was my fault, not Terri's."

"Get dressed," I said softly.

Spirit pulled up her pants and turned to me.

"Don't tell anyone, Mr. Carlson," she pled. "It's happened before. I've always been fine."

She smiled, as if to show me this was really nothing. But teachers are trained to recognize child abuse and shown photos of extreme examples.

This was an extreme example.

"Can I go now?" Spirit asked.

I nodded, and she left, still limping.



"If everyone around here wasn't fucking their children, this could be taken care of!" I yelled. "This is your fault."

Lucinda Rohrer sighed.

"It's more complex than that," she said sadly.

"Seems pretty simple to me," I said angrily. "Keep your fucking hands off the kids and help them grow up to be normal adults."

Rohrer slammed her hand down on her desk, and looked at me angrily.

"You mean like Terri Hill is doing?" she hissed. "Is that what you want?"

I wasn't going to back down this time, however. I stood up and stared across the desk at her.

"Leave Terri out of this," I told her firmly. "What she did is child abuse, pure and simple. But since you people seem to delight in that, I'm surprised you don't just give Terri a medal."

Rohrer went red in the face.

"Wonderful," she said. "We're the perverts, so we're no better than her. No, we don't go to the police, Bud. I explained that. They leave us alone and we handle our own problems quietly. That's the way it's done: The Hills take care of their own."

"So Terri gets away with it," I said.

"If we let her, yes! She does."

"So you can't go to the police because you're as guilty as she is."

Rohrer's eyes flashed with anger and she tightened. Her Connecticut veneer was gone, replaced with an almost feral wrath, as if getting ready to spring on me and tear me apart. She put her hands on her desk and leaned across it.

"Yes, Bud," she said. "It's our fault. Just like those fucking Gays who get beat up and have the police laugh at them, because they're just a bunch of immoral perverts. Just like the boys who say you can't rape a Hill girl, because everyone knows they're sluts anyway. Just like those damned American Indians, who were too stupid and immoral to have their rights and lands respected. And the Gypsies, the Irish Travelers, the Mormons, the Moslems, the Blacks and all those other people the world would be better off without anyway."

She straightened up, livid with anger.

"We're tolerated, barely," she said. "We're lucky there's Hills and Smyths on the Police, so there's more understanding. But they can't do a whole lot. Tom should have, but he won't.

If pussy left marks like a belt did, that man would be one giant bruise."

Lucinda took a deep breath and let it out slowly. She looked over at me, her anger beginning to subside.

"When I was in high school, I was raped by three jocks. I was gay: All I needed was a good fucking. Well, I got one. And the authorities in our little town smirked at the whole thing, because I invited it by daring to come out."

She inhaled raggedly, her emotions bubbling up at the memory.

"That's always been the strength of the Hill Folk," she said softly. "We take care of our own. We deal with our problems, and don't expect someone else to do it for us. We have to. We're 'Them," those damned white trash and black trash Carnival Folk, those strange people who keep to themselves, those people who aren't like the rest of us 'good' people. Just like the Jews and the Niggers and the Fags and all those other outsiders."

Miss Rohrer sighed and sat behind her desk. I walked over and gently touched her shoulder. She tightened, then relaxed and let me continue to touch her.

"We're a strange bunch," she said softly. "Our ways are different. Not just that we accept and celebrate our children's sexuality and our own as well. We have our traditions, our customs, our own way of life. Terri is convinced that, since I'm Hill and Lesbian, that I'm lusting after her little daughter. That's all I am to her, a pervert on both sides."

I nodded. I've seen a lot of bias. I just never really thought of this whole situation in quite this way.

I began to massage her shoulders, something my sister taught me to do well.

"I'm sorry I went off on you," I said softly. "I just hate to see Spirit in such pain."

Rohrer nodded.

"That would never have been tolerated in the old days," she said. "In the Carnivals there's a hierarchy, and if a family can't handle it, others would step in. Not harshly or judgmentally, but it would be taken care of."

I nodded.

"Someone would rape her," I said bitterly.

"Someone would have handled it," she said. "Right now, I don't even know if that's possible. Terri is out of control, and knows she can get away with anything."

I nodded again. In college, I'd heard a story of a child in public school whose father was both wealthy and rather famous. The father was able to get away with a tremendous amount of abusive behavior, since no one wanted to anger him. The moral of the story, we were told, was not that you take on these things anyway as a teacher, but that you realize this happens and there is really nothing you can do about it.

But in this case, there was something that could be done.

"Do you have Spirit's father's work phone?" I asked.

I hung up the phone a few minutes later. Tom had been very apologetic and said it was a mistake and wouldn't happen again.

When I asked if Terri would be home that night, and asked him to take the kids and go to a friend's for the evening, he was silent for a long time.

Then he said he would, and that Terri never locked the back door of the house.

Then he'd hung up.

I stared at the phone. No, nothing had changed, not really. This was a twisted place, and getting as far away from it as possible was still my plan.

But I was going to handle this problem. I'd decided that when I saw Spirit's terribly beaten body. This couldn't be allowed to go on.

You might say it was going to be my final act in Hillsborough.

My other classes seemed glad to see me. I did notice several girls and even boys flirting with me, not aggressively, but certainly obvious about it. Word had gotten around. I smiled and was polite, but nothing more.

After class, I went to my house and picked up a few things. I submerged the doubts that were trying to bubble up. This was going to get done.

But it would get done my way.

I parked half a block away and walked through the darkening evening to Spirit's house, almost right across the street from Amanda's. I purposely didn't look over at Amanda's and Mandy's house. I didn't need that problem as well.

I slid through the gate into the back yard and up to the rear door.

It was unlocked, just as Tom had said.

I could hear a voice inside the house as I quietly crept in.

Terri was on the phone with someone.

"No, he just said he was taking the children out and they'd be home later. He'd better not be thinking about taking them and leaving. Jesus, I'm the only thing between them and these perverts."

She listened as the person on the other end spoke.

Terri was sitting on the couch of the living room, her back to me. I reached in the bag I carried and pulled out the duct tape.

"Yes, I will," she said. "As soon as he gets home. First I find Spirit molesting her brother and now this. Tom needs to learn a lesson, and quickly. God, he's getting as bad of the rest of him. You should have seen him ogling that slut Mandy and her whore mother the other night."

She listened for a moment as the other person talked. I walked quietly up right behind her and waited, trying not to breath.

"I will, Janey," she said. "As soon as they get home."

She hung up the phone and I pounced.

I grabbed her hair and slipped my hand over her mouth. She jerked and tried to scream, but I was already over the back of the couch and on top of her.

I twisted Terri around, pushing her face down on the couch and laying on top of her. She was struggling mightily and trying to scream around my hand, but just managing to make loud moans.

I moved my hand, pushing her face into the couch cushions and dragging her hands around behind her.

It's not easy, like in the movies. She fought and kicked and tried to scream. Fortunately, I used to wrestle with my little sister and her friends. I'm very aware women are good at dirty fighting.

I got a wrist taped, then both of them fastened behind her. I moved down and grabbed her ankles, wrapping the tape around her jeans and socks, getting her ankles fastened tight together.

"HELP!"

Terri had managed to turn her head and was screaming at the top of her lungs. I took a pillow and pushed it down over her face, muffling her yells.

"Shut the fuck up, or I'll smother you," I said. I left the pillow long enough to reinforce the idea I really could, then slowly moved it.

She glared back at me, but didn't try to scream again.

"Are you going to rape me now, Mr. Carlson?" she spat. "It that how you deal with 'normal' people?"

I admit, the thought was tempting. Terri is a good looking woman, and she was wearing a pair of very tight jeans, that molded over her ass and deep into her ass crack. Add to that the duct tape binding her and her hair, wild and mussed from struggling, and her blouse pulled awry and half up her back and she was very, very tempting.

I pulled out the small folding knife I'd brought. I inserted the blade of the knife carefully beneath their waistband and began to cut the ass of her jeans open.

"Oh, yeah, big man," Terri spat. "Tape me up and fuck me while I'm helpless. What a manly thing to do, you cock-sucker. Or do you suck little boy's cocks yet? Is that part of your 'teaching' now?"

I ignored her, cutting the ass of her pants all the way to her crotch. Her blue panties were tight too, and they went next.

"Go ahead," she said. "Rape me. Oh, that will teach me a lesson. That will make me a good little Hill slut, won't it?"

I finished cutting her underwear, then dragged down her ruined jeans and panties.

I admit, I was very turned on. Her ass was so inviting, and I could see her pussy puffing out from between her thighs.

The smell of her cunt hit me. She smelled afraid, but there was something else.

Terri smelled excited.

I slid my fingers down into her slit. She groaned and struggled as she tried to stop me, but I shoved in anyway.

She was slick with arousal.

"Yeah, just fuck me, big man," she spat. "Just rape me. That's all you want anyway."

Her voice was husky.

I grabbed her legs and pulled them off the side of the couch. Then I got up and slid my belt off my waist.

"Oh, yeah, pull it out, you bastard," she hissed. "Are you going to fuck my ass too? Are you going to teach me a really good lesson, you fucking pervert?"

I sat on the couch and dragged her legs up, sliding her naked ass across my lap. She moved on my lap, rubbing her pubic mound against my hard cock.

"Go ahead, asshole. Teach me a lesson. You fucking son of a bitch, just rape me and show me who's boss."

I shoved my hand down into her wet crotch and Terri came.

"SHIT!" she yelled. "You fucking pervert! Does that make you feel good, making a helpless woman come like that? Some great lover you must be."

She was grinding herself against my hand now, and when I tried to pull out, she clamped her thighs together, rubbing herself against me almost frantically.

I managed to get my hand free, but not before she had another orgasm.

"You bastard," she hissed. "You fucking rapist. Does fucking my helpless body get you off, asshole? Would shoving your cock inside of me make you feel powerful?"

The smell of her arousal was sharp now and my cock was certainly interested.

But I hadn't come here to rape Terri.

I rolled my belt up into a loop and brought in down as hard as I could across her ass.

"OOW!" Terri yelled. "You FUCK! That hurt!"

I ignored her, and brought down the belt again. She screamed.

"Oh, God, no!" she wailed.

I could say I was out of control. That I was so aroused I didn't know what I was doing. Or that this was the culmination of a week of insanity and I really wasn't responsible for my actions.

But that simply would not be true.

Because I was thinking very clearly, almost coldly, as I proceeded to whip Terri with as much brutal precision as I could. I wanted her ass to look just like Spirit's, bruised from her waist down to her upper thighs. I hit harder, until welts were being raised on the skin, welts just like Spirit had.

Terri screamed and writhed and fought, but I ignored her. I held her hands out of the way and kept hitting her, brutally, viciously and hard, inflicting the same injuries this woman had inflicted on her daughter.

My crotch was getting damp and I realized Terri was creaming, getting so wet from her arousal she was soaking me as well. Somehow, I wasn't surprised.

Somehow, it made perfect sense.

I whipped her for a good ten minutes, marveling and shocked at how long she must have whipped poor Spirit to cause that extent of injury. Then I pushed her off my lap, and got up. Terri was moaning and crying, and trying to get onto her knees. Her vulva was red and swollen and excited.

"Now you'll rape me," she groaned huskily. "Now you'll fuck my unwilling pussy and come inside of me, because you want to and I can't stop you."

I bent down and spread her legs. At least, I started to. Terri spread obscenely wide for me, her pussy dripping with excitement.

"Go ahead, you bastard," she whispered angrily. "Fuck me. No condom, because you perverts don't wear them. Go ahead and rape me, you filthy, disgusting pervert."

I brought up the belt again. Spirit's groin had been beaten as well. This was simply justice.

I brought it down between Terri's legs and she screamed and fell forward.

I kept hitting her. She tried to bring her legs together, but I knelt between them, forcing her thighs apart, and hit her until her pussy looked like the rest of her ass.

She was screaming and crying and soaking the couch with wet and arching as she came, again and again.

Finally I stopped, and stood up. My cock was throbbing.

"Go ahead," Terri said quietly. "I give up. Fuck me like you want to. Go ahead, I can't stop you."

But I began to slip my belt back into the loops of my pants. Terri looked up, shocked.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"I'm leaving," I said.

"But you haven't finished," she said. "I'm helpless."

I turned her over and roughly kissed her. She kissed back, eagerly and hornily.

"I can't stop you," she whispered. "You're too strong for me to stop you."

I shoved her back down on the couch.

"If you want me to fuck you, you come and beg for it," I told her coldly. "I don't fuck women who hurt their daughters and put down their husbands trying to get punished. You want punishment, beg for it and I'll give it to you. And I'll fuck the hell out of you afterwards, any way I want."

She moaned, her eyes huge.

"Punish me," she whispered.

"Later," I told her. "Getting fucked right now is exactly what you want. So I'm not going to do it. You owe your family a huge apology. You bring Tom and Spirit and Sky to a root party and you tell them to have all the fun they want. Then you come to me, and I'll give you exactly what you want, and take everything I want from you as well. That's the deal."

I got up and gathered my things. I cut Terri's ankles and wrists free, then left the house by the back way.

I was surprised to see a small group of people gathered out in front of the house, most likely drawn by Terri's screams. They watched quietly, the older ones smiling in approval, as I walked around from the back of the house and headed down toward my car.

I looked across the street and saw Mandy and Amanda and the others standing out on the porch. Amanda waved.

I waved back and she motioned me to come over. I smiled.

Yeah, it was a mistake. I'd made a lot of those lately. Like getting involved in Spirit's problems, and not running away from Hillborough yesterday, when I had the chance.

I walked across the street, towards the house.

Most of the people turned and went into the house. Amanda was waiting, with Mandy standing, arms crossed, a few feet away.

I started up the steps.

"Fair warning, Mr. Carlson," Mandy said coldly. "I know you don't believe in curses, but hurt Mom again and you'll get a very quick lesson on how effective they are."

She glowered at me from under her dark eyebrows.

I sighed.

"I probably deserve it," I told Mandy.

Amanda sighed and hugged me.

"Poor Bud," she said. "We kind of threw it all over you, didn't we?"

I laughed.

"Yeah, but I kept getting in the way so it would hit me," I told her.

Mandy glowered darker.

"Well, Mr. Carlson, I'm not Mom. If you want to come and try to apologize, I'll be in my room."

She turned and went through the door, slamming it behind her.

Amanda sighed.

"Mandy is really hurt," she said softly. "She really fell hard for you."

I nodded.

"I fell hard for both of you," I said.

"Well, I have to agree with her. If you keep doing this, love or not, I can't keep doing it. It hurts way too much."

I nodded and sighed.

"It's been a roller coaster ride," I told her.

She smiled softly and took my face in her hands.

"I'm proud of you, Bud. I really am. Terri's been needing that for a long time."

She kissed me, softly and wonderfully, then smiled again.

"Would you like to come in, Mr. Carlson?" she asked, opening the front door.

Leo and Cheryl were still there, and Robert. Lea and Carly were there as well, along with many of the people from the party Saturday. Cheryl got up and hugged me.

"It's hard, Bud," Cheryl said. "I know that. I was from the Outside. If you need to talk, I'm here."

That was so sweet of her. A lot of the faces around looked hard or suspicious or hostile. It helped to know I had some support.

Morgana stood up, and actually smiled.

"Tash blood tells, it seems," she said. "Did you enjoy yourself with Terri?"

I shook my head.

"I didn't rape her, if that's what you mean," I said.

Morgana smiled darkly.

"No, you left her horny and begging. What a wonderful thing to do."

"He did what?" Leo asked, looking confused. "I thought from all the screaming and yelling..."

I shook my head.

"I whipped her," I said. "I did the same thing to her she did to Spirit."

The atmosphere in the room changed, from vague hostility to approval.

"I'll bet she loved it," Amanda said to me. I nodded.

"She wanted sex after that, but I wouldn't."

"Withholding sex as punishment," Morgana said with a wry smile. "You're learning from us Hill women."

That got a big laugh and the mood relaxed perceptibly.

Amanda came over and kissed me.

"Thank you," she said. "I knew you'd do it."

I sighed. This felt so right. Yet it was all backwards and wrong as well.

"Are you going to see Mandy?" Amanda asked. I nodded.

"Yeah, I have to do that," I said.

I knocked at her door and, when there was no answer, opened it slowly.

Mandy was laying on the bed. Angel was beside her, holding Mandy in her arms.

"Oh, look," Angel said coldly. "It's 'Daddy.'"

She said it like a swear word.

I sighed.

"I missed you at school today," I told Mandy.

"I didn't want to come," she said bitterly. "Heaven forbid I accidentally excite you and get yelled at again."

"I deserved that," I said.

"I didn't," Mandy said. "What is this, a dump party? Do I look like I like getting shit on every chance you get?"

I sat on the edge of the bed. Angel looked over at me, hurt.

"Mom was all excited," Angel said. "She thought you might like to play. Instead, you left. Some party."

"I'm sorry," I said. "Morgana offered me a six year old. I freaked."

"Why didn't you simply say, "No, thank you?" Mandy asked. ""She's much younger than I would be comfortable with?""

I stared at Mandy.

"Did you ever even think Morgana was playing mind games with you?" Mandy asked. "Tashes are famous for that."

I shook my head, trying to figure out what she was saying.

"So, she wasn't serious?"

"Did it ever occur to you she might be testing you?" Mandy asked me. "Do you have any boundaries at all or do you fuck anything? Lea is really young to be having sex. She's only eleven. Maybe Morgana was wondering how far you'd go."

I shook my head. This made no sense, and yet it did.

"So she was bull-shitting me?" I asked. Mandy sighed.

"Maybe not, Bud," she said. "She said you looked interested. Would you just have sex with anyone? Fuck two year olds? Maybe she wanted to know, and she found out. You drew a line, though you kind of panicked."

Mandy sighed and shook her head.

"Boy, you outsiders are a pain in the ass," she said, but at least she smiled slightly.

"Yeah, we are," I said.

"Mom was just lighting the Roots up for a Smoke Party when you did your vanishing act," Mandy said. "We had all kinds of fun planned."

"I'm sorry I missed it," I told her.

"There was nothing to miss," she said. "The whole night just kind of bombed. I had to have sex with Morgana."

Angel giggled.

"Poor baby," she said.

There was a tap at the door, and Morgana and Amanda came in.

"Well," Mandy said with a grin. "Speak of the Devil and you shall hear the flutter of wings."

Morgana chuckled darkly.

"Well, things are going well back here," Morgana said. "Bud isn't dead yet."

"Just badly wounded," I said. "But I deserved that."

Amanda smiled sadly.

"No, Bud," she said. "We pushed you awfully hard. It's an awful lot to dump on somebody all at once."

Morgana nodded, looking at me.

"You're a fast learner," she said. "But you need a break occasionally too."

She was right. A whole week of things, wild and wonderful, yet also dark and disturbing, was an awful lot to handle.

"Maybe I just need some time to let things settle," I said.

Amanda smiled.

"That can be arranged," she said. "You can stay home for a while or whatever. Or come over, and just be with Mandy and I."

Mandy looked over at Angel.

"Or Angel," Mandy added.

Angel smiled at me.

"Or Angel," Amanda agreed. "Or anyone you'd like. You don't have to feel obligated to be a part of everything all the time."

I sighed. Sometimes, with all of this going on, I felt pulled in ten directions at once.

"I don't understand," I said. "Amanda, you encouraged me to have sex with Lea."

Amanda nodded.

"She has no father or brothers and she was interested. I got Carly's permission first, of course.

I looked at her.

"So it's okay?" I said.

"Of course, Bud," Amanda said. "Carly and Mandy and I don't have a problem with it."

"What about that little girl?" I asked Morgana. She smiled darkly.

"What about her, Bud?" Morgana asked. "You were tempted, but decided you didn't want her. She was too young for you. That's not a problem, is it? Unless you want me to be the one to tell you no."

"But what about six to sixty?" I asked.

Morgana laughed.

"If I say it's okay, does that make it okay, Bud?" she asked. "That sounds like a very Outsider way of thought. Someone said I could do it, so I did."

I looked at her, my whole world once again taking a major shift.

"You lied to me," I said.

"Did I?" she asked. "I just said she wouldn't mind. She wouldn't have. And her parents would have been fine with it. Would that have made it right?"

"So what you're saying is... what?" I asked.

Morgana sat on the side of the bed.

"Bud, what you choose to do is your choice. That's all. Right or wrong, you choose the path and you walk it. For us there are not the simple, hard and fast rules that the Outsiders like to imagine exist. They don't exist out there either. Hell, on the outside, third graders are using drugs or experimenting with sex. Under-aged sex is rampant. We don't tell you what to do or when. That's your choice, and the consequences are yours as well."

I sighed. This was all way too much for me right now.

"You're a teacher, Bud," Morgana said. "At least, that's the plan. And you're learning. You handled the problem with Spirit and Terri perfectly. You taught Lea, who was ready and eager to learn. You've started finding what you are comfortable with. And also finding out what you are uncomfortable with: boundaries past which you choose not to go. One doesn't come without the other."

I shook my head, and Morgana laughed.

"Poor boy," she said. "You're beginning to learn what being a Hill really entails. The pleasure and pain of unique existence, Bud."

She shifted in a deep south accent, though still infused with her Irish brogue.

"You pays your money and you takes your choice," Morgana said. "Your choice. Not mine, or Amanda's or Mandy's or Terri's. Your choice."

Morgana got up from the bed.

"Well, she said, "if you all want to sit back here and miss the fun, that's your choice too. I smell dinner."

Morgana left the room, closing the door behind herself.



I walked through the quiet neighborhood. I'd left the house, smelling the most wonderful odor of something called sopapillas frying and moving past the laughing, joking people.

My choice. My decision.

I'd been abandoning myself to the pleasures I'd found, and excusing my actions by telling myself that, since everyone seemed to think it was okay, then it must be okay. Sure, feel up six year olds. Screw girls eleven or even younger. Rape the neighbor if you want to.

Because I could. I could do whatever I wanted to. Even in the Outside world, I could have sex with little girls or rape women, if I really wanted to.

It was my choice. My decision.

I sighed and turned the corner. The bushes along here were dense and wild, an old hedge gone mad, intent on consuming the sidewalk and anyone who dared walk by. I moved out into the street and walked past in the darkness, mottled by all the house lights and street-lamps lit around me.

I had no idea what to do.

Amanda was right about one thing. I didn't have to do anything. But if I did want to partake, I had to accept I was choosing everything I did, even as I tried to shift the responsibility to everyone around me and absolve myself from any blame.

In reality, as Morgana had so aptly put it, I paid my money and I took my choice.

I sighed as I finally turned and began to walk back toward Amanda's house.

Dinner was fabulous. Deep fried bread, which is what a sopapilla is, with refried beans, onions, cheese sauce, guacamole, sour cream, you name it. You smeared the golden fried pillows of bread with the beans, heaped on toppings and ate the deliciously messy result. I sat and watched this loving, extended family just enjoying each other's company, laughing, joking and being, well, a family. Even Morgana seemed at home, though she tended to sit a little apart and more watch than partake.

I sighed. Well, for all my good thoughts and sincerely made resolutions, here I was.

After dinner, the men cleaned up and I helped. I noticed I was allowed to keep to myself, almost like they understood what I was going through.

Then everyone began to say good night and leave. There was apparently a party planned at Carly's and they were heading over there.

"Are you coming, Bud?" Carly asked. "It will be fun."

I smiled, but shook my head.

"Not tonight," I told her. "I think I just need a quiet evening."

Amanda came and took my arm.

"Do you mind company?" she asked.

I smiled at her.

"That would be very nice," I told her. "But it's really up to you."

She smiled at me.

"I'd love to stay with you," she said.

Mandy and Angel walked up to me, arms around each other. Mandy looked at me, almost comically suspicious.

"If we stay here, are we gonna get yelled at for having sex with each other?"

I shook my head.

"You pays your money and you takes your choice," I told them. Mandy slid into my arms and looked up at me with those gorgeous wide blue eyes.

"I really do love you, Daddy," she said.

I kissed her, and both Amanda and Angel moved in and hugged me as well.

Finally, we broke apart and I walked over to the sofa and sat, laying back and sprawling on it.

"Wow, a night off," I said. "The house seems almost deserted.

"This is part of the problem around here," Amanda said, sitting beside me on the sofa. "I love having company, but my house is awfully small."

I nodded. I'd noticed that but, of course, that's just a reality of life.

"Yeah," I grinned. "It's been pretty crowded.

"Can I tell him about the house?" Mandy asked, sitting on the other side of me and leaning against me. I could tell by the looks on Amanda's face that wasn't something she planned to talk about yet. It also told me this mind-reading thing wasn't infallible, or Mandy would have known that.

But Amanda smiled.

"Go ahead, Mandy," she said. "Bud, it's just an idea. Please don't panic."

"Carly found us a bigger house," Mandy said. "A friend of hers is selling, and she thought we might be interested."

"So you're thinking about moving?" I asked. I felt a shock of fear. Were they leaving Hillsborough?

"Just a little way," Amanda said. "It's about a mile west of town, on three acres of land.

"It's huge," Mandy said.

"Over five thousand square feet," Amanda said. "But it's not finished yet."

"It's cool," Angel said, sitting at my feet. "And Leo can help finish it."

I nodded.

"We'd live there?" I asked.

Amanda nodded.

"That was the idea, Bud," she said with a small smile.

I smiled back. It sounded wonderful. I felt Mandy touch my arm.

"Angel too?" she asked.

Angel was looking up at me anxiously.

"She'd like to marry you too," Amanda said softly.

I felt my emotions welling up.

"I don't think I deserve even one of you," I said softly. Then, much to my horror, I began to cry.

At least I had company. Mandy began to cry, and Amanda hugged me, sobbing. Angel started sobbing and climbed into my lap and joined us. I kissed Amanda, as we just sat and wept and held each other.

Like a little family. A strange little family, but it was my strange little family.

I kissed little Angel too. She was so special, and it seemed natural she would be a part of us. And even Mandy kissed me, though I could still feel her reticence. I'd really hurt her, and that would take time to heal.

Finally we all began to calm and just hug and kiss each other. It wasn't sexual, but more like a social thing, just affirming we were there and together.

"Are you really going to marry me?" Angel asked.

"I want to marry all of you," I said. Amanda smiled, but Mandy looked at me askance.

"Are you going to settle down and quit trying to run away?" she asked. "That's getting really old."

I had to laugh.

"I promise," I said. "If I get freaked, I'll just go outside and get some air."

"Okay, as long as it's not Florida air or something," Mandy said. "If you try to run away and hide we'll hunt you down. You can't hide from the Hill Folk. We're everywhere."

I laughed.

"You make them sound like a Dean Koontz novel."

Mandy grinned darkly.

"Worse," she. "Much worse."

There was a knock at the door. Amanda got up and answered it.

"Is Bud here?" I heard Tom, Terri's husband, ask.

Amanda smiled and stepped back to let him in and Angel slid off my lap. I got up and went to greet my visitor.

Tom looked both troubled and relieved. He saw me and hugged me, holding me tightly.

"Thank you," he said softly.

"Is Terri all right?" I asked. I really was concerned. I'd never done something like that before.

He shook his head.

"No," he said. "She's in real pain. I think she realized what she's done to Spirit now."

I nodded.

"How's Spirit doing?" I asked. We were walking through the house, towards the back. I felt he needed privacy which was, right now, it short supply.

"Daddy!" Angel called, coming back. "I got you a gift."

She handed me a little gift bag. Inside was two packs of Natural cigarettes by Nat Sherman, and a Zippo lighter.

I smiled at her.

"Thank you, Angel," I said. She smiled and bent up and kissed me.

"You can really thank me later," she whispered and headed back into the living room.

I took Tom out on the back porch and offered him a cigarette and we sat and smoked together under the porch light. I lit his cigarette with the Zippo, realizing it was engraved.

"Daddy: I love you," it said. "From your daughter Angel."

I closed it and held it in my hand as tight as I could.

"Spirit blames herself for what happened to her mother," Tom said. "She didn't expect it. I think she also feels a certain joy at it, so that makes her feel more guilty."

I nodded. It's hardest on children always, whether the parent gets arrested or divorced or a major ass-whipping.

"I want to bring them to a Root Party, to make up for the one they missed," he said.

"Was that Terri's idea?" I asked.

Tom smiled.

"Actually, I understand it was yours. Terri wants you now, bad."

I nodded.

"She's a masochist," I said. "It's what she really wanted."

No, I'm not one of those men who does terrible things to women, then says they wanted or needed that treatment. Because in most cases, it's simply not true.

But Terri was pushing, hoping to find an man who pushed back. She found Tom who, because of his odd background, might have seemed to be that man.

But Tom doesn't have a mean bone in his body. So he caved in and did what Terri seemed to want.

And it made both their lives, and their kid's lives, hell.

Tom shook his head.

"I can't believe it, Bud, not after seeing what you did to her. But she wants you, she wants that."

I nodded. I'm certainly no expert on perversion. But I minored in Psychology in college, and took a fascinating course on abnormal sexual psychopathologies. The instructor was a gay man, who collected old articles on how awful homosexuality was and how it was connected to all kinds of horrible mental illnesses and physical diseases. It was a great course, and I took a higher level class in it the next year.

Of course, it didn't begin to approach what I had found here in Hillsborough.

"I'd be glad to," I told him. "It's not something that seems to interest you, but it's something Terri wants to explore."

"I just couldn't believe the difference," Tom said quietly. "She seems almost ecstatic about it."

"Well, at least you can get the kids out now," I said. He nodded.

"Yes, and me too," he said. "In fact, she said I should come over more often. She thinks Mandy is interested in me."

I nodded.

"I'm sure Mandy'd like that someday," I said, feeling almost like I was pimping my soon to be wife slash daughter.

Tom smiled.

"God, that would be nice," he said wistfully. "It's been years."

We finished our cigarettes in silence, then got up and went back into the house.

"Where are Spirit and Sky?" I asked Tom as we walked into the kitchen.

"They're both at their Aunt's tonight," he said. "The one Terri hates. I'm hoping they can just cool down there."

We reached the living room and Tom said good-night all around and headed back home.

I put my arm around Amanda, who'd gotten up to see Tom off, and kissed her.

"How sure are you about this offer you made?" she asked. I looked at her and at Mandy and Angel.

"I'm positive," I said.

Amanda smiled.

"Then shall we go next door and tell everybody?" Amanda asked. "Good news shouldn't be kept a secret.

I grinned.

"Let's go," I said.



We walked into Carly's living room, which was full of people. I figured more guests had shown up, though I wasn't sure.

Leo looked up from where he was sitting, with Dusty in his lap, her big breasts in his face.

"I kind of like the seating arrangements here," he laughed.

"You folks have to get home, don't you?" Amanda asked.

Leo nodded.

"Yes, we do," he said. "But we'll be back. And we have to talk about Angel."

"Angel wants to stay," Amanda said. "Bud wants to marry her."

Leo looked at Amanda in shock, then stood up, poor Dusty almost tumbling off his lap.

"Everybody, listen!" he yelled. "Bud and Amanda have something to say!"

The crowd quieted, staring up at us. I swallowed hard.

"I have asked Amanda and Mandy and Angel to be my wives," I said to the hushed crowd. "And they have said yes."

A general whoop went up.

"All three of you?" Cheryl asked excitedly.

Amanda nodded.

"All three of us," she said.

"That's gonna be some kind of wedding," Leo said. "When are you planning on having it?" he asked, looking at me.

"June sounds good," I said.

"Why not May Eve?" Morgana offered. "It's a big holiday for us."

Amanda smiled at me, bright eyed.

"May Eve, Bud? Are you ready to set the date?"

I nodded, knowing after this there was no going back. I looked at Mandy and Angel.

"May Eve?" I asked and they both nodded.

"May Eve it is," I said, having no idea what I'd just gotten myself into.

Then the kissing started. Everyone there had to congratulate the three of us. God, even Leo and Robert kissed me. Leo grinned at me.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "Angel would have been crushed if you married Amanda and Mandy and not her."

I nodded.

"It just seemed natural," I said.

He grinned.

"You're Hill Folk, Bud. Don't let anyone tell you different."

A half hour later the four of us headed home. The girls had been thoroughly groped and kissed, and took it all with good humor.

I'd been kissed and come onto as well, by a lot of the girls there.

But I didn't take up any of the many offers. I wanted to step back a bit, and it was easier than I thought.

Angel came over and took my hand.

"Everyone wants to fuck," she said. "I think we want to be with you tonight instead."

I nodded and began to gather Amanda and Mandy, and a few minutes later, we managed to leave.

We'd just entered Amanda's house when I remembered Angel's gesture earlier.

"Thank you for the gift," I told her. "I loved the lighter."

Angel smiled proudly.

"I'm glad, Daddy," she said.

"Lighter?" Amanda asked.

I pulled it out and showed Mandy and Amanda the lighter Angel had given me. Yes, it's odd, yet they were interested and both thought the gift very thoughtful.

So did I.

"You look exhausted, Bud," Amanda said.

I nodded.

"I guess today took a lot out of me," I admitted.

"We should all go to bed," Amanda said softly. "No sex, no pressure. Just to be together."

I nodded. That sounded wonderful.

"Yeah, just to relax," I said.

Mandy looked over at me and took my hand.

"I'm not gonna hold a grudge," Mandy said to me as we walked toward the back. "I'm going to trust you. But if you screw up again, I'm gonna cut off your balls and feed them to Leopold."

She grinned and I laughed, but the threat was there.

This would be my last chance.

We went into Amanda's room.

Amanda and Mandy and Angel undressed me, and I crawled in the bed. A few seconds later, the three were naked and crawling in with me.

Mandy and Amanda lay either side of me. Angel crawled down under the covers between my legs and laughed as she tried to make a bed between my legs.

"We already need a bigger bed," Amanda chuckled. Angel giggled as she slid between Mandy and I and lay up against both of us. That soon led to her and Mandy starting to kiss and fondle and play. I watched, quietly aroused but not wanting to join, as the two young girls began to get more excited and shift from play to passion very quickly.

Amanda lay her head on my chest, cupping my hardening cock.

"Your daughters are lovely, aren't they?" she asked.

I nodded.

I watched the girls making love, so innocent and childlike, despite their very unchildlike passions. They were like sisters, lovers and best friends, all at once.

And both were both soon to be wives of mine. They were true "kissing cousins" as well. Neither were the age of consent. What a moral morass that opened up.

Yet there was a beauty to them as well, and to their loving care in giving pleasure to one another. An naturalness and purity that seemed to transcend the cultural horror at incest, lesbianism, child sex and all the other taboos these two children were playfully trampling all over.

I sighed and snuggled against Amanda and just enjoyed watching the girls. Amanda gently touched my cock, sliding her fingers over it until it became wet with my growing arousal. Then she slid down under the covers and gave me a marvelous, slow blow job, bringing me right to the edge, then backing off. I touched the girls, just felt them as they made love to each other. Their young bodies were so sensual and arousing, and I felt them as they brought each other to orgasm and kissed and groped and enjoyed one another.

I finally came off, groaning as Amanda gently swallowed my come and cleaned my cock with her mouth and tongue. And Amanda slid back up from under the covers and kissed me, and we fell asleep in each other's arms, while Mandy and Angel were still making love.
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Chapter 9

Martin Milner Junior High School glowed in the morning sun. Yes, I'd come in the back way, and the aging concrete sign using that old designation still stood beside the path.

I saw kids walking into school, and running and simply being kids. Then I became aware someone was walking right behind me. I turned and saw the Asian Slut Squad.

Yeah, that was their name. I'd actually heard them referred to as that several times by other students.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," Lori said as the girls surrounded me, walking with me toward the school.

"Hi," I said. God, there were eight girls and their combined odor was wonderful. Lori, the leader, was in her cheerleader's outfit. She was tall and cute, and her Oriental features made her look younger than her years.

Two other girls wore the outfits of the dance squad, which were both tight and very sexy, with hot pants and under-wire bras as a part of the outfit. The Milner Tarts were famous locally for their wild choreography and dance skills.

The rest were in their usual revealing outfits, either so tight or so loose they threatened to slip from their small breasts and bodies. The girls smiled up at me, all made up like teen harlots.

Marvelously sexy teen harlots.

"I hear you were busy last week," one of the girls said, looking at me sexily from under black bangs. All the girls giggled at this.

"I hear he's busy every night," another girl leered, and there were general nods and smiles.

"I hope you don't wear yourself out, Mr. Carlson," another said, sliding her hand provocatively up my arm. "We wouldn't want you to do that."

"Not unless we were the ones to do it," one of the dance squad girls said and everyone giggled again.

"I hear Mr. Carlson doesn't do that," Lori said, licking her full lower lip provocatively at me. "Is that true, or is that just an awful rumor?"

"I hope it's an awful rumor," the dance team girl said, taking my other arm. She moved her body against it, rubbing her titties on my arm invitingly. "It would be a shame if it were true."

I saw Miss Rohrer standing at the entrance of the gym. The teacher's parking lot is behind the gym, so we go through the

building on our way to work. I'm told it's great in winter, though so far what people seem to call winter is a far cry from Minnesota, where I was raised.

She shook her head and smiled as she saw the girls flirting with me.

"Girls, leave poor Mr. Carlson alone," she said. "He's had a rough week."

"Aaaaw," Lori said, sliding up against me and petting my hair. "Has poor Mr. Carlson had a rough week?" She was so close to my face I could smell her cinnamon flavored lipstick and see every line of her eye shadow and soft thick eyelashes and inviting brown eyes.

"Maybe Mr, Carlson needs a nice break," one of the other girls said.

I looked to Miss Rohrer for help. She walked over and pushed the girls away, taking took my arm.

"Now, girls: Mr. Carlson should be treated with respect in public," she said, walking me through the doors and into the hall leading to the gym. Miss Rohrer stopped suddenly and turned to them, waggling a finger at them.

"If you want to get friendly with Mr. Carlson, you should be appropriate young ladies and do it in private."

She turned to me and smiled, then reached out and shoved me backwards. I hit the door behind me, which swung open. I realized what door this was.

It led to the girl's locker room.

"Go for it, girls!" Miss Rohrer laughed as she turned and walked away.

I turned and ran. Right into the showers.

Naked girls screamed and some tried vainly to cover their bodies. But some just turned and grinned.

"No clothes in the shower room, Mr. Carlson!" one naked brunette girl laughed, running toward me, her little titties bouncing and her pubic hair dripping wet. She jumped on me, soaking wet and wonderfully naked and started pulling at my clothes.

The Asian slut Squad hit me just about then, and began to help her.

"Mr. Carlson needs a nice, relaxing shower," Lori shouted. "That'll help him!"

I was having my clothes pulled at and felt the buttons ripping off of my shirt. I couldn't help but feel the girls, some naked, others not, as they struggled and wrestled at my clothes and pulled me further into the shower room.

A naked blonde started aiming shower-heads at a spot in the middle of the room, and a moment later I was being soaked in warm water. So were all the girls. And more were joining.

"Daddy? What are you doing in the girl's locker room?" Mandy laughed as she jumped into the foray. Her clothes were almost instantly soaked as she joined the groping girls. "Let's pants Mr. Carlson and see what his pointer looks like!" she giggled.

Well, that was it. My pants were being dragged off, and then my underwear.

I was looking at one Asian girl, her black t-shirt plastered to her small, perky breasts by the water. I reached out and touched it, and she grabbed my hand, shoving it into her little breast.

"Mr. Carlson touched my breast!" she yelled.

"GROUP GROPE!" a bunch of girls yelled together. My cock was almost immediately in the mouth of one of the girls, and another was crawling down my throat in the most amazing and sexy tongue attack I've ever felt. I was feeling bodies, not knowing who or even what I was touching at first. I felt one of my hands slide between thighs and felt a smooth pussy right there, soaking wet from the shower.

Then the girl kissing me was pulled aside and I was being lowered to the ground on my back. Lori was soaked and sexy in her little cheerleader outfit, her tits clearly visible through her wet sweatshirt. She straddled my face, giving me a great view of her panties, soaking and mostly sheer and molding to her pussy.

She lowered her wet pussy against my mouth, and I eagerly sucked at her. Lori arched backwards and was kissing another girl as her sweatshirt was being pulled off by yet other girls. Girls were stripping other girls and kissing, and more girls, both dressed and partially dressed, were running in to join.

Then the doors slammed open and the boys, all dressed out for gym, were running in and grabbing girls, who shrieked and struggled and giggled.

Some girls tried to run, while others attacked the boys, pulling at their clothes and jumping on them.

I lay and watched the whole erotic scene. And if you think seeing a soaked Mandy dragging off a big Black kid's pants and sucking his hard cock into her mouth isn't sexy, well you obviously never saw it happen.

In minutes, kids were fucking and sucking and groping and going wild everywhere. There were naked girls and guys everywhere, groping and kissing and fucking.

Some girls had run into the dressing rooms, and though the boys followed, they were soon chased out by Mrs. Zunnini, the gym teacher.

"Go fuck the willing ones!" she yelled at one boy. "No wonder you have them hiding out in here!"

She watched them like a hawk. Apparently, force-fucking was not tolerated in school.

I pushed the soaking Lori down toward my crotch and she pulled off her sopping panties and thrust her dark Oriental pussy onto my cock. I was kissing and groping all around me, and it was so wantonly erotic. Just groping pussy and breasts and assholes and thighs and whatever else came to hand, as the girls began to take turns getting their little twats sucked by me and sucking and fucking my cock.

Mandy was being fucked by two guys now, one in her pussy and the other in her newly opened ass. She was writhing and giggling and coming all over.

The orgy lasted almost an hour. I must have fucked twenty girls in that time. The guys were all grinning and girl's pussies were dripping with come.

Everyone seemed enormously happy, even Mrs. Zunnini, who was letting the girls who had run into the locker room return to shower with the naked, laughing coed group.

There were several boys being released from the locker room as well, and she smiled as she saw me notice.

"Not all the girls are ready for a group grope," she said softly. "But not all the boys are either. They had a lot of fun with each other, without getting bothered by the others.

She took my hand and dragged me into her office.

"Mr. Loams can take care of them," she said. I had noticed Coach Loams was a part of the festivities, having sex with both boys and girls. That was both really shocking and very arousing. "I have a private shower."

She led me into the room and stripped off her clothes. Mrs. Zunnini is a big woman, a former world class shot-put champion, and she is still well muscled. She slipped up against me and kissed me.

"You got any of that energy for a horny old woman?" she asked.

Hell yes, I fucked her. And it was great, since she was as eager as the young girls, but better at it. Her ampleness was fascinating. She jiggled all over and was soft and marvelously sexy, with quite strong muscles beneath. We fucked and played around, then got in the shower and did it some more. Mrs. Zunnini was big-chested and big-assed, with massive strong thighs and shoulders, and I loved that difference in her. I'd seen other 'big' girls in the orgy, and found their ample curves and jiggling bodies very sexy.

And Mrs. Zunnini was not in the least embarrassed by her 'imperfect' body.

I sucked her full twat, loving the feeling of her soft thighs against my head like obscene pillows.

"You like 'em big," she whispered. "You are a treasure." I responded by moving up and burying my face in her massive tits and she laughed.

"You'll just fuck anything, won't you? I like that in a man."

I groaned.

I was sliding again, and the ride was just fabulous.

I fucked her standing, just loving the feel of her big, wet body rubbing on mine and her hot pussy enveloping my cock.

When we came out of the shower a cute young girl, stark naked, her budding little freckled breasts on wonderful display, walked over with a set of sweats.

"Mr. Loams said you might need these," she said to me. "Your clothes got kind of trashed."

I put on the red sweat pants with the golden stripe down the outside of the leg and the white sweat shirt, with the Milner Moles logo on it. It was an adorable mole, wearing glasses and squinting around nearsightedly as it came up out of a burrow that looked suspiciously like a woman's labia. I'd dismissed that first impression as the product my overactive adult imagination. I'd assumed a young student artist was probably not aware of the potential implications of their little drawing.

Now, of course, the purpose was clearer.

Mrs. Zinnini looked at me and nodded in approval.

"Now you look like a real Milner burrower," she said. "No hole is safe around the Milner Moles."

She laughed and kissed me.

"Come down to the gym more often," she said.

"I definitely will," I told her.

I took off for my first class, (my first period is left open for preparation).

It was great. Mandy was in her usual place, in front of the class. She had on the cutest short plaid skirt and it didn't take long for me to notice she was wearing no panties, and the legend on her little Mons, written in bright red lipstick, was different today.

"I love my Daddy," it said.

Several students had been part of the shower room fun, and were smiling and fresh fucked, both the boys and the girls. Other's looked at me with new respect, or whatever you would call that look. I had obviously crossed a line today, for good or bad.

Spirit was there as well, sitting gingerly on her bruised butt. She looked like she was in a special kind of misery and my heart went out to her. She often shifted, trying to get comfortable.

After class, Mandy winked at me as she left class. Spirit was getting up slowly and I went over and offered her my arm. There were tears rolling down her face.

"Hurting bad today?" I asked gently.

"No, I'm okay," she said, as she slowly rose.

"You don't have to be at school," I told her. "Everyone would understand if you took a few days off."

She looked up at me and shook her head.

"Then I'd be home with Mom," she said. "She's hurting a lot too and not in a nice mood."

I nodded. Terri probably partially blamed Spirit for what had happened to her, and I already knew Spirit blamed herself as well.

"I could call Amanda," I offered. "I'm sure she wouldn't mind if you went there and took it easy."

Spirit began to cry and I took her in my arms and held her.

"That's so nice, Mr. Carlson," she sobbed. "I don't know where to go. Home is awful."

I nodded. Even with Terri's apparent transformation, things were going to be very strained for a while. And Spirit and her little brother Sky would be right in the middle of it.

"I'll call Amanda," I told her. "We can put you up for a few days, if you don't mind sharing a bed with Mandy."

She looked up at me and smiled.

"I think I'd really like that," she said and kissed me.

She was eager, though inexperienced. She was right up against me and she opened her mouth, licking at mine, trying to come onto me and thank me at the same time. She moaned, both excited and in obvious discomfort and I took that opportunity to pull away. I smiled at her gently.

"Give it time, Spirit. Don't feel rushed. You can stay at the house, and just relax for a while, okay?"

She nodded.

"Could Amanda come get me?" she asked. "I really am hurting, a lot."

I nodded.

"Come on," I told her. "We'll go to the office and I'll have her come bring you home."

I was lucky. Amanda had just gotten home from looking at the new house again. I was a little nervous how she would react to my offer, but it seemed to delight her. She said she'd be there in ten minutes.

I got Spirit situated with Miss Rohrer, and hurried down to my next class.

One of the Asian Slut Squad was in that class, and she kept looking up at me and smiling. She had on a tiny leather skirt and black nylons, true nylons held up by a black garter belt. The garter straps actually extended beyond the little black skirt, even when standing. And her ankle-high high heeled boots just made the whole effect more erotic.

Sitting was even more spectacular, since she wore no panties and her absolutely hairless, dark golden pussy was puffed out in an amazing display. Her little top was loose, very thin black leather, and her quite small breasts poked up, her nipples clearly defined. No bra here.

I didn't remember if she was with the group of girls this morning and I wondered if I fucked her earlier.

Not knowing was somehow more arousing than if I remembered her being there.

After class, I motioned her over.

"Are you supposed to look sexy?" I asked.

"I am sexy," she retorted. "I saw you looking."

"I'd love to do more than look," I said.

She grinned and nodded.

"Right now?" she asked.

"I've been looking at you for an hour," I told her. "Hell, yes, right now."

I got up and took her hand and led her back to the cloak closet. I closed the door and grabbed her. She was totally on me in a second, hot and aroused and plastered against me. Damn! I slid under her blouse and cupped her little tits, sweaty from the leather over them, and then down under her skirt. There was no hesitation on my part, and certainly none on hers. She was unzipping me and sliding her small hands over my big cock.

Well, all right, moderate sized cock.

Is it possible to have sex become just another fuck? I don't think so. Her body was much like many other's, yet it was unique as well. Her pussy smelled of cloves and nutmeg, and wonderfully musky, and I knelt and sucked her fragrant, spicy tasting twat. Her juices were more oily than watery, and her swollen pussy lips were hard and engorged. I slid my fingers inside her tight little cunt, and it gave as I began to fuck at her with my fingers. It was all the same things any sex act is, but it was also unique and marvelous.

I put my cock to her dark little pussy and slid inside of her, with her sitting on a little desk in the closet, her legs spread up over my shoulders, her back bumping the wall with each deep thrust I made into her cunt. She was moaning and looked almost pained as she came, and she came a lot, again and again.

I was fucking her so hard I didn't even hear the door open. I had my eyes closed, so I didn't see the light either. I was so deep inside her oily, yielding yet tight cunt I was in total ecstasy and we both yelled out as I came and she came and I tried to push deeper inside and she tried to push herself further down on my cock.

Then we were kissing and holding each other, just covered in sweat and happy as hell. It was wonderful.

"Damn," I heard behind me. "Almost makes me wish I were Bi."

It was Miss Rohrer, smiling as she looked at us in the cloak- room.

"Well, come on over and we'll see if you are!" I said.

Miss Rohrer laughed, and the girl giggled.

"Thank you, Mr. Carlson," Rohrer said. "I'll consider your kind offer."

The girl slid down and began straightening her clothes.

"I hate to fuck and run, Mr. Carlson," she said, "but I gotta hurry or I'll miss lunch."

Miss Rohrer watched her leave.

"My, she is a cute one, isn't she?" Bull Roarer said. "What's her name?"

I blushed.

"I'd have to check my book," I said.

Miss Rohrer smiled and shook her head.

"Shame on you, Mr. Carlson. If you're going to fuck them, you should at least learn their names first."

"It's Nicki," I said, finally remembering. "Nicki Sanchez."

She laughed.

"Don't worry, Bud," she said. "I won't tell anyone you forgot."

She stepped up fairly close to me. I could smell her perfume.

"Amanda came and got Spirit," she said. "That was a good idea you had. And congratulations."

"It wasn't that good an idea," I told her.

She smiled and shook her head.

"No, on your engagement," she said. "You know, it's customary to kiss you now."

She did. It was not the kiss of a confirmed Lesbian. Well, I kissed back, of course. She moaned and kissed me even harder, opening her mouth and inviting me in. Damn, it was great.

Finally she pulled away, pulling her blonde hair back.

"Mmmmm," she said. "That nice girl-mouth and girl-pussy flavor on your breath almost completely covers that nasty man taste."

I laughed.

"Well, now I know how to interest you," I said.

Lucinda Rohrer turned and walked to the door, then turned around to face me again.

"You've already interested me, Bud," she said. She winked, then turned and walked out of the room.

I drove home happily. I was feeling great. The afternoon had gone well, though no more sudden sexual liaisons leaped on me. It was just so nice teaching school, and the students seemed to see me in a new light. Almost like I had gone from outsider to one of them.

I went in my house to change, then decided the sweats were fine. I grabbed some student assignments that needed to be read and called Amanda.

"Is it all right if I come by?" I asked.

"Of course it is, Bud," she chuckled. "You don't need permission. I had keys made for you today and everything."

So a few minutes later I pulled up in front and went inside.

Amanda came over and kissed me hello very passionately, even though Spirit was laying on the couch, watching television.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," she said.

"HI, Spirit," I replied. She was laying on her tummy, with her hips on pillows, an ice pack on her butt. "How's it going?"

"I took her to the doctor today and he gave her Vicoden and anti-inflammatories," Amanda said. "She's doing much better."

Amanda brought me back into the kitchen and kissed me again.

"Thank you for letting Spirit stay here. That was a great idea. She needs to get away from that family situation for a while."

"I worry about Skyler too," I told her.

"Tom will send him over when he gets home," she said. "Terri even came over for a while to visit."

Amanda smiled coldly.

"You beat the shit out of her ass," she said. "I'm proud of you."

"How is Terri handling it?" I asked.

"She's mad," Amanda said. "And confused. She wants to "talk it over," as soon as she's more healed up." Amanda leered at me. "I don't think she wants to just talk."

I understood that. Terri had found someone who fulfilled a need she didn't even recognize. Now she wanted to explore that further.

"Would you like to take a drive this evening?" Amanda asked. "Cheryl can watch Spirit and Skyler."

"They're still here?" I asked, surprised.

She smiled and nodded.

"Over at Carly's," she said. "Robert discovered Lea, so she's in heaven. And Carly's big pussy is perfect for old donkey dong Leo."

I laughed. It was strange hearing this put so plainly and practically. As if sex were just another part of life, and nothing more or less than that.

"Then I guess we can go for a drive," I said.

"Just don't panic," she said. "The house is just an idea."

"Okay," I told her. "I managed not to panic when I got pantsed in the girl's locker room, so I seem to be doing okay."

"I was going to ask about the clothes, but that explains it," Amanda said. "God, we used to have the boy's teams come in and fuck everyone. Those were the days."

"They did today too," I said. "Not everybody, but a lot of the girls took part."

Amanda looked at me happily.

"Damn, that's nice to hear."

The front door slammed open and Mandy came in.

"MOM!" she yelled. "We had an orgy at school today. It was really cool!"

We headed out into the living room. Mandy was talking with Spirit, telling her what had happened. Spirit looked both shocked and very excited.

"I missed it!" she said. "I don't have PE till afternoon."

"You don't want to lose your cherry that way anyway," Mandy said, then giggled. "Or maybe you do. A couple of girls today were virgin but the guys didn't care and the girls didn't fight very hard."

Poor Spirit. She looked shock and horrified and intensely interested. I knew exactly how she felt.

"Some girls like that," Amanda said. "It's a way of getting sex without having to be responsible for losing your virginity."

"I'm not virgin," Spirit said softly.

"That's wonderful," Amanda said, obviously surprised. "I guess your parents don't know?"

She shook her head.

"No, they don't. Daddy actually started teaching us, but Mom got all pissed. So Skyler and I learned on our own, together."

"A brother-fucker." Mandy grinned. "You're already one of us!"

Spirit smiled, a little embarrassed.

"Yeah, Mom watched us both like a hawk, but mostly when we were around other people."

Amanda smiled at Spirit.

"Well, I'm glad you two had each other," she said.

"I love Skyler," Spirit said. "A lot."

That was all there was to it. Spirit and Skyler were brother and sister, and lovers and their own little support system. Nothing wrong with that, is there?

Of course there was a lot wrong, but Spirit and Skyler weren't the problem. It was a solution they worked out. A solution that worked.

Skyler came through the front door with Cheryl, smiling broadly. He went over and kissed Spirit, just a little peck.

"It's okay, Skyler," Mandy said. "We already know. Spirit told us."

Skyler looked embarrassed. Cheryl smiled.

"He told me too, when I asked him where he learned to fuck so good."

Now Skyler was deep red, and he hid his face in his hands.

"You got laid?" Spirit asked. "Congratulations!"

He looked out, still embarrassed as only a young boy can be by the disclosure of his sex life.

"He was great," Cheryl said. "You taught him well, Spirit."

Now it was Spirit's turn to be embarrassed. Mandy put her arms around Spirit's back and hugged her.

"It's okay, Spirit," She said. "You'll heal up and I'm sure Bud would love to have some fun."

Poor Spirit. Now she was totally mortified.

"Mandy, Cheryl, be good," I said. "Don't embarrass them. They're not used to sluts."

Mandy's eyes and mouth went wide as she stared at me.

"Well, see if this slut ever fucks you again!" she said in mock anger.

Cheryl just laughed.

"We're just having fun," she told Skyler. "But Bud's right: we're all sluts. That includes him."

I shook my head wryly.

"I only had sex with a dozen strangers today," I said. "Maybe twenty. Is that slutty?"

Amanda nodded and kissed me, so nice and thoroughly.

"Yes, it is Bud," she said. "You're just my slutty little boy toy."

Everyone laughed at that, even Skyler and Spirit.

"Well," Amanda said, picking up her purse, "who wants to go and see the new house?"

Well, a nice little drive became a small armada in no time. Leo and Cheryl Robert wanted to go, and and Carly and Lea wanted come along. Even Spirit asked if she could come, so of course then Skyler wanted to go.

And several others I hadn't really met yet, like Dusty, wanted to see as well. And Skyler, and Mandy and Amanda and I.

So we ended up in three cars.

"I'm sorry," Amanda said. "I know you didn't expect a parade."

I shook my head.

"It's all right," I said. "It's kind of fun."

We drove out of town, on the old two lane highway. We went about a mile, then pulled off and down a gravel path.

There was a heavy patch of trees, with a house mostly hidden in them, practically disappearing in the growing darkness.

I pulled in and looked. The house was tiny. Then I realized that the old house in front, a small ranch style home, had a massive two story addition rising behind it. It was raw wood, and weathered to match the surroundings, so it seemed nearly invisible.

The owners of the house met us and invited us in, then took us through the modest house and into the unfinished addition.

It was huge. The interior was bare studs and wood, but the house was capacious, huge really. The older section in the front was completed, but the new section was basically a skeleton. The exterior wood walls and windows were in place, and it was weatherproof, but the inside was just 2x6 studs and bare wiring and pipes. A four thousand square foot, two story skeleton, with another thousand feet in the old house.

"Wow," I said.

"It could be finished beautifully," Leo said. "The structure is sound. And I'm a licensed contractor, so I could do the work. Get a crew in here, and you'd be finished by spring, easily."

"It's kind of big, isn't it?" I asked.

Amanda smiled and took my arm.

"Remember, you're about to have three wives. And that's just the beginning."

"What's in all the boxes?"

"Cabinets, the Jen-air and ovens, a lot of other stuff," Leo said. "The contractor went belly up, and the whole thing got locked up in litigation. The family won an award and decided to just chuck the whole thing and buy a finished place. I guess they were sick of it."

Carly nodded.

"Yeah, they just wanted out," she said. "There's four huge bedrooms upstairs and one really big one downstairs. And the great room and den. And the upstairs deck and atrium."

I shook my head.

"It's a mansion," I said.

"It's cheap," Carly said. "Because it's unfinished. And with Leo doing the work, you'd have a huge house for only a fraction of it's value. And taxes out here are moderate."

She grinned at my amused look.

"I'm a real estate agent," Carly said. "That's why I knew about this place."

"Bud and Amanda would stay until it's done," Amanda explained. "And Robert and Angel are both home schooled, so that's not a problem."

I nodded, realizing the girl I planned to 'marry' was the age of a sixth or seventh grader.

"So, how do we float this?" I asked Carly.

Amanda kissed me softly.

"I have the money," she said. "I write, remember?"

"You're that successful?" I asked.

She grinned.

"Romance novels are a big market right now. And the Amanda Fletcher series have done very well."

"You write romances?" I laughed.

"And more erotic stuff," she said. "And my sociology books are doing well. I write about American subcultures, like the Gypsies and the Jazz culture. And I'm working about one on the Hills."

"Not to be published," Mandy added. "Just kind of a Hill history and that kind of stuff."

Amanda nodded.

"That's more a work of love than anything else," she said. "Mostly, the romances are my bread and butter."

So there it is. I was marrying a romance writer, her daughter, and their twelve year old cousin and niece.

And I couldn't have been happier.

"Then I guess we found a home," I said.

The trip home was great. There was a feeling of celebration so powerful even Morgana was grinning. Yes, she'd come too.

We pulled up at Amanda's little house, appearing all the smaller after the huge place we had just been in. We got out and headed in. I saw Tom come out of his house and head over.

"I understand you've kidnapped my kids," he said with a sad grin.

"Only temporarily," Amanda told him. "We thought they needed the break."

Tom nodded. He looked better, though still pretty ragged.

"Thank you," he said. "Terri's hurting and not real easy to live with right now."

"I could take care of that," I said. I was surprised by my own words. They just kind of slipped out unbidden. Yet they also lit a desire in me, both dark and bright. I wanted to fuck Terri, hard and rough.

And I somehow knew she'd love it.

Tom looked at me, both relieved and unhappy. He finally shrugged.

"If you can handle her, go ahead. I sure as hell can't."

Carly grinned over at me.

"You promised I could watch," she said.

I nodded. I looked over at Morgana, but she shook her head with a dark smile.

"Go ahead," she said. "I'd come, but I might get hungry."

She grinned and I grinned back. Morgana was a strange one, no doubt about that.

But I got the feeling it was a terribly lonely life for her. She almost used her dark attitude as a defense, to keep from getting too close to people.

But that was her business.

I looked over at Carly again, then Amanda.

"Go ahead, Bud," Amanda said. "You know, and you know it."

I grinned. Yes, I understood her cryptic little statement: This was what I should do. And I knew it.

I headed for the door, Carly right behind me.

"Bud?" Tom said.

I turned and Tom tossed me his keys.

"Have a good time," he said.

I entered the darkened house, with Carly close behind. Her breathing was rapid and she was obviously excited.

The light was on in the bedroom and I walked down the hall and into the room.

Terri lay on the bed in a pair of flannel pajamas. Her butt was raised on pillows, just like Spirit. She looked up and her mouth gaped open.

"You!" she said. "What are you doing here?"

"I'm here to fuck the hell out of you," I said.

"Get out of my house, right now!"

I walked across the room and grabbed her.

"You fucker, let me go!" she yelled.

I slapped her, hard. Her eyes went wide and I smelled her arousal.

Maybe that's strange, but I had always noticed the changes women went through, the difference in odor as they became sexually excited.

And in Terri, my slap created an instantaneous musk.

She began to scream and fight. Her injured butt at least made fighting difficult, but she was still quite a handful.

I got the front of her pajamas and felt her breasts. Her boobs were full and flopping sexily as she struggled.

"You cock-sucker!" she yelled. "You're not going to rape me, you filthy Hill bastard!"

I grabbed her breasts through her pajamas and twisted, hard. She moaned and arched, and the crotch of her pajamas was suddenly damp. God, she smelled terrific.

I was suddenly seized with the oddest feeling. I felt sorry for Terri. She was a very sexual woman, whose needs were totally misunderstood, even by her. She had tried to get them met, every way she knew how, but had neither the insight or self-awareness to know what she really wanted.

Now I was here to give her that, and she was tremendously, wonderfully aroused.

"You asshole," she moaned. "I'm too hurt to defend myself."

I stopped.

"You're right," I said and turned and walked away. I heard her gasp.

"Where are you going?" she asked.

I turned back toward her.

"Remember what I said last time? I wasn't going to fuck you until you begged for it? Well, that still stands. I want to fuck your bruised pussy, and even rape your little asshole. And I will, as soon as you beg me to do it. I'll rape you like the deserving bitch you are, but only after you ask me to do it."

She stared at me, shocked. She tried to speak, but no sounds came out.

I went over to the bed and slid my hand over one of her breasts, taking the nipple between two fingers and twisting it viciously.

She moaned and arched again.

"Please," she said. "Please, please do that again."

That was all I wanted. I attacked her, roughly and harshly, groping at her breasts, then shoving my hand down between her legs. I did no foreplay, but groped at her cunt though her pajamas, looking for her entrance. Her pussy was terribly swollen, but I slid between her bruised lips roughly, finding her wet and ready. I pushed deep inside her cunt, and she cried out as I did so, in both pain and pleasure.

"Oh, please rape me," she begged, beginning to cry. "Please fuck me, shove your dirty naked cock inside of me."

I slapped her again, my fingers feeling the tightening and wet of her orgasm. It was like I knew what to do next, like I was aware of what she wanted.

Like I was reading her mind.

That took me aback, and I actually stopped groping her for a moment.

It was the knack both Amanda and Mandy had, and Morgana as well.

And now I seemed to have it.

I leaned down over Terri and kissed her, roughly and obscenely, more to be lewdly gross than anything else.

I was totally aroused. This was as close to a rape as I would likely ever experience. And Terri had agreed to it.

I glanced over at Carly. She was sitting on the corner of the bed, her pants unzipped, her hand down inside. She was already masturbating herself as she watched.

Terri hit me alongside the head, a good one. She wanted a rape, and she was defending herself.

If I wanted it, I had to take it. By force.

I turned and hit her back, hard, in the stomach. She moaned and doubled over. Her eyes were rolling and her odor was getting even more harshly musky. I'd never smelled such an excited woman in my life. That probably had a lot to do with what happened.

I grabbed one flailing arm in one hand and the front of her pajama top in the other. I jerked it and felt it give with a harsh, very sexy, ripping sound.

"You fucker!" she yelled. "You goddamn rapist. You fucking bastard."

I grabbed her breast, naked now, and groped her soft flesh.

"You fucking cock-sucker," she yelled. "Get your fucking hands off me."

Instead, I twisted her nipple, hard.

"Shit, that hurts!" she screamed. "Oh, God, please don't do this."

I ignored her. I could smell her arousal but, more important, I seemed to know she wanted to beg and plead and be taken anyway. She wanted to be brutalized and to be helpless to stop it.

I've always considered the "she really wanted it," excuse disgusting. Yet somehow, I knew what I was doing was her deepest, darkest fantasy, a fantasy she could not really admit even to herself.

I gave it to her.

I bent and took her nipple in my mouth, biting until I tasted blood.

"Oh, God, please don't!" she screamed. "God no, that hurts. PLEASE STOP!"

But I shoved my hand down her pajama bottoms, cupping her lightly furred cunt, still swollen from the beating it had received. She crossed her legs and tried to turn away.

"God, no!" she cried. "Please! Not that. Please, let me go. Don't make me do this."

I ripped off her pants. I was so aroused by this, and by seeing Carly jack herself off, wetting the crotch of her pants with her own excitement.

I grabbed her thighs and twisted, eliciting another scream. But she let me drag her legs apart and expose her already black and blue cunt. I shoved a hand deep inside her swollen slit and she began to cry.

"Please don't do this. At least wear a condom. Please, wear a condom. I've always been a faithful wife. Please don't rape me."

I pushed my fingers deep up inside of her. She was wetter than I have ever felt a woman: soaking with excitement.

"Fuck you, cunt," I hissed. "I'll fuck you like all the other sluts I fuck: Bareback. I want to come inside of you, slut."

She moaned and orgasmed. It soaked my hand even more.

I found her asshole and shoved my thumb inside of her. She was very tight, unlike the women I'd been with lately. She moaned as I force-fucked her asshole, first with just my thumb, then adding a finger.

"No, please," she moaned. "Not there. It's nasty there."

"Not as nasty as It will be when I fuck it," I told her.

"Hit me, please," she whispered, to my surprise. "Hit me hard."

I did, hitting her across the jaw and then in the breast, then really hard in the gut. I'd be lying if I said I didn't pull my punches, but I didn't pull them much. I wanted to hurt her, but not injure her.

Bruises would be fine.

I grabbed her hair and twisted it hard.

"Kiss, bitch, kiss like you fucking mean it."

She did, open and wet and I was as sloppy and nasty as I could be.

"You don't think I'm the only one who's getting any today," I said, looking at her coldly. "My friend likes her cunt eaten and you're going to eat it."

I dragged her down on the bed. By this point, her arousal was overcoming the game of being raped, and she was starting to give suggestions.

"Fuck my ass, hard. Oh, Christ, rip my ass open," she moaned.

Carly pulled down her pants and got into the act.

"Eat my fucking wet cunt, whore. I like it deep, so get in there and suck my soaking twat."

Terri practically dove in, and I put my cock to her ass and shoved.

Terri screamed as my cock jammed at her little ass, slowly forcing it open. She screamed even louder and writhed as I forced myself slowly into her tiny asshole.

"Oh, god YES!" she yelled. "Fuck my virgin ass. Rip it open and fuck my filthy little hole!"

I did, pushing as deep inside of her as I could and moaning as I hit something soft and hot inside. Yes, I fucked her through her shit, and loved every second of it.

So did Terri. She was screaming and crying and orgasming, just going practically mad with desire and release. The pain she was in must have been extreme, since her little ass was bleeding now, yet for her it seemed to create pure pleasure.

She was sucking at Carly's twat and ass, going crazy on her as I fucked Terri's ass.

"Don't fuck my cunt," she said. "Your cock is nasty. Please don't do that. Please."

Well, this was an invitation and I knew it. I had no compunction as I pulled my cock out of her assaulted ass and shoved it deep inside her pussy.

"Nooooo," she cried, as she came again.

Then she just kept repeating it, "No, no, no, please, no..." as I fucked her cunt. She was so aroused she was trembling and crying. I fucked her pussy for a while, then slid back into her full ass, almost coming myself at how much that aroused me.

Almost, hell. I was fucking her through her shit and it was so damned exciting I felt my orgasm start to hit. I drove as deep inside of her as I could, yelling out myself as I came off, wonderfully hard, feeling my whole body tighten as I shot off in her ass.

I lay on top of her and Terri began to cry.

I looked at Terri's naked body as we heading into the bathroom. Her earlier bruises had now been joined with numerous others. She moaned and cried and touched both Carly and I as the three of us showered. I made Terri wash my cock, and she did so with near reverence.

"I don't know how to thank you," Terri said. "I still not sure what's going on."

I hugged her. Hey, it's not an easy thing to realize you want to be hit, brutalized and humiliated, and take great sexual pleasure in it. Yet many people do.

I made Terri get dressed.

"You're going to come to Amanda's and apologize to your husband and children," I told her.

"And if someone over there wants you, they can have you."

She nodded.

"Why am I like this?" she asked sadly. "Why am I such a bitch to the people I love?"

She began to sob and I held her.

"I understand, I think," I said. "It's something deep inside of you, a need you want fulfilled. I think if you can find that part of yourself and feed it and care for it, you'll be a much easier person to live with."

She looked up at me and kissed me.

"I love you," she said.

Of course, I knew better. She was grateful for being forced. Hell, she would have fallen in love with a rapist, if he'd given her what she needed.

It's the strange thing about human nature. That we need things we might never acknowledge, then become bound to the people that fulfill that need, no matter how destructive the relationship might be.

Terri was just discovering her needs.

And, heck, I was glad to help her. I was just discovering my own as well.

She smiled over at me, her jaw bruised and swelling, as we walked across the street toward Amanda's.

The house was full of pungent smoke when we walked in. I recognized the pungent, almost spicy smell of burning Root. Amanda was surprised to see Terri with us, but was pleasant and hospitable to her, getting her a place to sit and bringing her some wine.

There was a party going on. Spirit was kissing Mandy as Mandy felt Spirit's full, tempting, naked breasts. Little Sky was with Cheryl and Angel, touching Cheryl's breasts and kissing them as Angel sucked his cock.

Robert and Dusty were fucking in the corner, her legs wide spread as he drove deep into her.

There were burners all over the house, with bits of Root smoldering on the charcoals. People were everywhere, stripped or stripping, and groping and fucking.

I walked to one and inhaled deeply. I'd gone so far over the line, there was no going back. Even if there was, I did not want to go back. I wanted this. And that thought, that reality, was as sexually arousing as anything else I'd done, including the force-fuck of Terri minutes ago.

Yes, I'd liked it. I'd enjoyed it all. And I now realized that I was not out of control: I was totally in control. It was my choice what I did, or chose not to do. I even thought about going to find the kid who was sucking Amanda's twat the other day and fucking his little ass. Hell, I'd done it with a boyfriend when I was eleven, and though we played that we were having sex with girls, I still remember the darkly erotic odor of his ass on my fingers and cock.

I wanted to fuck a boy someday and see if the excitement was still there.

For those of you reading this story, and hoping I'd somehow come to my senses and run away from the madness I seemed to be slipping into, I'm sorry.

That would probably be the story if this were some kind of morality play.

But it's not. It's what really happened. And it reads more like an immorality play, a paean to the perversion and filth and wonder and, yes, unusual choices I discovered. There was no going back, not now.

And I'd finally accepted that. Sure, I had doubts later, but the path I was on was set.

And it was only downhill from here.

I took another deep huff of Root, feeling it fill my head and my cock. The very clear vision was there suddenly, and my hypersensitive senses, all of them, were crowding in.

I walked away, looking for something to fill those senses, some pleasure, twisted or not, to enjoy.

I saw Dusty, stark naked, being fucked by another guy. She was moaning and groping Robert's cock, her big breasts jouncing up and down as she got screwed, just engulfed in the pleasure of it all.

Terri was in a corner, kissing and hugging Tom, and pulling at his pants. Tom put a burner under her face and she was taking huge gulps of the smoke.

I saw a young girl huffing the burning root, just as I had been. She was broad-assed and wearing short cut-offs, revealing the undersides of her big butt cheeks.

I headed over and slid my hand over her ass.

She turned and grinned. She was cute, like a little hillbilly girl, blonde, with wide set brown eyes and very full lips.

She looked up at me.

"You gonna do something with that, or just get it all excited?" she asked.

Yeah, it was that easy. She was so cute and pudgy, with biggish soft breasts and a big, soft ass. Yeah, she was kind of fat, but sexy fat, very fuckable fat. Marvelously fat.

I slid my hands over her full soft curves and she moaned in pleasure. She grinned up at me.

"You must be Mr. Carlson," she said.

I nodded.

"I'm Lynn. My Daddy says you're sliding down the slippery slope and loving every second of it."

She winked at me.

I nodded again.

"Yeah, I guess I am," I told her.

"My Daddy was an outsider too," she said softly. "But he slid down that slope years ago. He's been fucking me for two years. He say's that's why I have such a hot body at thirteen."

I guess I really had changed. I mean, this girl was nearly a child, very far from legal age.

But after what I had done lately, thirteen was an older woman.

"You have a lovely body," I said, sliding my hand over her full, soft breasts, braless under her loose T-shirt.

She shrugged uncertainly.

"The boys go for girls like Mandy and Dusty," she said. "They look like what you'd see on television. Mom says I'm built for comfort, not for speed."

I grinned.

"You certainly look comfortable," I told her.

She leaned up and kissed me, soft and deep.

"I want to play with you," I said, sliding my hand under her blouse and cupping her big, hanging breasts. She was softer and saggier than Amanda, and much larger as well. She was so ample and soft and somehow terribly arousing.

Lynn moaned.

"I'm glad you like my body," she said softly. "I love it. I like to play with it too."

Every word was bouncing in my head. I was flying again, totally aroused, totally horny.

"NO! NO, PLEASE!"

It was Amanda's voice.

I spun around, my head suddenly clear. The Root still had my senses hyper-aroused, but the cobwebs had suddenly gone away.

Amanda was being dragged toward the back of the house by Leo. Three other guys, all new to me, were helping hold her and groping her at the same time.

Mandy saw my reaction and grinned. I looked at her and realized she was sitting on some guy's lap, his cock buried in her pussy.

Mandy winked at me.

I realized the whole thing was a game, just Amanda having fun, but my mind was still racing. Lynn reached out and touched me, softly. She petted my back as she spoke calmly and reassuringly.

"It's all right, Mr. Carlson," she said softly. "They're just playing."

I turned to her and Lynn softly petted my face. She smiled up at me gently.

"You almost went off, didn't you?" she asked. "I know. My Daddy's half Tash."

"Went off?" I asked.

Lynn smiled softly.

"Just an expression," she said softly, still in that 'gentling' mode, like you'd use to calm a scared animal. "Don't worry about it."

I shook my head. My brain was still strangely clear, my muscles very tight.

Lynn took my hand and moved me toward the smoking burner.

"Just inhale, Mr. Carlson, and we'll have some fun together," she said softly.

I took another deep breath of Root, and felt myself beginning to relax.

I sighed.

"It's okay, Mr. Carlson," Lynn said. "We can play now."

She kissed me, sliding her tongue between my lips and her lush body against me. God, she felt great.

"What happened?" I asked.

"Nothing you need to worry about now," she said softly.

She pulled me over towards the dining room. I followed, then looked at the table in shocked arousal.

Amanda was stripped and being held face down, as a young guy was spreading her ass cheeks. It looked so real and so fucking sexy. It looked like what I had just done, and been excited by doing.

"Oh, God, please don't," Amanda moaned, obviously very aroused. "I've never had a man up there."

I watched the young guy put his cock to my dear Amanda and shove deep inside of her. She arched back and made a horrible groaning sound, even as she came wetly on the table.

"See?" Lynn asked gently. "It's cool."

We walked into the kitchen, where several kids were making out and half naked. Morgana leaned against the refrigerator, watching the scene.

She looked up at me, then walked over.

"Are you all right, Bud?" she asked.

I nodded, even as I realized little Lea was part of the group of kids. She was giggling as she was being groped, and feeling back.

"I'm fine," I said, a little defensively.

"He almost went off," Lynn told her. "I didn't know he was Tash."

Morgana silenced her with a sudden look, so cold it made Lynn take a step backwards.

"What's going on?" I asked. "What does she mean, went off? Why does she think I'm Tash?"

Morgana reached out and touched my face gently, just as Lynn had: Like you would a nervous animal, perhaps a dangerous animal.

"Can we just party for a while, Bud?" Morgana asked. "I'll explain, once you're back to normal."

Lynn leaned up against me again.

"I'll be glad to keep you occupied," she said. "And I know a little girl who would love to help."

Damn it once again! Little girl. What an erotic, forbidden word. I was hit with a wall of arousal, but it was tempered with my experience the other night.

"How little?" I asked.

Lynn smiled.

"Eight," she said.

I smiled and shook my head.

"That's a little too young," I told her.

Lynn shrugged. She was neither upset nor surprised.

"How about two ample thirteen year olds?" Lynn offered. "I have a twin sister."

"Now, that sound's interesting I told her."

Lynn grinned and took off toward the front of the house.

Morgana looked at me and smiled.

"Now, that wasn't so hard, was it Bud?" she asked. "Not 'that's sick, ' but 'I'm not interested.' We'll make a Hill out of you yet."

Morgana took my hand and led me toward the bedroom. I saw Lea being fucked by a boy of maybe twelve, her moaning and jerking in excitement as he slid his young cock into her freshly opened pussy.

Morgana brought me into Amanda's room, closing the door and laying me down on the bed.

"Lynn's afraid of me," I realized.

Morgana smiled and shook her head.

"She's just being cautious," she said.

"Of what?" I asked.

"Of what you really are," she whispered, laying on the bed beside me.

Morgana kissed me, that wonderful, all consuming kiss, that kiss that was better than fucking. She was petting my body, her hot hands sliding over me, leaving a trail of arousal over everything they touched.

Her tongue was darting in my mouth, her lips moving against mine, her body hot wherever she touched me.

"I'm so sorry, Bud," she said softly. "We were very unfair. I owe you anything you'd like, I understand that. Anything, Bud. Any fantasy or any reality you want I can give you, it's yours."

God damn her. Her voice was echoing in my head, like Amanda's dark wanderings, only this offered even more forbidden pleasures. I somehow knew that.

Morgana chuckled softly.

"Lynn loves them young, Bud," she said, petting me softly. "The age when childhood ends and learning begins. That's her pleasure and her choice. Their Mommys and Daddys know, and approve."

Amanda bent down, kissing me again and running her fingers down over my cock.

The root was really kicking in and I moaned as she ran her fingernails over my cock through my pants.

"It's your choice, Bud," she said. "It's not up to anybody else what you choose to do. It's your choice."

I shook my head, trying to clear it. But Morgana's voice was inside my head. I knew covering my ears wouldn't stop her voice. It didn't enter that way. It poured directly into my brain and spread out, filling my head like a hot, erotic fluid.

"You never have to take part, Bud. That's a family rule. You decide what you are comfortable with, and don't judge others with different comfort levels. That's what keeps all these perverts together."

She chuckled, then grew serious again.

"I know you were conflicted about Terri," she said. "You were so conflicted because the thought of rape excites you so much. I know that. You can't hide anything from we Tash."

She was right. I'd masturbated regularly about rape fantasies. But they were just that: fantasies. I'd never considered going further than that, even as my darkest fantasies were dancing in my head, given life by the Root filling my brain.

"You spanked Terri, Bud," Morgana whispered. "You stripped her and dragged her over your knee and whipped the crap out of her. You touch her helpless pussy and shoved your fingers inside of her. And now you've beaten and fucked the hell out of her cunt and cherry ass and you loved every moment of it.

She chuckled.

"You've jumped in so fast, you feel like now you're too far from shore sometimes and might never make it back," Morgana whispered as she stroked me softly. Don't worry, Bud. There's another shore, another side, and it's close now. It's only a short distance away, and we're all helping you get there."

I moaned.

"I'm getting there," I said.

"What do you want right now, Bud?" Morgan asked. "Right this moment?"

"I want to get fucked," I said.

Morgana smiled.

"Certainly, Bud," she said. "You spoke just in time."

A few seconds later the door opened and Lynn came in, with a girl who could have been her reflection. Even their outfits were identical. Only the fact that Lynn's hair was bleached lighter by the sun made it possible to tell them apart.

She nodded.

"Yes," she smiled. "I'm Lynn. This is my sister, Gwynn."

"Isn't that confusing?" I asked, chuckling.

Gwynn shook her head.

"We know who's who. And the fact we're hard to tell apart isn't confusing, it's fun."

All that soft, wonderful flesh. I'd never thought of hefty sexy before, yet now I wanted nothing more. Lynn and Gwynn smiled at me.

"Finally," Lynn said. "A fatty fucker."

"You're not fat," I told her. "Just marvelously ample."

Gwynn laughed.

"You keep that up," she said. "We can find you an unending supply of ample."

"Bring it on," I told her.

Morgana got up softly.

"You girls seem to have Mr. Carlson well in hand," she said and left. Lynn sat on the bed beside me.

"You really like me?" she asked.

I smiled at her, running my hand up her soft, sexy thigh.

"A lot," I told her.

She bent down and kissed me and I pulled her down on top of me. Her big breasts flattened against my chest, and her full, heavy body was all over me.

I groaned in pleasure.

I slid my hands over her big, ample body. I slid over her cut-offs and cupped her inviting, soft ass cheeks beneath.

Lynn moaned in pleasure.

"I love sex too," she said softly. "Big girls love to get touched and fucked."

"You're a little big girl," I said.

"I was going to bring you a littler big girl too," Lynn whisper. "She's eight and loves her fat little pussy sucked."

I shook my head, the nice comfortable sexual kaleidoscope in my head suddenly shattered.

"Not now," I told her. "I'm just not comfortable with that."

Gwynn lay on the bed beside us and moved up against me.

"Are you comfortable with sisters?" she asked, sliding her hand over my chest. "Very friendly sisters?"

Lynn moved over and kissed Gwynn. Now that I was comfortable with. God, it was so sexy, these twins sucking face like a girl making love to a mirror. And the warm,

I began to feel Lynn's big breasts through her little top. They were soft and pliable, and Lynn moaned as I moved my hands deep into their ample flesh.

"He's getting into my fat," Lynn told her sister. "He likes it as much as you do."

"Wait till you fuck fat pussy," Gwynn whispered. "You're going to love that."

"What about fat ass?" Lynn offered. "You can fuck between our ass cheeks or our thighs or our tits. We got all kinds of things you can try."

"You can be the filling in a sister sandwich," Gwynn said. "Only with us, it's more like a hoagy roll."

Lynn giggled and kissed me again. I was feeling up both girls, flying on the wonderful feeling of the Root and the almost obscene ampleness of their bodies.

The door opened and I was suddenly embarrassed. God, what was I doing?

But it was Dusty, who just grinned.

Dusty came in, closing the door. She was carrying an incense burner, smoking heavily with the root on it.

"Morgana gave me this," she said. "She wants you fucked up and well fucked. Her exact words," Dusty added with a smiled.

"You should do what Morgana says," Lynn said primly.

I smiled at Dusty. She was naked and looked wonderful, with her slender body and full breasts glistening with sweat. Her pubic hair was trimmed very short, and was so blonde it was barely visible. She raised her eyebrows.

"That looks very interesting, Mr. Carlson," she said. "Would you mind sharing?"

I grinned and she slid into the bed, on top of Lynn. Her hands were immediately roaming over Lynn's butt. Lynn gasped and moaned.

"Wow," she said. "You don't waste any time."

Dusty laughed.

"All the guys are always chasing me," she said. "When I get a chance at pussy, I go for it."

Lynn began to moan as Dusty moved on her, apparently masturbating Lynn with her hand. She must have been good, because Lynn cried out and my crotch was suddenly damp.

"Wow," Dusty told me, her eyes bright with excitement. "She really wet comes, doesn't she? She just soaked her pants."

I moaned.

"She soaked mine too," I said. I kissed Lynn's full mouth, then Gwynn's. Then Dusty kissed me, wet and hot.

Dusty moved down and I heard her sucking at Lynn's wet crotch.

Gwynn smiled at me.

"I get really wet too," she said. "You can't get too wet for me."

I kissed her, and she kissed back, so wetly it was almost gross. But only almost. I slid my hand down to her ample crotch. Gwynn's cut-offs, like her sister's, didn't cover very much. Her pussy lips were right there, softly furred and already damp. She moaned as I slid between her heavy thighs and up into her cunt.

"How wet do you like it?" she asked huskily.

"Wet as you can make it," I said, knowing what she meant.

She smiled and relaxed and my hand was suddenly soaked as she began to urinate.

"Fuck! Yes!" Lynn said. "Gwynn's pissing herself again."

Dusty moved and I felt her hand on mine. We touched each other's hands, very erotically, as we took turns feeling Gwynn's pissing pussy through her little cutoffs. Then Dusty was down, her face right in Gwynn's crotch, as Gwynn continued to soak the bed.

I had a momentary thought that this was Amanda's bed, then that small concern was pushed aside. I was so turned on by the spreading wet, soaking my ass as well as the bed, I tossed that concern aside. Any problems could be dealt with later.

Dusty was sucking Gwynn's wet pussy, and my fingers, moaning and making little grunting sounds as she did so.

"Piss Party!" Gwynn giggled.

Can you pee on me, Mr. Carlson?" Lynn asked excitedly.

I wasn't sure, but I nodded.

"I can sure try," I said.

I got up, the scene entering my mind like a three-D porno flick, thanks to the Root.

Gwynn's legs were spread, her cut-off's crotch soaked and dark, as Dusty sucked at her wet crotch. Lynn got up and knelt in front me, spreading her fat thighs and looking up at me. She looked so young and desirable as she grinned up at me.

"Face and hair too," she said. "Just soak me."

"Only if I can fuck you afterwards," I said. She moaned and nodded.

I took out my hard cock. I had to think about it for a moment, but I could feel bladder pressure and then a jet of urine shot from my cock, the feeling of it flowing through my tight urethra marvelously sexual, almost like a prolonged orgasm. It hit Lynn in the face, then I peed in her hair, making it go dark and flat.

The Root made the whole thing better. It was like the most erotic film imaginable, running at both regular speed and slow motion, with freeze frame shots inserted occasionally. I peed on Lynn's breasts, watching the fabric of her shirt first repel the urine, then begin to get wet, then darken as it was soaked and form to her big breasts, their nipples visible through the fabric.

Then I aimed down her belly and right into the crotch of her pants. She moaned and sat back, spreading her legs so I could piss right into her crotch.

Perverted? You're damned right. Sick? Yup. Exciting? Extremely.

I kept pissing, hitting the little strip of fabric that barely covered her cunt, aiming the stream right at where I guessed her clit to be.

She moaned and pulled her cut-offs aside, exposing her wet cunt invitingly and spreading her legs even more.

I pissed right onto her swollen clit, then down until I hit her gaping little pussy. She groaned and came off, making herself even wetter with another gush of come.

Finally my pee stream slowed, and Lynn surprised me by suddenly sitting up and taking my cock into her mouth, sucking at it as I still pissed. I cried out at the wonderful, unbelievably erotic feeling as Lynn actually sucked the piss from me and almost fell as I finished pissing and came only seconds later. I groaned and Lynn grabbed me, keeping me from actually falling as my fantastic orgasm hit. She opened her mouth, and let my piss and ejaculate pour over her chin onto her breasts.

The room was spinning and I managed to crumple back onto the bed.

"Shit," I said softly. My brain was pulsing and I could barely breath.

I felt Lynn's mouth on mine and I kissed her, the taste of my piss and come like a marvelous beverage on her mouth. I licked and sucked at her, almost sobbing with arousal. I slid my hand down and cupped her dripping pussy, pushing my fingers inside her thick cunt lips and into her slit. I found her sopping, hot cunt and slid my fingers way up inside.

She moaned and kissed me harder, and pushed her hot wet body against me. Her hands were on my cock, and she was massaging and rubbing at it, still hard and ready to fuck.

I kissed her and felt her wonderfully wet body, dripping wet and so arousing.

"This is so sexy," I told her. Lynn smiled.

"You don't know sexy," she said. "I been with the carnival. I was raised here. I know all the sexy you could want, sexy you've never imagined. Sick, twisted, fun sexy. You're fun, Mr. Carlson. But you could be funner. Can I help you find some fun? Can I take you to that slippery slope and give you a big push? Can Gwynn and I take you on a guided tour of all the really warped shit that goes on around here?"

I nodded. I wanted that. I wanted it very badly.

"Give me that push," I told her. "I'm ready to go."
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Chapter 10

I must have fallen asleep at some point, because when I awoke Lynn and Gwynn and Dusty were no longer laying beside me. I heard voices and thought that they were still in the room, but when I opened my eyes, I saw Amanda.

I smiled.

"Hi, honey," I said softly.

"Daddy's back," I heard Mandy say. She leaned over and grinned at me.

"You must have had a good time," Mandy said.

I nodded.

"What time is it?" I asked.

"About four AM," Amanda said softly. "The party's just about burned out, but it was a great one."

I nodded.

"I had fun," I said.

"You seemed to enjoy it," Morgana replied. She came into view, stark naked and just beautiful.

And she was a natural redhead. Her full breasts drooped slightly. They were very round, though not particularly large. Her skin was almost white, and her nipples very light brown. Her pubic hair was trimmed short, and her pussy lips were absolutely hairless.

She smiled.

"Lynn and Gwynn were very impressed," Morgana said. "So was Dusty. She really had a great time."

I nodded, remembering what I had done.

"Cheryl invited Lynn and Gwynn ot the dump party. And Dusty already planned on going.

"Dusty too?" I asked, a shock of horny hitting. "Does she know what a dump party is?"

Mandy giggled.

"Yup," she said. "She's totally into it. They have them because so many people think it's gross. Everyone there is into it, so it's fun."

I nodded. Yeah, sick and gross, but very, very interesting I have to admit.

Especially with Dusty and Lynn and Gwynn there.

"That will be cool," I said.

Mandy giggled.

"I wanted to give you a piss party someday," she said, looking at the bed. "You seem to have already found one."

Morgana chuckled.

"The parties can wait," Morgana said. You have other things to do for a while, Bud. You need to make time for you."

I sighed, but she was right. I was going wild again. A root party on a work night? I had to settle back into some kind of routine.

"I'll try," I told her.

Amanda lay down beside me.

"I'll help, Bud," she said softly. "I can keep you on track, and happy at the same time."

Mandy sat on the bed, and smiled at me. Both of them were naked, just like Morgana.

"I can help too, Daddy," she said. "We've been kind of debauching you."

I nodded.

"Not that there's anything wrong with that," I said and all three women laughed.

The three of us slept together in Amanda's bed. I was exhausted and just wanted to shower and go to sleep. By the time I was done showering the bed was changed and pristine, thanks to Amanda's plastic mattress pad (and backups kept in the closet, I later discovered). After I crawled into bed, Morgana lay up against me, and kissed me softly.

"I'm sorry about tonight," she said. "I didn't mean for you to find out that way."

"About the Tash thing?" I asked.

She nodded.

"I think you were beginning to guess something was odd. But with all you've been going through, I was going to let that ride a while."

She kissed me again and I kissed her back. She was marvelously sexy and she moaned as I touched her invitingly smooth pussy.

"You are," she said. "A Tash, that is. Don't worry about it, I'll explain it later. But at least Lynn had the wits to realize you were going to go off, and stopped it."

She kissed me again, that soft, wonderful almost sex-like kiss of hers.

"Amanda didn't know. No one did. I didn't know until I met you."

She snuggled up against me and so did Amanda. Mandy moved to the bottom of the bed, pulling at a blanket desolately.

"It's all right," she said. "I can just sleep on the floor, alone and unloved. I understand. I'm just the spare pussy."

I laughed and Amanda reached out.

"You can sleep on my side, honey," she said.

Morgana looked at her and arched an eyebrow.

"Or mine, if you dare," she said.

Mandy grinned and crawled in on Morgana's side of the bed. Amanda laughed.

"Living dangerously, are we?" she asked.

I was awakened later by Morgana and Mandy making love. I just lay, feeling them moving and writhing, and hearing them kiss and moan and make little sounds of passion.

It was so oddly restful and arousing at the same time.

As they made love, I lay and tried to think of words that were better than arousing or exciting. I couldn't. There were no words to describe the amazing sexual power of what I was experiencing. The mere word 'arousal' fell way short.

Morgana was rubbing against me as she was doing something to my daughter. Mandy was making little mewling sounds of passion and I could smell both of them, their sweat and sexual musk sharp on the still air.

I reached down and took my hard cock in my hand.

Yeah, you'll probably think it's strange. But I lay and rubbed my own cock, and jacked off as they made love beside me. It was such an oddly sexually exciting experience, beating off as two beautiful women made love to each other beside me.

I was almost ready to come when I felt Morgana turn over.

"Can I finish that for you?" she asked softly. Morgana was head down in the bed now, and she slid her perfect lips over my cock, spreading her legs in invitation. I took the invitation, sliding my mouth over her pink-tinged pussy, wet with Mandy's saliva. And Mandy joined me from the other side, sucking Morgana with me, both her pussy and ass. Morgana tasted wonderful, like a salty dessert, both sweet and sour at the same time. It wasn't long before I was ready and Morgana sucked me so deep in her throat it seemed she would gag. But instead she swallowed as I came, hard and marvelous, deep in her throat.

Then she slid up and traded places with Mandy.

"You should sleep beside her," she said. "She's your daughter."

I smiled at her words. That was how I thought of Mandy now. Mandy kissed me, sweetly and sexily at the same time, and snuggled down to sleep.

My dreams were wonderful and confused, filled with marvelously ample women and Dusty and some of the girls I seen being stripped and fucked at the shower room orgy. And Terri was there, holding Spirit and Tom and little Skyler on leashes and yelling at them. Morgana was there too, watching me with a secretive smile. Mandy and Amanda were both with me the whole time, laughing and helping and taking part.

I awoke the next morning with Amanda. I looked around, but Mandy and Morgana were already gone.

"I sent them to Mandy's room," Amanda said, smiling sleepily. "I was afraid they'd wake you up."

"Again?" I asked.

Amanda groaned.

"Still," she said. "All night long. Very half hour they woke me up. God, you'd think Mandy got plenty yesterday, but apparently not."

"Morgana's sexy," I said.

"You let a Tash give you a blow job," Amanda said with a smile. "You're either braver or stupider than I thought."

I grinned.

"She's pretty good at it," I admitted.

Amanda nodded.

"Apparently," she said. "Well, I can't complain. You couldn't have sex with me anyway."

"Why not?" I asked, feeling a little guilty I hadn't even tried.

"I got gang-banged yesterday. Every guy at the party had me at least once. Several went back for more helpings." She grinned happily. "It was just wonderful, but I'm going to walk funny for a week."

I laughed. Yes, it's strange that this woman, my new girlfriend, soon to be my wife, and perhaps the first woman I'd truly loved in my life, had been gang-fucked during a party yesterday. Yet I knew that was one of her pleasures, and was only glad for her she had enjoyed it.

"I'm glad you had fun," I told her.

"Too much fun," she said with a small, happy groan.

"I love you," I said softly. She turned and kissed me.

"I love you too, Bud," she said softly. "I truly do."

We got up to an amazing sight. The house had been cleaned and all the furniture moved back into place.

"Wow," I said.

Amanda smiled.

"That's tradition," she said. "We hosted the party, so the guests often come back and clean up the next morning. It makes for more parties that way."

I nodded. Weird as it was, the Hill traditions seemed pretty darned logical, even brilliant.

"Where's Angel this time?" I asked.

Amanda smiled.

"Last I saw, she was fucking her brother. But she could be with anyone. She's loving the freedom down here.

Mandy came in, wearing pajamas.

"We really need a bigger house, Mom," she said. "My bed is full. Cheryl and Leo showed up this morning, and brought Lea and Angel."

Mandy looked puffy faced and sleepy and just adorable. She walked to me and slid her arms around my neck, laying her head on my chest.

"I'm just gonna sleep here for a while," she said.

"Go use my bed," Amanda laughed.

"Can I bring Morgana with me?" Mandy asked.

"Is she still here too?" Amanda asked. "Sure, go get her and get some sleep."

"If I wake her up, I sure as hell am'nt going to sleep for a while," Mandy said with a wicked grin as she headed back to the bedroom.

I shook my head as I watched her leave, her panties askew on her cute little ass.

Amanda chuckled.

"She's great, isn't she?" Amanda mused.

I nodded.

"Am'nt?" I asked. Amanda laughed.

"Am not. It's a contraction. Hill's have used it for years."

I grinned, shaking my head.

"It makes sense," I said. "A certain twisted sense, like everything around here."

Amanda smiled and moved into my arms.

"I think you like that certain twisted sense," she said, and kissed me.

That day at Milner was quiet. Not dead, by any means, but relatively tame. I seemed to have new friends in the Asian Slut Squad, which I was informed today is abbreviated to the ASS girls. And I saw Yolanda and Shira, who both smiled at me.

"Don't forget this weekend, Mr. Carlson," Yolanda said. "Cause Shira sure hasn't."

Shira looked both cute and shy as she smiled at me.

"I'm really looking forward to it," she managed to say through her furious blush.

Yes, it was a great day.

I came home to a house full of people. But that seemed to be the standard now.

Amanda kissed me at the door. That seemed to be a tradition now as well. She smiled at me.

"You look a little tired," she said. "Busy day?"

I laughed.

"Good day, but not busy in that way."

She laughed too.

"Ah, my husband comes home horny and wanting my wet, eager pussy," she said. "Alas, my pussy and butt are both swollen and I'm not into pain like Terri. Only a little pain sometimes. But there's plenty of talent around."

She smiled. That was all there was to it. "Not tonight, dear. Fuck anyone else you'd like." Kind of a different take on things.

I went into the house, looking around and shaking my head.

Somehow, in the last two days, I'd become a Hill.

Cheryl slid up beside me, taking my arm and moving it again her soft little breast.

"How'd today go," she asked.

"Pretty good," I said.

"Fuck any students?" she asked.

I grinned and shook my head.

"No, just looked."

"Looking is fun too," she smiled. "Looking forward to the party?" she asked.

I shrugged.

"I'm not real sure," I said. She laughed.

"Don't worry, Bud. The name just scares away the cowards. It's a little bit of everything: pee and a little skat, wet fucking, rough fucking. No real boundaries, which is why we call it a dump party. That's about as gross as it gets, so the chickens stay away and all the hard-core perverts show up."

I nodded.

"So it's not all..." I started.

"Shit?" she asked, and shook her head. "Not at all. It's your nastiest, dirtiest fantasies, and people to have them with. No young girls, I promise."

"You know about that?" I asked.

"Sure, everyone does. Hey, very young girls are a turn-on for some, a turn-off for others."

I nodded. But that still deeply disturbed me and Cheryl could tell.

"Bud," she said softly, "don't sweat it. If you don't want to, don't. Hell, having sex with someone, anyone, just because someone offers it isn't sexual freedom."

"I'm still not sure what's going on here," I told her honestly. "Morgana and even Amanda have offered me some pretty dark stuff."

Cheryl nodded, looking at me soberly.

"It's stuff that fascinates you, Bud. You know that. Even that six year old. You wanted her, you wanted to touch her little pussy, and you know it."

I stared at Cheryl. I might expect this from Morgana or even Amanda. But Cheryl is an Outsider originally.

Cheryl smiled up at me and leaned against me.

"It's your choice, Bud," Cheryl said. "You can just enjoy the fantasies, if you want to. Hell, Amanda's been 'raped' by a lot of guys, but it's all consensual. That's what she wants. The fantasy turns her on. I know you and Angel love to play the daddy/daughter thing."

I sighed.

"I just have a problem with young girls," I said.

"Because they interest you, Bud. Admit it. I've seen you watching boy's asses too. I'm not blind."

I nodded. Yeah, I've thought about it.

"It's just all a bit much," I said.

Cheryl laughed.

"Yeah, it is," she said. "I was totally shocked and disgusted at Hillsborough at first. I wanted to 'save' Leo from this awful place. And you've just scratched the surface."

I looked to see if she was joking, but Cheryl looked perfectly serious.

"Really?" I asked.

She nodded.

"Bud, imagine a place where any fantasy you had, no matter how 'immoral' or 'forbidden, ' was allowed? And where your darkest desires don't have to remain a fantasy. Where sensual pleasures of all kinds, even forbidden pleasures, are considered almost a high art. I don't want to make Hillsborough sound like an artist's colony for perverts," she giggled, "but it's a pretty interesting place. Lynn and Gwynn said you were going to let them show you around."

I nodded.

"Yeah," I said. "They're only thirteen, but they said they know all the really twisted stuff that goes on around here."

Cheryl nodded.

"Amanda says they're local and they do. They're both very open, and pretty twisted themselves."

"Yeah, I kind of noticed," I said.

Cheryl moved up against me, looking up at me with her almond eyes, shiny with desire.

"I think you want to be pretty twisted too," she said softly.

"As long as they're consenting," I said.

Cheryl smiled at me and shook her head.

"Bud, you want to be a nice guy. I know that. But I know there's another side in there too. I saw you with Angel that night when you were 'playing' abuser. There's something else there too, and it's what you keep trying to run away from."

"You sound like Morgana," I told her.

Cheryl laughed.

"Morgana has her own style. That's obvious. But you do too. And you're trying to balance your "nice" self and "bad" boy down in there. I did the same thing."

I looked at Cheryl, smiling softly at me. Perhaps, more than anyone here, she did understand me. Morgana, Amanda, Mandy, even Angel, were all raised in it. Cheryl was like me, an Outsider who came to it later.

So her words seemed to carry more weight.

"How did you handle it?" I asked.

"I fought it," she said with a sad smile. "I put poor Leo through hell. I would go from total slut, fucking anything and delighting in any perversion, to 'nice' girl in about twenty seconds. I would have sex with a boy of twelve or thirteen, which I absolutely adore, then spend weeks berating myself for it. I even left Leo, several times, and tried to leave all this behind."

"How did you finally accept it all?"

Cheryl smiled and sighed softly.

"I accepted myself, Bud. I'm a sexual creature. I love sex, and I love all the little twists and perversions that go with it. I enjoy young men in their early teens. They enjoy me."

"There's some things I am just not comfortable with," I told her.

"You're human. Hell, I don't do a lot of things. What is it Morgana said? "You pays your money, you takes your choice?""

I nodded.

"It's freedom, Bud," she went on. "Real, live freedom. You decide, because you live with the consequences. Just make sure you're making decisions based, not on your own desires, but on how you think others will judge those desires."

"But what if that decision hurts others?"

Cheryl shrugged.

"Some decisions do. That's a fact of life. You have to decide if you can live with that."

I sighed and Cheryl grinned.

"Yeah," she sighed. "Here we are talking philosophy when my pussy would love a good fucking."

"Sounds great," I said.

"It excites you to see me making it with my daughter, doesn't it?" she asked.

"Yeah, it does," I admitted.

"See?" she asked. "That's something you like and are comfortable with. See how easy that is?"

Cheryl took off to find Angel.

I stood, shaking my head. It wasn't that easy. I knew that.

But for the life of me, I couldn't figure out why not.

Cheryl came back holding Angel's hand. Amanda was right behind them.

"Can I watch too?" she asked.

I nodded. Oddly, that was very sexy as well. Then I realized why.

I was immediately thinking of her whispering.

Aural sex had never occurred to me. But that's what I realized it was: Aural pertains to the ear, so it must be aural sex. The act of listening to sexual fantasies and dark sexual perversions had never even entered my mind before Hillsborough. Yet Amanda made it a fantastic reality.

"I'll tell you nasty things," she whispered, her mouth touching my ear. As usual, she knew my thoughts.

"Can you tell me nasty things too, Aunt Mandy?" Angel asked.

Amanda grinned.

"Sure, Angel," she said. "Anything you'd like."

The words echoed in my head. Anything you'd like. No lines, no boundaries. It was, after all, just words.

I shivered and Amanda grinned, sliding her full breasts against my arm.

"Anything at all, Bud," she whispered, sliding her hand over my already hard cock. "Anything your dark little mind can come up with."

I took a deep breath.

"Okay," I told her with a grin. "I guess you can come."

We went into Amanda's room. My head was already spinning with desire. Angel turned and grinned at me.

"What would you like to do, Daddy?" she asked.

I looked at her, in her little jeans and t-shirt, her small breasts making little lumps against the fabric.

I reached out and touched her breasts, sliding my fingers around her full, conical nipples through her top.

"Oh, Daddy, I love when you do that," she said.

Cheryl moved up against me, smiling.

"I love watching you touch my daughter. I love the fact you fuck both our pussies."

Cheryl began to unfasten my pants. I was already like a rock.

"And I love watching," Amanda whispered. "I love seeing you touch Angel's little titties and kiss her little mouth. I love watching you try new things, and find dark corners of yourself you didn't know existed."

"Just no more eleven year old girls, all right?" I said.

"You mean Lea?" Amanda asked, giggling wickedly. "You keep forgetting. Lea's only nine."

Yeah, I do keep forgetting that. I think eleven is an easier age to deal with. But Amanda was right.

Lea was nine.

I tried to keep the wave of arousal from hitting, but it was too late.

"I really am a really sick puppy," I said, feeling both remorse and excitement at that statement and my actions with Lea.

"Yes, you are, my love," Amanda whispered. "A very sick puppy indeed. A very sick puppy with a raging hard-on."

That was true, because Cheryl was just dragging my hard-on out. I looked down as she began to lick the tip of my prick, starting just under the rim and licking up, like sucking at some delectable fruit. I moaned as she licked all the way around, and watched as a large glob of pre-come accumulated at the opening. Then Cheryl slid her thumb up and began to spread the slick fluid over the head of my cock.

"I love cock drool," Cheryl said as she rubbed it over my glans. "It means it's getting hungry."

Yes, it was. My cock was almost painfully hungry.

"My daddy is a sick puppy," Angel said. "I wonder what awful things my daddy wants me to do?" Angel giggled as my cock gave a hard jerk, pulling free of Cheryl's hand.

Whoa, boy!" Cheryl laughed. "Gonna have to tie that sucker down."

"I think Daddy likes being a sick puppy," Angel said with a provocative grin.

"Well, then your Daddy will like Hillsborough," Cheryl said. "Cause it's full of sick puppies."

Cheryl slid her mouth down over my cock and I slid my hand over her ass, looking so nice in her tight jeans. She's so tiny and sexy.

Angel grinned at me, and slid her hand over her mother's ass as well.

"Can I help feel up Mommy, Daddy?" she asked. "Can we both play with Mommy's butt?"

Amanda chuckled.

"Angel sure found a turn-on for you, didn't she?" she whispered. "You nasty daughter-fucker, you."

I pulled Angel to me and she slid up tight against me, kissing me very amateurishly.

"I don't know how to kiss good yet, Daddy," she said. "You'll have to show me how."

Cheryl slid up off my cock.

"Come here and I'll show you how to kiss," she said. "And how to suck your Daddy's cock the way he likes it."

Yes, that was really arousing. Watching Angel kiss her mother, chastely at first and then with increasing passion, was just fantastic. Cheryl took Angel's hand and put it to my cock, and mother and daughter both touched and massaged my prick as they kissed each other, now showing a lot of tongue as they went at each other's mouths.

Then Cheryl began to lick my cock, with Angel following her lead. I groaned and Angel looked up at me.

"Is this good, Daddy?" she asked. "Is this like Mommy does it?"

I nodded. It was wonderful. Angel lay down by her mother, both on their bellies, with their asses side by side. Angel was actually a little more ample, and the sight of them both was so sexy. I took both asses, mother's and daughter's, in my hands and slid down over them.

"That's so sexy, Bud," Amanda said softly. "I like watching this too. I'm so glad you're getting used to this, because you deserve it all."

I groaned. Amanda slid her arm around me, slipping my hand from Angel's ass and back behind me, sliding it between her own legs. Amanda was hot and wet with desire, soaking right through her jeans.

"Feel what you're doing to me," she whispered. "You're making my gang-banged pussy all wet with excitement. Now, use your wet hand to touch your daughter's pussy, while I watch."

I wish I could convey what this was like. Now they're just words on a page. But coming from Amanda's lips, they became smoldering embers of sexuality, burning and searing at my brain.

I reached out and slid down over Angel's back, up over her more protuberant little butt than her mother's, then down between her legs.

"Daddy's touching my no-no spot," Angel told her mother softly. "I love when Daddy touches me there."

I jerked again and Cheryl laughed.

"You finally found someone to play nasty incest games with," she said to Angel. "And he's not even your real father."

"Leo's poopy," Angel said simply. "He's no fun at all."

"Well," Cheryl said, looking up at me, "anytime you want Bud and I to play Mommy and Daddy with you, just ask."

I nodded. Strange as it was, this was an enormous turn-on for me, just like Amanda and Mandy were.

"Daddy's making my no-no place get real excited," Angel said. "It likes when Daddy plays with me there."

Cheryl reached down, sliding her hand into Angel's crotch with mine. Angel's tight jeans were hot over her cunt, and feeling her up through them, along with her mother, was just wonderfully perverse.

"This is what your life should be, Bud," Amanda whispered, her voice dripping beads of arousal into my brain. "This is what you should enjoy. Your darkest fantasies played out, in games or reality, as is your will."

I moaned. Yes, I realized what she was doing. She was seducing me with her words, her promises, her permission to let that darkness within me dance in the shadows, and even flirt with the light.

But I wanted it. I craved it.

"It excites me to see you touch your little daughter's twelve year old ass and touch her pussy," Amanda went on. "To see you grope her mother's ass and know she will share her darkest fantasies with you soon. To watch you discover that man that lives deep inside you, that creature that you fear yet crave to be."

I groaned again.

"Angel's imagining she's asleep," Amanda went on. "That her nasty daddy has snuck into her room and, that if she pretends to be asleep, maybe he'll leave. But she doesn't want him to leave. She wants him to touch her, and enjoy her, while she lays and pretends to sleep.

She wants him to slide his fingers inside her little virgin pussy and touch her, making her orgasm while she pretends to thrash in her dreams."

Angel cried out as she came, hard, making her pants wet. She moaned and moved, as if she had cried out in her sleep, and snuggled back down in the bed.

Amanda slid down on the bed and began to whisper again.

"Cheryl and Angel went to a party. They didn't know that you slipped GHB into their drinks. They never guessed that Daddy would take advantage of them both when they were helpless to stop it."

Cheryl moaned.

"Oh, yes, Amanda," she said softly.

"Poor Cheryl and Angel are passed out on the bed, still dressed, and Nasty Daddy Bud is planning on enjoying them in every imaginable way he wants. Mother and daughter together, at the same time."

I moaned. Damn this woman. She took the sickest fantasies and made them real, acceptable, even fun. I almost started to get up when Angel moaned.

"Daddy, I feel funny," she said. "I'm real sleepy, suddenly. Can you and Mommy put me to bed?"

She lay back on the bed, sucking her little thumb.

Amanda smiled right at me.

"It's their fantasy, Bud. Isn't that all right?"

She leaned over and kissed me, soft and wet and sexy.

"It's their fantasy," she repeated, her whispered words echoing in my head. "Listen to their minds, and give them their dreams."

I looked at them, imagining what a pervert who had drugged his wife and child would be feeling. The power, the excitement and the immense feeling of anticipation.

That's when it happened.

I'm going to lose you here. I know it. You're going to shake your head and say, "that Bud was pretty strange to begin with, but boy he really went off the deep end now, didn't he?"

It was like whispering all around me, like Amanda's whispers, only other voices, many voices. Then I realized that the two main ones were Angel and Cheryl's voices, whispering, like to themselves.

And then the strange feeling expanded, and I saw scenes, like visions. A very young Angel, in a tiny babydoll and sucking her thumb. Cheryl, drunk and stumbling, and a dark man, part Leo, part me, part someone else, groping her as he helped her into the house.

"Nasty Daddy has you both helpless," I said. "He's going to do everything his dirty little mind can dream up to the two of you."

I began to talk, to whisper. Or, more accurately, I whispered, then heard what I was saying. It was like I was taking their thoughts and making them a story, mixing both mother and daughter's fantasies into a cohesive scenario, which I then began to play out with them.

"Mmmmmm,"I whispered. "I can finally feel up little Angel's ass, that hot little ass I've wanted to touch for so long. And I can slide my hand down and feel her crotch, even spread her legs so I can feel her better."

Angel moaned as I touched her. She was extremely aroused, but tried to appear asleep and helpless.

"And my wife," I said, "Always saying I don't do that, or that's nasty. She can't say that now."

Cheryl moaned and smiled. I slid my hand over her ass.

"I can touch her asshole all I want tonight and she can't stop me. I can put my cock in her mouth, and she'll let me."

No, it wasn't my fantasy. I was kind of disturbed by it, in fact. It was twisted and sick.

And it was very arousing to these two women. It was their fantasy, the fantasy of helpless abuse, 'abuse' they really desired.

I closed my eyes as the visions and voices swirled in my head. Yes, I am very aware these are signs of a schizophrenic episode. And it felt a little schizoid as well.

But I relaxed and felt myself slide deep into it.

I molested both women. It was very sexy, I'll admit, feeling them up and taking off their clothes as they 'slept.' It was sexier yet since, though they played asleep or unconscious, their bodies were exceedingly aroused. Cheryl came as I touched her asshole through her panties and talked about how exciting it was to touch her, the place I'd longed to touch, and have her let me, too far gone to stop me.

I finally stripped them both, rubbing my cock against their sleeping lips. Angel sucked at me, as she might her thumb. It was so strangely arousing, playing a character in what was ultimately their most secret thoughts. Doing, not what I wanted, but what they desired.

We spent almost two hours in there, as I fucked them both, and had anal sex with Cheryl. Cheryl almost "woke up" a couple of times, as she orgasmed so hard she couldn't maintain the pretension of sleeping and began to moan and cry out. But she would relax back into it and I would go on, seeing their thoughts and hearing their desires and playing them out in that room.

I lay them together and ran their hands over each other's body's, since I saw this in Angel's thoughts. Yes, that sounds totally mad. Yet I saw it, and Angel became extremely aroused as I did it.

I have to admit, it was a lot like Root. In fact, I found myself wondering if Root flashbacks were possible, since I had the same disconnected yet totally aware feeling I'd experience using it.

And I had a raging hard-on, even though I came several times as I fucked the two of them. In fact, after my second come, Amanda got up quietly and brought me several sport bottles of water.

I played the nasty molester and brought both Cheryl and her daughter to numerous orgasms doing so.

Finally, my own brain was beginning to overload. That's when Amanda lay me down and told me about a little orgy, me and six teenaged girls, light and fun and sexy and nasty.

Cheryl and Angel took turns, 'being' the girls and finally bringing me to a really great orgasm.

I sat with Amanda at the little kitchen table. Cheryl and Angel were in watching a movie with the others, watching a movie. Mandy was in there too, sprawled out on the floor with Spirit and eating popcorn, just like the teenage girls they were.

Amanda made me a drink.

"You did wonderfully," she said, putting her hand on my shoulder and setting my bourbon in front of me.

"You didn't get anything," I said. She smiled and pointed down at her pants. The crotch was soaked, and it spread well down her thighs.

"I came all over, Bud," she grinned. "It was really sexy."

She took her own drink and sat beside me.

"So, what about this witchcraft thing?" I asked. It was something I needed to deal with.

Amanda smiled over at me.

"You are one," she said. "What about it?"

I shook my head.

"No, I mean, there must be lessons and things you went through. Initiations. Training. Rituals."

Amanda laughed.

"It's witchcraft, Bud," she said. "We're not Jedi Knights or Catholic Priests."

"So what do you do?" I asked.

"What did you just do with Cheryl and Angel?" she asked.

"That's it?"

"Isn't that enough? Knowing a person's thoughts and needs? There's learning about herbs and folk medicine, if you want to. Traditions, things like that."

"What about human sacrifices?" I asked.

"Every week, like clockwork," she said with a grin. "And animals every day. Do you ever see any pets around here?"

Of course I do. There are tons of pets in Hillsborough.

"So you don't kill things?" I asked.

Amanda laughed.

"You watch too many movies. Blood sacrifice is not a part of our beliefs. Mostly, our celebrations are parties," she said with a grin. "You know, food, booze, sex? Kind of like parties on the Outside."

"So it's not really witchcraft," I said.

Amanda leaned over and took my hand gently.

"You explain what happened today, Bud. You explain what happened in that bedroom. You explain why Mandy and I usually know just what you're thinking. You explain why the three boys who raped Lucinda Rohrer, all three young men in the prime of life, died of natural causes within six months of the rape. They were cursed, Bud. And they died. I don't pretend to know what it is. No one does. But it runs in the Hill blood, and the Tash blood and the Smyth blood."

I looked at her. She was dead serious.

"I'm part Tash," I said.

Amanda nodded.

"Why do you thing we practice incest?" she asked. "You never asked about Mandy's dad. I married an Outsider, for a while, but Leo is Mandy's father. My brother. It keeps the blood pure, so we don't lose the magic."

"So it's not something you decide to be? I said.

"No, Bud, it's not. It's something you are. You're born with it, whether you want it or not. It's just like being left handed or having green eyes. Mandy and I were born witches. And so were you."

I nodded. What had happened today had no other real explanation. I knew exactly what Cheryl's fantasies were, what Angel wanted. I knew their deepest fantasies and I gave them to them both.

"So I don't get a broomstick?" I asked, trying to look crushed. "Harry Potter got one."

Amanda laughed.

"No, no flying broomsticks or flying monkeys, no Witch's Sabbats on the top of some mountain, no signing your soul away to Satan in blood. Sorry, but real witchcraft just isn't as cool as in the movies."

I chuckled.

"You had me kind of spooked," I told her. "What about Morgana?"

"Tashes are more "evil" than Hills," she said. "A lot darker. It's a hard world out there, and the Tash are just as hard. If you cross them, you have a real fight on your hands."

I nodded. Not everything Morgana did was just an act. You couldn't even call it an act at all, not if curses really killed people. But it was nothing like what I had assumed.

Amanda grinned.

"Assumed, Bud?" she said. "Assume makes an ass of u and me."

I shook my head. Yes, she knew what I was thinking. Almost always.

Amanda and I walked into the living room. Cheryl was stretched out on the couch, sleeping in Robert's lap. Angel was on the floor, laying near Spirit and Mandy, and Sky was touching her butt, but more like a bothersome little brother than anything sexual. Angel kept trying to swat him away, but he'd soon sneak back and do it again.

A movie was on, some action thing with huge explosions and giant alien spaceships. Amanda and I found a place to sit on the floor and I wrapped her in my arms.

"As soon as the house closes," Leo said from the reclining chair, "Cheryl and and Robert and I are coming down to help finish it."

I looked at him in surprise.

"Where will you stay?"

"The finished part of the house, for now," he said. "We're even talking about moving down."

"I told them they could have my old house, if they wanted to live here," Amanda told me.

"That would be great," I said. I suddenly wondered if Mandy knew who her father was.

"Yes, Bud," Mandy said. "I've known for years."

I grinned at her and Mandy winked back. Then she began whispering to Spirit. Spirit looked back at me, and both girls giggled.

"I think Spirit's feeling better," Amanda said softly. "You may get lucky soon."

I grinned.

"Right now, I already feel lucky," I told her. She smiled up at me.

"You keep being so sweet, and I'll show you what we Hill girls mean by cannibalism," Amanda said, licking her lips invitingly.

I grinned.

She kissed me, nibbling at my lips.

"We like to leave it intact, so we can eat it again later."

Within a few minutes, Amanda and I were making out like teenagers in the corner, just kissing and touching and laughing. Then I looked up to see Mandy and Spirit.

They were laying side by side, kissing and petting each other. I watched Mandy sliding her hand under Spirit's top and cupping her full breasts. Spirit's breasts moved as Mandy's hand slid over them.

Mandy looked over at us.

"Can Spirit sleep with me tonight?" she asked. Until now, Spirit had been staying on the couch.

I looked over at Amanda for guidance.

"It's up to you, Bud," she said.

I nodded.

"Make sure Sky isn't left alone," I said. Spirit nodded.

"He's going over to Lea's," Spirit said. "He's getting lots."

I chuckled.

"Then you can sleep with Mandy, if you want," I told her. Mandy and Spirit smiled, getting up and disappearing toward the back of the house, then Mandy came back.

"We're going out to sneak a smoke," she whispered.

"Okay," I said.

"We need a lighter," she said.

I reached in my pocket and pulled out my new lighter Angel had given me. Mandy took it and continued looking at me.

"What?" I asked.

"We need something to smoke," she said.

I groaned and handed her my cigarettes.

"Do you want me to smoke that for you?" I asked.

Mandy laughed and ran for the back door.

"You sure you up to this Bud?" Amanda asked.

"Spirit?" I asked. "She's just sleeping with Mandy."

Amanda shook her head.

"No, Bud," she said. "Mandy. She's going to be more than a wife, Bud. She's still a teenager. She acts very mature, but she's still going to be a handful at times. She'll be a daughter too. Your daughter."

I nodded.

"Angel too," I said.

"You may really regret this down the road," Amanda sighed. You're probably regretting it already."

"I don't regret it a bit," I told her gently.

"You really want that blow job, don't you?" Amanda grinned wickedly.

When bedtime came, Amanda took Angel aside for a minute, then smiled over at Mandy.

"Angel's sleeping with Bud and I tonight," she said to Mandy and Spirit. "You two have fun."

Amanda kissed Mandy good night, then Angel went up and kissed Mandy too.

"Memorize Spirit's body so you can describe it to me later," she whispered.

"I heard that!" Spirit said, laughing.

Angel giggled and ran into our room, closing the door.

I shook my head, smiling.

Mandy took Spirit's arm gently and they went back into her room.

"I'll go get ready for bed," Amanda said.

I nodded and went back into the living room, sitting on the recliner and kicking back. Leo and Cheryl had headed next door with Skyler. They would spend the night there.

What a world. What a strange, wonderful, fascinating world I had discovered in Hillsborough. I didn't have any idea what the future would hold, nor my real place in it. But I did know I had a place.

And that I would learn what it was, and find my way to it.

After all, I'm Hill Folk.

(This ends the ten story series. It may well be back, in a reedited and cleaned up version. In fact, I am going to start a Dark Desires series soon, to go into the places that are too dark and disturbing for many people. And, of course, continue the light, fun stories I love to write)
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Chapter 11

It's the dreams that are becoming the best, and worst, part of my life.

Yes, I'd decided to quit writing my story and begin living it. Bud Carlson, happy pervert. Living with my lovely older lover and her fourteen year old daughter, and their niece-slash- cousin, all three of them my new fiancees and soon-to-be wives.

And not sweat the rest. It was all way too much. And that included writing about it.

And in the day that was easy. Amanda was wonderful and attentive. Mandy was sexy and frolicsome.

And Angel loved to curl up on my lap and call me her nasty daddy as she drove me wild with desire.

And teaching school was going great. I was more comfortable checking out the students, though I hadn't had sex with one again. I think I realized I lost control a bit, and was stepping back to regain my balance.

I thought the fantasies helped. Amanda loved to whisper dark things, horrible things in some cases, or at least things that would be illegal in all fifty states.

And Mandy and Angel would have sex with me, as did Amanda. Sometimes Cheryl joined us, though I was trying to keep the wild 'fuck anything' first blush from taking control again.

But then there were the dreams almost every night.

Lovely women and teen-aged girls, some very willing, others not willing at all. And 'teen' was being generous with some of them. They were more the 'tween set, very young, just budding girls. Some were stripping for me or sucking my cock eagerly. Others were sleeping or drugged and I couldn't resist touching them, furtively at first, then sliding under their clothes.

But it was the carnival dreams I couldn't forget, and I'd be excited all the next day after I'd had one.

Last night's was the best, if that word really fits such a twisted and dark dream.

I was taking Amanda and Mandy and Angel to the fair. It was on a wooded hill, kind of buried among heavy trees. It was fall and cooling, with the smell of burning wood and carnival food mingling in the air.

The people running the carnival were dark and shadowy, and hard to really see. Morgana was one of them, sitting bare breasted in a kissing booth and erotically and obscenely kissing the young boys that paid her, and letting them touch her breasts and even lower.

We walked through the carnival. The old rides wheezed and creaked and groaned and the harsh smell of diesel fumes and low pounding roar of the motors joined all the other sounds and odors.

I saw a girl walking toward us, a cute thing of maybe ten, holding her pretty mother's hand. Amanda looked over at me and smiled.

"You like her?" she whispered, her words echoing in my brain. "You want to fuck her?"

I looked at her. She was brown-haired and very dark, almost black or Arabic, and very attractive. Her tiny breasts just pushed at her blouse and her little jeans were very low on her hips, making me want to pull them down and look at her pussy.

Her mother smiled over at me. She was taller and also dark, with a dress that showed her nice legs and full bosom. Her breasts were only slightly exposed, but a breeze blew by, blowing her skirt up, exposing her tiny white panties and an expanse of pubic hair, like Amanda had before she shaved.

My cock was throbbing, and the calliope music was playing an odd, almost erotic melody.

"You want to fuck her, Bud," Amanda said. "I know you do. Her mother won't stop you, no matter how much she cries and begs you not to."

Mandy looks over at me from the other side and I'm surprised by her dismissive frown.

"Bud won't do it," she says derisively. "He likes to play Hill, but he doesn't have the balls to actually be one."

Angel comes up and takes my hand and smiles up at me so sweetly.

"Daddy has balls," she says defensively. "Daddy will force fuck her if he wants to." She looks up at me, almost pleading. "You do want to, don't you, Daddy?"

I hear Morgana laugh. She's being dragged toward the back of the kissing booth by three boys, who are groping her wildly.

"Oh, yes!" she cries. "You have to be a man to fuck me. A man takes what he wants. Only a wimp begs for it."

The men with Morgana are pulling down their own pants, releasing their eager pricks. Then they're ripping off Morgana's slacks and dragging her legs apart.

I look up at the girl. People are beginning to fuck all around us, as men grab the women and begin to strip them. Women scream and run, or grab the men and go for it, or grab other women. I see Cheryl and Lea's mother grab a pretty blonde woman and begin to kiss her and rip at her clothes as the woman fights and tries to get away.

The little girl's mother looks at me.

"She's got to lose it someday," she tells me. "She'll get raped tonight, no doubt. But it would be nice if it were a teacher who popped her."

I can smell the sweat and arousal and the odors of sex in the air. The music is everywhere on the chill, fragrant breeze.

I wake up, breathing hard. I'm laying on my back and my cock is pulsing with arousal. The dark room seems close and inviting, yet the darkness also erases the walls, so the room could extend on forever and I'd never know it.

Amanda is snoring softly behind me, and little Angel is over on her side of the bed, almost falling off the edge. I smile. It wouldn't be the first time Angel fell out of bed.

I slide softly out of bed and walk into the kitchen to get a glass of water. My cock is still painfully hard.

I hear a noise behind me and Mandy comes stumbling in. She has on a pair of loose panties and nothing else. Her hair is mussed and she looks wonderful, in a sexy, half-asleep way.

"You all right, Bud?" she asks sleepily, then sees my cock. "Oh, you seem to have a swelling," she grins, slapping at it gently.

"Yeah," I say.

"Sexy dreams?" she asks.

I shrug.

"I'm not sure," I tell her.

She looks at me. Her lips and eyes are so invitingly puffy from sleep. God, she is beautiful.

"Not sure what you dreamt?" she asks.

"No," I say. "Just not sure if it was sexy."

Mandy giggles as she takes my cock in her hand.

"Oh, it was sexy," she says. "Your cock head is all nice and wet," she adds, running her fingers over the slick knob.

"Yeah, I guess so," I admit.

Mandy slides up against me. I can feel her breath, hot and smelling of sleep, against my face.

"I think it really excited you," she says. "I think you liked it a lot." She runs her tongue over my lips, so gently and erotically. Her breath is musky with sleep. I slide my arms around her body.

"She was cute, wasn't she?" Mandy asks. "I would have loved to watch you rape her."

No, I'm not surprised that she knows what I dreamed. That's happened before, when she's both in my dreams and having the same one. We've compared, and it's uncanny. It's just the same dream, dreamed by two different people.

"I wanted to," I admit, feeling little Mandy almost desperately.

"Then why didn't you?" she asks. "For Christ's sake, it's a dream. Besides, even if it wasn't, what would be wrong with force fucking her? Her mother would have helped."

I moan. Damn these dreams. So erotic, so wonderful, and yet so perverted and forbidden.

"You're being so good, Bud," Mandy whispers softly. Her voice doesn't echo in my head like her mother's, but she still has the ability to seemingly crawl into my mind. "Do you really want to be good? Or do you want to be bad, nasty, evil Bud, and enjoy the hell out of it?

Good is just good, Bud, but Evil is fun: That's what Morgana likes to say. What good is it if it's not fun?"

I moan. She's rubbing along my cock head with her thumb, firmly sliding around it, making me even more aroused. I feel her up, trying to ignore her words and just enjoy her marvelous body. Her breasts are small and firm and her belly flat and her smooth pussy so inviting. She spreads her legs a bit so I can slide my fingers inside her wet little twat.

"Fuck them, Bud. That's what you want to do. You want to fuck the girls and why the hell shouldn't you? Put your cock in their little pussies while they writhe and cry and try to get away. It's just a dream, Daddy. Just a nasty, wonderful fuck dream."

I moan again. Damn, she's sliding around the head of my cock with her fingers, making me more and more aroused. And that makes her words harder to ignore, her whispered permissions just too inviting to dismiss.

Mandy moves me into a chair, kneeling beside me as she touches my cock.

"Can I help, Daddy," she asks. "Can I hold her so you can shove your cock into her little pussy? Can I help feel her up? Pull off her clothes so you can see her little body?"

I yell as I come, spraying straight up, my come actually hitting my face as it sprays. Mandy leans up to me, licking my come from my face and then kissing me wetly with her wonderful lips.

"Thank you, Daddy," she says softly. "Thank you for coming for me."



I sat at the breakfast table, sipping my coffee. Amanda lovees dark roast coffee, and it's always wonderful to wake up to. Amanda came in and sat across from me.

"How's our Bud doing this morning?" she asked.

"Our Bud is doing all right," I told her. She chuckled.

"Bud was doing great last night," she said. "You woke me up with all that yelling."

"I had a dream," I told her.

"So Mandy said. Apparently, a good one."

I nodded.

"Then Mandy came in the kitchen and made it better," I told her.

Amanda moved over toward me and kissed me, that wonderful uninhibited kiss I love.

"Bud, it's almost the winter break," she said. "I want you to do me a favor and spend a weekend off."

I shrugged. Lately, it seems most of my weekends are off. I've been pretty lazy lately.

"I've been taking weekends off," I told her.

"No," she said with a little smile. "I don't mean that kind of off."

I looked at her uncertainly and she moved around the table toward me. She knelt beside me, in exactly the same way her daughter had last night.

"I want you to take a weekend off from feeling you have to do the right thing or be the right person or live the right life," she said. "I want you to take a weekend, just two days, and leave all those restrictions you tie yourself with in behind. I want you to do whatever you want and screw what everyone else thinks. Mandy, me, Morgana, Cheryl: Don't worry about how we'll feel about you or what anyone else might think either. Just do the things you want to. Give yourself permission to try anything, do anything you want."

I shuddered with arousal. Damn, her words were echoing in my head, hitting all those places I'd tried to ignore and waking them up. Now these forbidden, terrible, wonderful thoughts were crowding into my head, clamoring for attention.

"You have a dump party on hold, and I know it fascinates you. You don't want to think about what people might think, though. You want to fuck Cheryl's shit-filled ass, I know that. You think about Lynn and Gwynn and Dusty. You want to try so much. And you should."

I found myself shaking my head. I wasn't sure what I wanted. I'd decided I was Hill, then began acting as unlike the Hills as I possibly could. I mean, I was having sex with my three fiancees, but basically avoiding the rest. And even the sex with Amanda, Mandy and Angel was kind of staid.

"You're stalled, Bud," Amanda said. "You don't want to go back, but you're afraid to go forward. The last month has been very slow and stable, because you needed that. But you can't stay there forever. We're getting bored and you're going crazy.

The dreams are part of the life. They tell you what you want and drive you to seek it."

I nodded. I hate when Amanda makes madness make such perfect sense. I had been stalled, almost like I didn't want, or dare, to move ahead.

I was afraid of what I might find there.

"I think my husband needs some fresh, young pussy," Amanda said softly. "Very perverted pussy."

That hit home, and Amanda could tell. She laughed delightedly.

"Well, Mr. Carlson likes that idea," she said. "I think Mr. Carlson agrees he needs some fresh, perverse young cunt."

I nodded with a shrug. Amanda was right about needing the break, but I actually was getting bored. And furtively jacking off over nasty little fantasies instead of finding someone to live them out with was stupid. God, this was Hillsborough.

"You need to be yourself, Bud," Amanda whispered. "You need to be your nasty, twisted, perverse, wonderful self. You can't just live with your three women, fucking all of us, and pretend everything is normal. It's Hillsborough, Bud. It's going to be Spring soon. It's a time of awakenings, and you're trying to pretend you're still asleep."

I felt her hand sliding over my cock, flirting with it so sexily.

"I don't know," I said softly. "I'm..."

"A pervert," Amanda said softly, looking into my face with her deep blue eyes.

"A wonderfully perverted man, who's still afraid to see it. You're fucking a fourteen year old girl and a twelve year old. You're fucking both girl's mothers too. You get off on it, but pretend it's all normal. You're not normal, Bud. Normal is dull. Normal is boring. Normal isn't living with and fucking three women, two of them sexy young girls who are underage in all fifty states."

I smiled, even as I shook my head.

"You're doing it again," I said.

Amanda chuckled, her eyes bright.

"I'm doing what?" she asked, moving up against me, her thumb finding my cock head and sliding around it erotically. "Tempting you? Making you hard and horny? Telling you exactly what you want to hear?"

I kissed her. God, I loved this woman. She was so sexy, so intelligent, and not a jealous bone in her body. She moved against me, kissing me wetly, rubbing my cock with her hand, massaging it's head with her palm now. I groaned in pleasure.

"You've just taken your first steps, Bud," she said, licking along the edge of my ear as she whispered into it. "You've just begun your journey. Rest time's over. It's time to start moving forward again."



Morgana showed up for lunch. She's become a fixture now, and she and Mandy have quite a hot little relationship going. I'm certainly not jealous, because if I'm around, I often end up in bed with both of them.

Amanda and Mandy and Angel were there, of course, and Cheryl showed up with fresh baked bread. The work on the new house is going really well, and the ovens are already installed and working.

Morgana was being her usual self. She still does the witchy thing. Funny thing is, the more I watch it, the more obvious it is it's not an act. It's her.

She's evil. She fully admits that. She does wicked things and takes great joy in that.

She's also brutally honest and doesn't care if her words offend or shock.

And she thinks I am a part of that. I'm Tash, as she often repeats. It's in my blood.

I feel a little foolish here. I mean, I've told you I'm going to go ahead and go wild. Then I'm practically running away. Then I decide to go ahead anyway, and stall out: pretending my home life is normal and nothing shocking or weird.

I love it. God, I absolutely love what I've found. But I'm hiding in it as well.

Morgana looks at me thoughtfully as she chews on a warm piece of bread.

"This man needs a nice, wild root party," she says. "I think Bud needs to totally lose control, and I know a great time to do it."

She smiles secretively, licking her full red lips provocatively. She walks over, leaning over me, giving a wonderful view down her blouse, her dark nipples standing erect and inviting. She moves slightly, making them wriggle mesmerizingly.

"I think Mr. Carlson has been a good boy too long," she says. "I want to see that bad boy he keeps locked away, the fun one."

I look up at her and she kisses me, that fantastically erotic kiss of hers, where everything else just goes away. Her mouth tastes of musk and incense, a wonderfully erotic and exciting flavor. My tongue is deep inside before I feel the tingling in my own mouth. Then it begins to rapidly move through my body.

I jerk back, but the room is spinning.

"Never trust a Tash!" Morgana giggles as she straightens up. Everyone at the table laughs as the room goes very dark.

I wake up some time later. I'm very relaxed, laying in my easy chair. My clothes are gone and there is the smell of root in the room.

Morgana looks over at me and smiles.

"You bitch!" I say, trying to sound angrier than I feel. Morgana chuckles.

"I never said I wasn't one," she replies with a wry smile.

I try to get up, but I can't. I can still move, kind of, but whatever Morgana used to drug me has made me slow, clumsy and confused.

Mandy is sitting beside me, smiling. She's wearing a tiny skirt, pulled up to expose little white panties, so sheer her pussy is totally visible. Her top is yellow and lace, and her little brown nipples show through the fabric.

"Daddy is helpless," she says to Angel with a chuckle. "We can do whatever we want, and he can't stop us."

Yes, I should be angry. But I'm actually really excited. Damn, I'm helpless and these women... Well, I know what they are capable of sexually. And I'm going to be a part of that, like it or not.

Little Angel comes over and leans over me. She has on a tiny baby doll and very red lipstick. She slides her hand along my body and up my cock.

"My daddy can't stop me," she says with a wicked little leer. "His little Angel can be as bad as she wants and all he can do is watch."

She kneels, licking my cock like an obscene lollipop. Amanda enters the room and laughs.

"Poor Bud!" she says. "Are they picking on you?" I nod, smiling at the same time.

"Yeah, it's awful," I tell her. "I feel so used."

Amanda chuckles as she walks toward me.

"Poor Bud," she says softly as she sits on the arm of the chair beside me. She runs her fingers softly over my belly and chest as Angel sucks my cock harder and wetter. "It's terrible being helpless and abused by these nasty girls, isn't it?"

I groan. There is a knock at the door and Amanda smiles at her daughter.

"Mandy!" she says in mock scolding. "You didn't invite anyone over to take advantage of Bud, did you?"

Mandy looks at her mother with exaggerated innocence, swaying her little hips sexily.

"Mommy," she says. "What kind of girl do you think I am?"

She runs to the door and opens it. Two girls come in and my cock gives a jump.

I know them from the neighborhood. Sisters, one maybe thirteen, the other younger. They are both cute, very small and slender Hispanic girls. They appear quite innocent, in jeans and sweaters. The older girl has nice little breasts pushing out the front of her shirt. Her younger sister has tiny lumps just pushing at the fabric of her sweater.

I groan as they look at me. My limbs are still heavy, like weights have been put on them. But my skin is really sensitive, and Angel's mouth on my cock almost burns with pleasure.

The younger girl smiles up at her sister. The older girl nods at her.

"Go ahead," she says encouraging. "Mommy says it's okay. It's about time you lost it."

I groan. Oh my God, it's happening again. A young, sexy, way too youthful girl, a virgin, and I'm the guy in the middle. Angel giggles as my prick bounces from between her lips.

"Daddy must like it," she says with a little girl giggle. "His pee pee is going wild." Angel looks up at the younger girl.

"You want to touch my Daddy's pee pee, Marie?" she asks. "You wanta taste it?"

The girl nods and I moan.

"Daddy doesn't mind that you're only eleven," Angel says, looking over at me wickedly. She knows it bothers me, but Angel also knows how much it excites me too. "Or that you're virgin. Daddy can take care of it, can't you, Daddy?"

I just groan again. I couldn't stop her if I wanted to. Trying to move is just frustrating. I try, but nothing happens.

And that is somehow terribly exciting. These girls, these little girls, are going to use my body. They're going to do things, totally forbidden and wicked things, things they should never imagine at that age.

And I can barely breath I'm so excited. Once again, I'm on that slippery slope and know I can't regain my balance. And I'm excited for the plunge to begin.

Angel holds my cock for Marie, the younger sister. Marie kneels beside her, reaching out to hesitantly touch my cock. I moan as her little fingers slide softly over the wet tip of my prick.

"It's oily," she says, looking at her fingers, then licking them.

"Here," Angel says. Angel leans down and licks my cock head, then slides a hand behind Marie's head, pulling Marie toward her.

"Taste it this way," Angel says, and kisses Marie, sliding her tongue into the young girl's mouth. Marie's sister laughs as she approaches me.

"That's one way to do it," the elder sister says. Elder, hell, she's just barely a teenager. But she pulls off her sweater, her small breasts brown and small and high. The older sister leans down and takes my cock in her mouth, diving down onto me. I groan as she sucks my prick deep into her mouth.

Yeah, I know. I've been here before, I've had the same doubts, and I loved every second of it.

It's like the shock and horror is a part of it. What good is having a barely teen girl suck your cock, if you aren't horrified and guilty and perversely aroused by the whole thing? I watched, realizing how wicked, how immoral, and how exciting the whole thing was.

Angel is feeling up the little sister, and pulling at her sweater. I catch a glimpse of the younger girl's tiny swellings, just the bottoms of her just-starting breasts, and groan again.

Angel giggles wickedly.

"I think my Daddy wants to see your tits," she tells Marie. "I'll bet he'd love to suck them." She pushes up the girl's sweater. Marie squeals and blushes as her little tits are exposed.

Angel touches them lasciviously.

"Oh, they're nice," she says. "I"ll bet Daddy likes them, don't you, Daddy?"

I groan again. I'm laying here, unable to move, and totally aroused at the things happening around me.

Angel grabs Marie, pushing her toward me.

"Daddy can't move," Angel says. "Make him suck your titties."

I see the glint in Marie's eyes. She might be virgin and inexperienced, but my drugged state also puts her in control. Just as I fantasize about touching drugged girls, feeling them, fucking them, this little girl has a safe companion to play with. She is the one in control.

Marie reaches up and touches her own breasts, looking down at them almost curiously. Then she leans forward and presses one to my lips.

God, it was tiny and firm, just a tiny lump of flesh with a firm nipple that brushed against my lips. My tongue still works, because I am able to lick at her, and move my lips against her virgin flesh.

The young girl moans softly as I suck at her tiny nipple, and I feel it harden.

"Oh!" she says, seeming surprised. "That feels good."

Her sister moves her mouth from my cock.

"It's supposed to, silly," she tells her little sister. "Mr. Carlson's a teacher. He knows what he's doing."

"Why don't you have him suck your pussy?" Angel offers. My heart leaps. Virgin, young and damn it, I do want to suck her pussy. I want to taste her cunt and suck her virgin pussy lips.

Angel giggles as she looks at me.

"I think Daddy wants to suck your pussy," she says. "Go ahead, Marie. He's even better at that than titties."

Marie moves and looks down at me. Her young lips are wet from kissing Angel and she looks positively wonderful, both very innocent and imminently debauchable.

She smiles and kisses me, sliding her little tongue boldly into my mouth. I kiss her, so young and sweet and desirable. I'm so excited that I've sucked her little breast, and will soon do much more.

My arousal is almost palpable now. My mind's racing with idea and fantasies and memories. I want to grab her, to fondle her, but I still can't move well at all.

Marie stands up. She is no more than four and half feet tall and maybe seventy-five pounds. She unfastens her pants and pulls them down.

Her pussy is so full, with dark hair just sprouting on it. I moan as she moves toward my easy chair, putting her left knee on the nearest arm and swinging herself over me. I look up at her slender little-girl thighs and the obscene mound of flesh between her legs, split in the middle where her full outer lips meet.

"Ooooh," Angel says. "You have a really puffy cunt, Marie. Daddy likes those."

Yeah, I do. If anything, her pussy made her look younger, almost childlike in the most erotic way. Hell, she is a child.

And she is moving down and I am opening my mouth, welcoming her little, very under-aged pussy into my mouth.

Oh, God, my lips touch her soft pussy flesh and she moves it against my mouth. She's wonderful. She tastes of powder and clean cotton panties and soap and the wonderful musk of a very young girl's pussy. I slide my tongue deep into her slit, eagerly reaming in her virgin folds and tasting the salty tang of her pussy. Marie moves herself harder against my face, obviously enjoying this.

I feel rough hair against my cock, and then a wet slit moving against it. I groan as a cunt envelops my prick, neither knowing or caring whose cunt it is. It is small, and tight and very hot. And it begins moving on my prick as I suck this little girl, this little virgin, this child.

Yes, damn it. I am sucking kid cunt and getting off on it. I groaned as I suck this girl, this blossoming young woman, this delightful and forbidden child.

It is like ripping through a veil, a heavy curtain I assumed should never be opened, but I'd just pulled it wide. This child, this eleven year old girl, is to be my sexual partner, my lover and the object of my desires for this evening. I want to fuck her young body, to feel my prick inside her tight virgin flesh.

I yell as my prick jerks, shooting come into the twat of the girl or woman I am fucking. I hear the elder sister cry out and the pussy around my cock drives down, pushing me even deeper into it.

I arch as I come, realizing the paralysis is leaving. I slide my hand over Marie's butt, clumsily touching her little ass as I eat her cherry pussy.

"Daddy's having fun," Angel says. "I think he likes our little surprise. I hope think he'll like the party tomorrow too."

"Shhhhhh!" Mandy says. "He doesn't know yet."

Morgana laughs.

"Well, he does now," she says. "Anyway, he'd know soon enough."

"He has to go now," Amanda chuckles in her wonderful southern accent. "Or Cheryl will be heartbroken. She really wants Bud to play with her dirty little butt."

I groan. Oh, fuck! They are planning a party. And I think I know which party that would be.

I'm torn. I'm not sure if I am afraid it might be the dump party, or afraid it isn't. But Marie answers that for me, in the most wonderful way possible. She slides off my face and lays on me, looking into my face.

"I sometimes have trouble pooing, Mr. Carlson," she laments with with an excited little smile. "Maybe you could give me an enema?"

I inhale sharply and Amanda laughs.

"Poor Bud," she says. "You don't know if you want to run for the hills or run for the enema bag."

Mandy laughs, walking toward me.

"I think Bud will have a lot of fun tomorrow. And we have Root, so he'll be really ready too."

I found myself nodding. Yes. I had put this off too long. I'd been putting all of it off too long. Damn it, if I was a Hill, I should start acting like one. What had Morgana said? Hill men fuck everything from eight to eighty? Or was it six to sixty?

Right now, it doesn't matter. I don't care. Hell, if they are willing, so am I.

I pull Marie to me and kiss her little mouth.

"If you want an enema, you've got one," I tell her. She giggles and blushes even more deeply.

"Looks like Bud is going to get his party," Morgana says.
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Chapter 12

I had gone out back for a cigarette after the little scene with the two sisters. God, an eleven year old! Virgin!

"Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, can you not look upon this defendant without feeling pity? He's just a man, with all the foibles and weaknesses of any man. These young women knew that, yet took advantage of his innocence and weakness."

Yeah, like that's going to play for a jury. I actually chuckle as I take a drag of my cigarette. I'm going to pop an eleven year old girl's cherry, and I'm looking forward to it.

Maybe I really am becoming a Hill.

Four months. That's all it's been. Four wonderful, perverse months.

I hear the door open behind me and fell a hand on my shoulder.

"Are you okay, Daddy?"

It's Mandy. I look up at her, unable to ignore the fact I can see right up her skirt. She sees and spreads her legs, giving me a wonderful shot of her panties stretching over her little teenaged twat.

"Well," she says, "at least I'm still arousing to you. Your old, wrinkled fourteen year old girlfriend. I hope I'm not too ancient for you."

I laugh and so does Mandy as she sits beside me. She takes my cigarette and helps herself to a deep drag from it.

"You like Marie?" she asks.

"She's great. I was just realizing I was looking forward to having sex with her."

Mandy smiles. I can't help but be struck at how incongruous, yet how right, this reaction seems. She's not jealous at all, just happy I'm learning to relax.

"She has a little sister," Mandy says with a leer.

"How little?" I ask. I feel uncomfortable, but also am very aware my cock is stirring. Damn it.

"She's six," Mandy says, looking at me provocatively. "But her daddy calls her Hoover, because she sucks like nobody's business."

Mandy slides her hand over onto my lap, fondling me gently.

"She'd suck you off, Bud. And you could touch her, feel her, play with her body. She's not active yet, but she loves fingers and tongues and mouths. She's cute, too. Just adorable."

I moan. Damn it, why does everyone want to bring up things I am both fascinated and repulsed by?

This is kiddie sex, pure and simple. You can't justify it by any stretch of the imagination.

"You don't have to justify it, Bud," Mandy says. Her and her mother's answering my unspoken thoughts is so common I barely notice it anymore. "If you want to do it, isn't that all the excuse you need?"

"Mandy," I say, trying to sound annoyed and angry. But Mandy just laughs.

"Poor Bud," she says. "Still too chicken do try what you obviously want to do? Poor Daddy."

She leans over and kisses me, very wetly. That's nice and I enjoy both the erotic kiss and the feeling of her warm, youthful body against me. God, I'm such a lucky man.

She pulls back and looks right into my eyes, her light blue pupils alight with arousal.

"If you do her, I'd be glad to help," she says.

I almost double over in arousal and Mandy giggles deliciously.

"Oh, I'm sorry, Bud. I didn't mean to make you come!"

"I didn't come," I tell her, trying not to blush. God, that was arousing!

"Almost," she says. "You like the idea of playing with a six year old. I knew you were a pervert!"

I stare at Mandy. There's no shock or horror or disapproval in her eyes, just excitement and happiness.

"If you want her, I'll tell her sisters. Hell, you could do all three of them at the same time. They're all very close." Mandy laughed again at my look: I couldn't hide my fascination.

"Bud Carlson, happy pervert," Mandy said softly and kissed me again.

Cheryl and Amanda were seated at the kitchen table when Mandy and I went back inside. Morgana stood at the kitchen door, watching them. Cheryl smiled up at me.

"We're just making the final plans for your party," Cheryl said. "You don't mind a lot of guests, do you?"

"How many?" I asked. Somehow, that made me nervous.

"A lot of people are interested," Morgana said with her secretive smile. "Seems they haven't had a real Dump Party in years."

Amanda smiled up at me, almost proudly.

"Bud got everyone going again. Now people are all excited about it."

"I didn't think it'd be that popular, I said. Damn it! I was trying to be normal about this, but I found myself staring at Cheryl's ass and imagining my fingers up in her ass, buried in her shit and my cock was getting really hard.

"It's not just scat, Bud," Morgana said in her Irish brogue. "It's whatever you want it to be. The things you might be embarrassed about doing among average folk. It's a blow-out. Anything goes. And you just might meet someone there who shares your nastiest little perversion. So they offer more than just a few girls getting enemas."

I nodded, trying to push the idea of putting my fingers up a six year old's dirty little ass. Damn it, my mind gets going and all these perverse thoughts come flowing out!

Amanda smiled at me.

"She could be there tomorrow," she offered, knowing full well I knew exactly who she was talking about. "I'm sure her mother already plans on being there."

I shook my head, trying to think clearly. It must be the root smoke from earlier, or the drug Morgana gave me. Because I'm just so aroused I can't think clearly.

"You don't have to think clearly, Daddy," Mandy says. "Be tempted and take that which tempts you."

Damn it, it was coming from all sides and from the two women I most loved and respected.

I almost ran. I admit it. I actually thought of darting out the back door and making a run for it. I realized I was getting on that slide again, and that I was going to slip way down on it, whooping in perverse delight.

But I also knew that, much as I might complain about it, I wanted to slide down it and enjoy every moment of the ride.

So I just sighed.

"I guess it can be a big party," I said. Morgana smiled.

"Bud's finally recognizing his real self," she said. "Maybe there's hope for him after all."



Imagine walking into your daughter's room and finding two lovely girls on the bed, totally naked and kissing each other, their small hands exploring each other's bodies. I stood and watched. God, they were beautiful.

And I was struck at the simple purity of it. They were sisters and certainly not old enough to be doing this.

But that's a fiction. Hell, at thirteen and eleven, they are more than old enough to be interested in sex. I watched as the elder sister explored her little sister's pussy, gently opening her brown pussy lips to find her inner folds. Marie let out a little cry of pleasure as her sister found her clitoris and began to masturbate her gently.

I moved over and sat on the bed. Marie looked up at me, her eyes excited.

"Trina and I were just warming up," she said. "Trina's great, isn't she?"

I looked at the older girl and nodded. She was very desirable too, a slightly older version of her sister, but still very young and fresh. And looking at these two loving girls, intertwined with each other, has both a sweetness and a forbidden exoticness that's impossible to reconcile.

"Marie's afraid it's going to hurt," Trina tells me. I smile reassuringly. Damn it, my "teacher" mode is so useful at times like this.

"It could be a little uncomfortable, Marie, but if you're aroused, it just feels good." Marie looks up at me trustingly. Trina reaches out for me.

"You're still dressed, Mr. Carlson," she says, with a sexy glint in her eye. "Would you like to get naked and join us?"

I slide between the girls, naked now. They've been kissing and touching some more, and the odor of warm, excited girl hangs

wonderfully in the room. They smell aroused as well, and their skin is slightly slick with excitement.

Trina kisses me, and I turn to kiss Marie as well. I'm sliding my hand over her small, luscious little body. Her butt is wonderful, pouty and inviting. And Marie slides her legs over me as I slide my hand down over her ass, opening her legs for me.

"Daddy opened my ass," she whispers. "I love it back there."

My cock jumps. I remember her mention of enemas and that excites me even more. I slide my finger over her little asshole and she moves, offering herself to me.

I feel fingers on my cock and realize Trina is touching me.

"Just enjoy my sister," Trina says softly. "I'm just here to keep her company."

But her fingers are sliding under my foreskin and doing wonderful things. I groan in pleasure as I kiss Marie, looking at her very young features so close to me and sliding my other hand up to touch her tiny breasts, just budding out.

"You don't have to fuck me tonight," she says. "I don't want to rush."

I actually laugh. Marie stares at me, but I can't help myself. I laugh even harder and hug her little body to myself.

"You're absolutely right," I tell her. "I was feeling nervous, so I can imagine how you were feeling. You can't just turn arousal on like that."

I kiss her gently, feeling relieved. I didn't want to make her feel rushed, and here this little girl comes up with the solution all by herself.

It's not a rush. We can take our time.

It's strange how certain things hit you. I was in bed with two marvelous young girls, one a virgin. Of course I'd want to have sex with her.

Yet nothing said I had to. She wanted me to take her virginity. But no one said when.

I lay back and smiled at her.

"You just taught me something, Marie," I said. "Thank you."

Marie smiled and snuggled her lithe body against me.

"It doesn't mean you can't have sex with me, either, you know," she said softly.

The whole scene changed after that. We all took it slow and easy, much more sensual than purely sexual. I went down on Marie again, enjoying the flavors and textures of her virgin pussy. I enjoyed reaming her ass as well. God, I love the taste: dark and forbidden, but not really unpleasant. And just forbidden enough to be really delicious.

Her butt was tiny, and that made the whole thing better. Yes, she looked very young, and that was part of the pleasure.

I really was learning something about myself. I was making love to this lovely young woman/child and finding it just wonderful.

I made love to both girls. They were willing and surprisingly experienced. I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised: both were Hill girls.

And they made love to each other. Yeah, I still get a twisted thrill from watching these sisters kissing each other, exploring

each other's mouths with their lips and tongues. It's even better because I'm sliding my hands over both of them, younger and older, just blooming and almost fully bloomed. I slide behind Marie, feeling her tiny breasts and butt and her large, soft, moist twat as she makes out with her sister.

Then I move closer, moving my cock between her legs.

Marie giggles as she feels my cock sliding against her pussy.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," she gasps, "what is that?" I laugh and push gently and she moans.

"Ooh, Mr. Carlson wants to pop my cherry," she says to her sister. It's funny, but it seems to turn them both on. They are both groping and kissing each other and Marie moves her upper leg over her sister's naked body, so her full pussy is totally exposed.

I move my cock between her thick pussy lips, excited to feel her damp slit against my cock head.

Then I find her little opening and push gently into it. Marie groans, kissing her sister more desperately as I push up into her very tight vagina.

There's a tiny release and Marie cried out. Her sister groans and obviously orgasms as little Marie loses her cherry.

I slide deeper into Marie, gently fucking her pussy. She's moaning, tense at first but then relaxing as her cunnie gets used to the unfamiliar object, my penis, inside of her.

"I probably won't come," Marie says, almost apologetically.

"That's fine," I tell her, licking her cute little ear. "That's not important tonight."

It's not. She losing her virginity. Why add any pressure to orgasm as well? That will come soon enough. And yes, I recognized the unintended irony of the last sentence.

When Marie begins to shift uncomfortably, I gently pull out of her pussy. I find her ass and she groans excitedly.

"Oh, yes!" she says. "I know I like that!"

She giggles at her own words and I push up inside her little butt. She's loose and inviting and groans in pleasure as I gently slide deep inside her ass.

"Oh, he's bigger than daddy!" Marie tells her sister.

"Yeah, I fucked him earlier, remember?" Trina says. "You like his prick up your butt?"

"I love his prick up my butt," little Marie says, moving her butt back toward me so I can get even deeper inside of her. Marie is touching her sister's breasts with one hand, and has the other between her sister's legs.

I watch, both aroused and oddly enchanted by this. Two sisters, sharing the most intimate things together. Unabashed, unashamed and safe with each other, they are obviously being drawn even closer by sharing this moment with each other as well as with me.

It's another Hill thing I simply can't explain, but when you see it, the truth is obvious. It's not perverse: It's perfect.

We spent about two hours together, just laughing and making love. Trina was nearly as full-pussied as her sister, and very inviting. She had no trouble when I entered her and moaned and swore softly as I fucked her.

And as I had sex with Trina, she licked her sisters little pussy, bringing her little sister off as she had undoubtedly done many times before.

It was a wonderfully sexy and oddly comfortable experience. Losing your virginity should be so nice for every young girl.

We finally got up and dressed, going out into the living room. Morgana was stretched out in my chair, reading. She lifted her reading glasses and smiled as she saw us.

"Everyone left," she said. "Lea and Carly next door invited them over. They're probably doing the same things you were in back." She looked at Marie curiously.

"Well, was it wonderful or just sex?"

Marie smiled.

"It was pretty wonderful," she admitted. "I orgasmed the second time we did it."

Morgana nodded.

"Don't get spoiled," she said to the young girl. "Bud's Hill. Don't expect outsiders to be any good at sex."

Marie and Trina both laughed.

"Who fucks Outsiders?" Trina asked dismissively. "If I want thirty seconds of fun, I'll use my vibrator."

Both girls and Morgana laughed at that one. I often heard whispered insults, followed by gales of laughter, from women and girls in Hillsborough. Usually, Outsiders were at the butt of them.

Seeing the wonderful experiences the teens in Hillsborough almost took for granted, the Outsiders must seem really odd.

I know: I was one of them. For all the fascination with sex out there, Outsiders don't end up either getting much of it, either in quantity or quality. It's really kind of sad.

Morgana looked over at me and smiled, giving me a little wink. The two girls had started to wrestle on the couch beside me, a playful tussle that quickly became a sexual one. Then they were kissing and sliding their hands under each other's clothes.

I sat at the end of the sofa and watched Trina and Marie as they began to make love to each other. It was both strange and oddly appropriate that these sisters should be enjoying each other, unashamed that we were watching them undress one another and kiss and touch each other's young bodies.

They made love to one another, both still excited from our threesome in back. Seeing Marie's pussy, still puffy and damp from sex, being spread and exposed by her own sister, and fingers sliding inside of both girls as they kissed and groped each other, was really arousing.

Morgana grinned and crooked a finger in my direction.

"Okay, that looks just too good to ignore. You want to come over and give me some of that?"

I grinned. Strange as it might seem, this is Hillsborough. I slid over by Morgana, who was already moving down to the floor. We kissed and began to touch one another.

A moment later, I felt a hand on my thigh and looked over to see Marie.

"Can we play too?" she asked.

Morgana answered her question by kissing her.

Trina giggled as she slid into my lap.

"It's all your fault," she said, looking up at me playfully. "You popped Marie's cherry. She'll be horny for weeks."

"What's your excuse?" I asked.

"I'm just a slut," Trina giggled and kissed me.

I moved my hand down over her pussy. Thirteen is not that young, I'm realizing. Hell, Trina is probably more experienced and certainly more mature than most eighteen year olds on the Outside.

Trina moaned as I slid inside of her.

"I'm coming to party tomorrow," she whispered. "Both of us are."

"That's going to be something," I said.

I had no idea of just how wild it would be.

Yeah, we made love. All four of us did, eventually. It was wonderful and relaxed and just great. I lay afterwards, still on the floor, with Trina cuddled against me on one side and Morgana on the other, with little Marie using my soft cock as a pillow as she slept.

I felt Morgana's lips against my ear. She began to whisper, her soft brogue filling my mind as she spoke.

"Ah, Bud," she said. "You want all this so bad. You want to take the steps, but always end up fearing the consequences. Don't let your fears scare you off. You'll be tested soon, and we all want you to pass."

My mind tried to form around her words, but they were so soft and ephemeral I could only wonder what she meant. A test?

I dozed off, not realizing the import of Morgana's words.
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Chapter 13

We walked toward the gymnasium at Martin Milner Junior High School.

"Come on, Daddy," Angel said excitedly. Her mother was on my other arm, grinning wickedly.

"Don't push, Angel," Cheryl laughed. "I'm sure your Daddy will be coming soon enough."

I looked back at Marie and Trina, her elder sister. Both were grinning excitedly.

Behind them, Mandy, Amanda and Morgana brought up the rear. God, what a pack of women and girls, any one the fantasy of any man, and several a pedophile's delight.

And I was here, the guy, the lucky bastard that somehow fell into the middle of this. Mr. Bud Carlson, the happy pervert.

And going to a party that promised to out-perversion anything that had happened so far.

Hillsborough is one wild place, yet Dump Party's were the wildest: not just because of the obvious sport of scat, but other really edgy perversions as well.

In a town where parents fuck their children, brothers and sisters share beds and bodies, and just about anything goes, a special party for the more extreme tastes promised to be wild indeed.

I saw a child ahead of us on the sidewalk, no more than three feet tall. Damn it! My cock jumped, even as my heart fell with disgust. The little girl turned into the same door the others were entering: The girl's locker room, at Martin Milner Junior high school. Then she looked back at me and leered.

She was little people. A dwarf.

Yeah, I was intrigued. She was cute, really delectable, and yet just tiny. She must have seen my excitement, because she put a hand on her hip and tilted her head at me.

"Looking for a little nookie?" the tiny woman asked. "Cause I'm the littlest nookie around here. And the best."

Angel giggled.

"Annie's really proof that size doesn't matter," Angel said with a wink up at me.

I've never seen a locker room decorated for a party before, but this one certainly was. Not with festive ribbons or balloons, but with pillows big and small, many made of black, glistening rubber. Others were plastic or nylon or naugahyde.

One glance made it clear almost everything was washable. Well, not everything, because there were some sofas and chairs scattered around too, and even several beds!

I was looking around when someone waved from across the room. It was Mrs. Zunnini, the girl's coach. And Lynn and Gwynn were with her. Lynn waved and headed over.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson," she said, hugging me and kissing me familiarly. "Looking forward to the party?"

I nodded, and shrugged at the same time.

"I think so," I told her honestly, enjoying the feeling of her ampleness against me. She noticed, and rubbed her belly against my prick.

"You like hefty," she purred. "How about if this hefty little girl has an accident in her little panties?" She giggled as I jerked against her.

Yolanda appeared, carrying a selection of leather belts, some four or five feet in length.

"Okay, scat freaks are okay," she said, smiling at me in greeting. "But Mr. Loams and I are doing the bondage thing. You want to get tied up?"

I looked at Yolanda. God, that was an interesting offer. But I had other things in mind right now.

"Maybe later," I told her. Yolanda grinned and headed over to one of the beds.

Amanda stepped up, taking my arm as she looked around the room.

"It's been too long," she said. "I've never seen so many people at a Dump Party."

Lynn nodded.

"Yeah," she agreed. "People have been really excited. There's been little ones, more like family affairs, but nothing like this in decades."

Mandy looked over at me.

"Is it okay if I go help Yolanda?" she asked. I nodded and smiled.

"Sure, honey," I told her. "It's your party too."

Amanda patted my shoulder as Mandy moved away.

"I'm staying, if you don't mind. I want to enjoy every second of your pleasure."

I smiled at her. Amanda is still a bit of a mystery to me at times. Sometimes just being with me and whispering those wonderful things seems as satisfying to her as actual sex.

I looked around the shower room. It was strange: people were hugging and saying hello, just as you might at any social function. It really didn't appear to be the start of a wild sex orgy.

Angel moved up against my side, sliding up tight on my body. Cheryl joined her, sliding her arm around Angel.

"Can we start?" Cheryl asked. "You promised me something the night we met and I'm holding you to it."

I nodded. Damn, I still thought about ass-fucking Cheryl that first night, and the feel of her ass with... 

Yeah, shit in it. I have to tell you, it's so sexy when it's happening, but I'm still embarrassed writing about it.

A girl walked up to me. She was a pretty young Asian girl, one of the Asian slut squad. She moved right up against me and kissed me wetly. Her mouth tasted of Root and my tongue touched the striated edges of a chewed piece. I felt the root pushed into my mouth by her tongue and I sucked at it and her, tasting the dark, sweet yet bitter flavor of the drug.

She steps back and grins saucily at me.

"Don't forget I'm here," she said invitingly. "My butt is all yours, if you want it."

I start to chew the root, it's spicy flavor, with the dark tobacco-like undertaste, filling my mouth. It was already hitting, like lights turning on in my mind, making the shadows even deeper around them.

The Asian girl leaves, popping another piece of root into her mouth. I chew my root a little while longer, then turn to kiss Amanda and give the root to her.

My brain is going soft already.

Suddenly most of the lights go out. Some places are well lit and others deep in gloom. Other people are chewing root now and the whole atmosphere takes on an almost electrical tension.

Angel looks up at me.

"I gotta go pee pee, Daddy," she says, looking young and almost desperate. "I think I'm gonna pee pee my pants."

I slide my hand down over her jeans and she spreads her little legs for me.

"It's a root party, Bud," Amanda whispers. Her voice actually surprises me as it echoes through my brain. Damn, the root hits fast now.

"It's everything and anything you want." Amanda's voice was sliding around my brain, erotically stroking every synapse as it echoed through my head. "It's a Dump Party, and you can enjoy anything you'd like. There's even some very young girls here."

I groaned. My cock was like a rock, and I could feel every stitch in the seam of Angel's jeans, and the soft warmth of her pussy beneath.

"I'm here too, Bud," Cheryl said. "Angel and I will play any nasty little game you like."

My head was spinning. I heard someone cry out in the darkness. I turned to see the Asian girl who'd shared her root being held by two guys, while a third began to feel her up. She was struggling and laughing as she was groped in the shadows.

"It's happening, Bud." Amanda's wonderful, southern-tinged whispers bounced around in my brain. "It's all here. All you have to do it take it."

Angel was sliding her little body against me, moving as if in growing desperation.

"Oh, Daddy, I gotta pee so bad," she said. "Oh, Daddy, I'm gonna pe in my pants."

Her crotch was suddenly hot and wet. I groaned as her pants got even wetter, and my hand was soaked with her little-girl urine.

"Oh, Daddy, I lost it!" she moaned. "Your little Angel just pee peed her pants."

God. My brain was spinning and I could smell Angel's sharp salty urine as she pissed in her jeans. My cock was throbbing with excitement. I put my hand flat against her pussy, pushing on her wet jeans and feeling her peeing through the soaked fabric.

"Mmmmmm, Daddy," Angel said. "I like you touching my pee pee. My daddy likes it when his Angel gets nasty and wet."

I just groan again. The Root really has me flying and every sound and sight and feeling is surreal in it's clarity. I can hear her urine splashing on the concrete floor and that sound is tremendously exciting as well.

People are beginning to fuck around us. Amanda touches my shoulder and points in the center of the room, to a well-lit area.

It's Gwynn, in a tiny dress and high heels. God she looks wonderful, so chubby and young and inviting.

A guy of maybe fourteen is feeling her up, and Gwynn is pulling up her own dress. She has on white thigh highs and white panties.

The kid rips her top open and her big breasts fall free. She's moaning and grunting and then she squats.

I stare, knowing what's about to happen and totally excited yet still not quite believing it. The kid is pulling out his cock and Gwynn eagerly goes down on him, even as she spreads her legs even further.

Oh, god, her underwear are suddenly soaked and sagging as she pisses. Then I see the spreading brown stain and her panties sagging even more.

I want to scream, to yell in shocked pleasure. Gwynn is shitting her panties, right there in the middle of the room. Her panties sad even more and there's brown streaks running down her thighs.

Yes, it's gross and disgusting. And I'm about to come in my pants.

"Dump Party!" someone yells and Gwynn suddenly disappears as men and women surround her. I can't see what they are doing, but my imagination runs wild. And the Root makes those thoughts into stunning clear hallucinations. I'm touching Angel's wet crotch and imagining so much more.

Then Cheryl is there.

"Come on," she says. "I'm all full and ready. I want your fingers in my dirty ass."

I groan and Amanda chuckles.

"She's ready and willing, Bud," Amanda whispers as we move toward a sofa. "She wants it and I'm sure you do too."

Angel squeals in terror as a huge black man grabs her. I look up.

Damn it! I see him pulling Angel and feel the sudden rush of anger. I start to move toward him, my rage growing. But Amanda grabs me, her nails biting into my skin.

"She's willing, Bud," Amanda says, almost desperately. "Aren't you, Angel?"

Angel sees my face and pulls away from the man. He lets her go, looking at me nervously.

"It's okay, Daddy. We were having fun. But I'll stay if you like."

I shake my head, trying to clear it. I remember that night, when this happened before. I'm shaking with anger.

"He's a Tash, all right," Cheryl says, running her hand gently over my face. "It's fine, Bud. It's a dump party. The girls know what to expect."

Angel looks up at me, concerned.

"Poor Daddy," she says softly, but she also looks touched by my concern for her. "That was Yolanda's dad. He's cool."

I nod. I realize I again miscalculated the situation. Yet my head is still roaring with energy.

"I thought he was attacking you," I tell Angel. She shakes her head, but smiles at me as well.

"It's okay, Daddy," she says. "Thank you for worrying about me."

I nod as we sit down on the couch. My hands are trembling still, but the wave of anger that had washed over me is beginning to dissipate.

Amanda sits beside me, pulling me back against her soft breasts. She's petting my head and I once again get the impression of gentling a wild animal.

"Relax, Bud," she said softly. "It's a party. There's going to be a lot of force fucking. You can force fuck too. If you want a girl, you can take her."

I moved back against her, letting her words slid around in my head.

The sudden shock of tremendous rage is slowly flowing away, leaving a kind of emptiness in it's wake.

"It's only rape, Bud," Cheryl says "It's fun."

Damn! Her words are like a sledgehammer and they hit right in my crotch. I hear Amanda chuckle.

"I think Bud still wants to force a girl," Amanda says softly. "Maybe someday he really will. Not push, like with Terri. But just force her because he wants it."

I groan. A picture flashes in my mind, of the Asian Slut Squad girl that had shared her root with me, her clothes torn, her young breasts exposed, her pussy poking out of her ripped panties. I'm fucking her, raping her, and she's moaning and crying and trying to get away.

I open my eyes, trying to keep from enjoying such terrible thoughts. Angel's right there, her little Asian cast features so delicate and sexy.

"Daddy could rape his little girl," Angel says invitingly. "Daddy could rape and abuse his little Angel and all she could do is cry and beg him not to."

I groan. Yes, it excited me. Hell, I wanted to do it right there. But I was confused and flying on Root and didn't know what I really wanted.

Cheryl looks past her daughter at me.

"Let's let Daddy take it easy for a few minutes," she tells her daughter. "Don't push right now. Bud needs a little break."

I do, even though the party is just getting started. Damn, the Root is great. But it also gets me so excited at times that I feel lost. I sigh and lean back against Amanda again.

"You want to just watch, Bud?" Amanda says. "You want to see what's happening?"

I look around. The room must have over fifty people in it, maybe a hundred. Some were naked, others partially dressed. And a large number of people were arrayed in small groups, like at a cocktail party, watching the sexual goings-on around them.

I realized with a start that some of the participants were very young. A little girl of no more than five or six was sitting on a man's lap, her legs spread as her felt her under her skirt. I stared in horrified fascination. Amanda chuckled as she saw me watching.

"You aren't comfortable with the young ones, but a lot of people are," she said. "And the girl's been begging to come. Her parents are right over there, watching."

Okay, so I was aroused. Very, very aroused. I wasn't even a part of it, so I couldn't feel guilty over it. I stared as the man touched this little girl's flat chest and his hand moved busily under her dress. It was so forbidden, yet it was happening right there.

"Daddy likes little girls, don't you Daddy?" Angel urged me. "If you want a little one, I'd be glad to help."

I shook my head. My natural disgust at this inappropriate behavior was wavering. Now it was more arousingly disgusting.

And, frankly, fascinating as well.

I groaned. Damn Hillsborough anyway. What do you do when anything is available? Where do you draw the line?

The man was pulling up the girl's skirt and I could see her panties were down around her thighs. I watched in arousal as he uncovered her. Her little butt was toward me, so tiny and cute and sexually exciting.

Yes, I admit it. This little girl had me very turned on. And I totally recognize that makes me a very sick man, a pervert, a pedophile.

But I couldn't take my eyes away from the scene. I wasn't doing anything bad, unless I was expected to get up and make a scene or call the cops.

I found myself laughing. What would happen if I called the Hillsborough police. Hell, this girl could be related to one of them.

The scene forms in my mind.

"Sorry, sir," the uniformed officer says to me as the other cop is checking out the half-naked little girl. "Sex isn't a crime, is it? What's wrong with you anyway?"

"He's been on the Outside too long, sir. Next thing you know, he'll think incest is illegal."

Both cops began to laugh and I suddenly realized I'm having a hallucination. I was still on the sofa, staring at little girl butt.

I felt Cheryl changing places with Angel. She kissed me, her mouth redolent with Root. She was chewing a piece and shared it with me.

I took it form her mouth and chewed it, vaguely thinking I was plenty fucked up and shouldn't really do this.

But Amanda chuckled again, and I heard her whiskey-voiced whisper against my ear.

"Go ahead, Bud. Chew root. Do what you want to. It's a Dump Party. Anything goes. It's your party. Have all the fun you can stand."

Cheryl was sliding up into my lap, pressing up against me. She took my hand and slid it down between her legs. She'd worn a simple dress, with nylons and her hair was pulled up into a bun.

"I'm up for some fun, Bud," she said softly. "My ass is all full and just waiting for you fingers."

I groaned as I rubbed her though her dress. God, I had dreams about this; filthy, twisted dreams.

"My Daddy's going to play with my Mommy," Angel whispered to me.

Cheryl sighed and lifted her dress for me. Her thigh highs and white silk panties were sparkling in the lights. God, she looked desirable.

I slid my hand over her ass. Her panties were tight and gathered down the butt. I slid down into her crack, unbelievably aroused at what I knew I would find.

"You can spread my shit," Cheryl whispered. "Get it on my pussy or my back or my tits. I don't care. I love it."

She was touching my cock through my pants, gently getting me even more aroused.

I slid a finger under her panties, sliding along her pussy and up toward her ass. Cheryl was kissing me wetly, as excited as I was.

"Oh, yeah, Bud. Touch my ass. Ream it. Shove deep inside of my shitty little chute."

My finger touched her asshole, finding it puckering outward. I ran my finger along the greasy creases of her anus, then found her hole and pushed into her.

Oh, Jesus Christ. She was so full her hot muck was right there. It was soft, greasy and very hot and my finger probed up into hit.

Cheryl moaned.

"Don't be shy, Bud," she said. "It's a dump party. Play with my shit, Bud. Do whatever you want."

I grunted. Cheryl was unzipping my pants and Angel reached out, touching her mother's inner thigh. I looked at her and nodded.

"You want to feel your mommy's shit?" I asked. Angel nodded, her eyes bright.

"Yeah, Daddy," she said. "Can I?"

God, this was sick. I have my finger up this woman's ass, buried in her crap, and her daughter wants to feel it as well. Her daughter, and my daughter/lover/soon-to-be wife.

I nod and Angel slide up, moving her hand under her mother's panties. God, I forget how sexy incest is. This little girl is touching her mother and I can smell her musk, her twelve year old's arousal, as her fingers find mine.

She slides along them, finding her mother's ass and my finger buried in it. I can feel her finger against mine as she slide inside of her mother's ass and into her shit. Angel looks up at me, her face flushed with arousal.

"Oh, Daddy," she says. "Mommie's really nasty. I like Mommy's nasty butt."

I jerk. Damn, her words are so sexy. Angel is, and can be, a very mature young woman. But she plays the innocent slut, the sweet little girl who loves the sexy things she's doing.

I can feel her finger moving inside her mother, and against my finger.

"Mommy's panties are going to get all dirty," Angel says, her young voice tight with arousal. "Mommy might even shit her pants."

I feel Cheryl move and then her ass tightens. Oh, god, she pushing! Cheryl lets out a little grunt and I feel her beginning to move and her shit squeezing between Angel and my fingers.

Angel moans.

"Oh, god, Daddy," she says and bites her lower lip in excitement. The hot shit is starting to flow now and the pressure of her anus against our fingers disappears as it dilates.

And she shits her panties. Our hands are inundated in soft shit as it flows out, filling her tight panties. I can see the dark stain spreading along the crack of her ass.

I'm disgusted. And, strangely enough, even that adds to my arousal. This woman is having a purposeful accident in her pants, while her daughter and I feel and watch the whole thing.

Then her panty crotch is suddenly wet, and Cheryl pisses as well. I can feel her hot piss flowing into the openings around her shit. Her panties are so hot and wet and filthy.

I push deeper into her ass, feeling the flowing muck as it pushes through my fingers. It's like filthy lava, a perverse eruption nothing can stop.

Cheryl is touching my cock now, and I'm so aroused it almost hurts. It's so twisted, so forbidden and so unsanitary. And it is driving me crazy with excitement.

Cheryl is moaning and I realize she and Amanda are kissing. I realize her panties are unable to contain the flow, and they are bulging. Shit begin to drip on the fabric of the sofa, joining the spreading pool of urine.

"I want to fuck your mommy in her own shit," I say to Angel.

"Fuck me too, Daddy," she says. "Fuck my butt with your cock all covered with Mommy's shit. Fuck my pussy too."

I hear Amanda chuckle.

"sounds like these two are getting in the spirit," she tells Cheryl.

"I hope so," Cheryl says. "Because I love my shitty ass fucked. I just hope Bud doesn't chicken out."

I shiver with excitement. Not only am I going to do it, but Cheryl is basically daring me to. I move my fingers out of her still-erupting ass and slide down between her legs. She's grossly filthy and I feel her filthy pussy as well.

"MMMmmmm," Cheryl says. "Shit fuck my pussy too, Bud. Anything goes at a Dump Party."

I look up and see the six year old, spread face down on a sofa. A man is sucking her tiny, smooth pussy and has several finger's up her tiny butt. I want to scream, I'm so excited.

I slide my other hand over Cheryl's ass, feeling her wet, stainded panties and the sofness beneath. Then I grab the outer fabric with one hand and the fabric of their crotch with the other from the inside.

They tear like a dream, with dark shit bursting out of the ripping fabric. It flows onto the sofa, spreading and pooling, shining under the light.

I watch, fascinated. Then I realize or remember or become aware: I'm on Root. It's all so surreal and perfect because I am utterly fucked up on Root.

I rip her panties more and Angel's hands are helping, stripping her mother's filthy ass and twat of her clothes. Angel is gasping with excitement.

"Oh, Daddy, would you fuck my mommy?" she groans. "I want to watch you fuck my nasty, stinky Mommy's ass."

Angel's kneading the shit between her fingers, her eyes so bright they are almost reflective. She's trembling, she is so excited.

So am I. It's gone way beyond doubt or even sanity. It's madness to fuck a woman in a pile of her own shit. It's even more insane to fuck her pussy as well. But I know I'm going to do both, and I don't care if it's insane or not.

I want to do it, and I'm going to.

I turn Cheryl onto her stomach, feeling her shit covered ass. She's thick with the stuff and I can't believe how sexy it is. I slide up on her, pushing my cock into it.

"Oh, my Daddy's cock is getting all nasty," Angel says. "He's gonna fuck Mommy's nasty ass and let me watch."

"He doesn't have to be ashamed," Amanda said. God, her whisper just bounced in my head like a wonderful, sexy, soft beach ball, slimy and nasty and wonderful. "Bud can do whatever he wants. He's a Hill and he's a Tash, and he's a teacher. Nothing he wants is forbidden to him. Nothing at all."

I have my cock buried in Cheryl's hot muck, the perfect word for it. I find her ass and push, crying out as my cock shoves it's way into her ass, and into even more shit inside of her.

"If Bud wants it, Bud can have it," Amanda urges. "Anything he wants. That's why Bud is so special."

I want to yell, to drown out her voice. But her words are there, spurring me on. Anything. Anything I want.

I'm groaning and can feel saliva dripping from the corners of my mouth. My greasy hands are on Cheryls back, ruining her blouse as I feel her. I slide around and grasp her wonderfully saggy breasts, making them slick and filthy as well. Cheryl is grunting and sobbing in erotic excitement. She's tripping, like I am.

"We don't have to have dump parties, Cheryl," I tell her. "Anytime you want this, just ask."

She moans with excitement. It's the nastiest, dirtiest, most exciting thing imaginable.

I shove into her ass, then when I pull back, the muck sucks at my prick. It's like her shit is sucking my cock. It's the weirdest feeling imaginable, and just wonderful to experience.

I grunt as I come in her shit-filled ass, feeling my come filling her, my balls buried in her shitty ass crack.

Another man steps over and smiles.

"Can I have a little of that?" he asks.

"Sure," Cheryl says. "I have lots of shit to go around."

I pull out of her. I was going to fuck her pussy, but I realize that it's a party. I should move around and be social.

I actually chuckle at the thought.

"The showers are going," Amanda points out. "I'm going to go try to get raped."

I nod. Why not? Amanda loves it.

Angel reaches out and takes my hand.

"Want to go shower, Daddy?" she asks. "Then we can get all messy again!" She grins lasciviously, as only a slutty twelve year old can.

We walk across the room. God, what a scene. There's a lot of scat going on, more than I had imagined. A woman is dancing, stripped down to just panties, and the butt end of them is sagging with a load. It's sick looking, but my cock is bouncing at the sight. And there are men and women touching her, feeling her ass and tits and one guy is jacking off, his hand slick with her shit.

I see Mandy. My heart jumps: God, she is beautiful. She's helping strap down a woman on a bench, binding her tightly.

The woman's breasts thrust up sexily, and her legs are being spread and bound as well. She is still fully dressed, which looks even more perverse. And people are already beginning to grope and fondle her through her clothes.

A girl runs past, screaming and giggling. Several young boys are chasing her. The girl runs into a corner, then turns to try to defend herself. It's of course, totally ineffective. She more wrestles than fights and soon she is being held and stripped by the guys. She's yelling and grinning with excitement.

Many people are simply watching the action. An middle aged couple are watching the girl being assaulted in the corner and smiling.

"Aren't you going to help our daughter, Frank?" the woman asks her husband with a smile.

"She'd never forgive me if I did," he says back and slides his arm around his wife. They watch the 'rape' in progress, like proud parents anywhere.

Angel slips off her wet pants and blouse and we get into a shower together. It's an open room, and others are here, groping each other and having sex. There is a small group together, all obviously related, and a girl of maybe eight is bending against the wall as an older man, probably her father, has anal sex with her. She's tiny and slender and I stare as the man's butt bounces as he fucks this little girl.

When you think of a sex party, I guess you don't think of it as a family affair. But that's just what's going on at much of this: families doing each other and other people as well.

Angel and I wash each other. She's so cute and so excited by all this.

"Thank you, Daddy," she says softly. "Amanda and Mandy are pretty independent, but I'm kind of nervous. It's my first big party. Thank you for letting me stay with you."

I smile. Angel is really just a little girl, and she appreciates the company. That's perfectly understandable.

Yet the situation is totally bizarre. Wonderfully, and erotically bizarre.

I see students from Martin Milner around, among the crowd. A pretty redhead is squatting while several others watch. Her skirt is around her waist and she is pissing her panties. One of the guys kneels and feels her crotch as she wets herself. She moves her twat against his hand, obviously excited by this.

I see the girl from the Asian Slut Squad. Her clothes are disheveled and she looks wonderful. She sees me and runs over.

"Mr. Carlson! Are you having fun?"

I nod.

"Yeah, having a great time," I tell her.

I'm suddenly struck with the situation. I'm naked, and Angel is on her knees washing my prick. And I'm standing here having a nice conversation with a girl, a student from the middle school I teach at.

"If you want to play, I'd love to," she says with a hopeful smile.

"Play what?" I ask.

Her eyes flash. She's flirting with me.

"Well, it's a dump party, isn't it?" she asks. "I have some friends her. We could all go get real kinky."

This girl is maybe fourteen. I can see the swell of one small breast exposed by her disheveled blouse. And her pants are so tight, every line of her thighs and crotch are clearly delineated.

And she's adorable, in a little girl way. Her hard makeup just accentuates her girlishness.

Angel pulls gently on my prick.

"Can we, Daddy? It sounds fun."

"Okay," I say. "We can play."

The girl jumps up and down in excitement.

"I'll go get the others," she says and runs off.

"Daddy's gonna have fun," Angel says. "She's cute!"

Yeah, she is. And the Root is roaring through my blood. I'm hot and horny.

And I remember the girl's reference to shit and jerk with excitement. Angel doesn't help matters, since she begins to lick my freshly washed cock.

"Daddy's gonna have fun tonight," Angel murmurs and giggles.

The girl comes back into the shower room, with two others in tow. One is another Asian Slut Squad girl, a deliciously ample little thing in a skirt so short you can damned near see panties. The other is a black girl, a tiny, slender thing in jeans and a T- shirt. Her tiny buds of breast barely show against the brown fabric.

My stomach knots. I'm looking at this young girl, very young, wondering how old she is. And at the same time, I'm looking at her crotch and wondering if she's even old enough to have hair.

And my heart is racing with excitement.

"Come on," the first girl says, taking my hand. She pulls me to the entrance of the shower room and all three girls grab towels and begin to dry me and Angel. There's no doubt of the implicit sexuality in the way they dry us. Angel giggles as the black girl "dries" her little twat off, rubbing her lasciviously in the process.

"You need more Root," the first girl says. "You're still able to walk." She giggles.

"Put your hands down and behind you," the heftier Asian girl says. She's drying my back and I don't even question her order. I do.

And feel the handcuffs click into place. Angel giggles wickedly.

"Uh, oh," she says, smiling up at me. "Poor Daddy is helpless!"

The girls smile as they lead me back into the locker room. A lot of people have stopped their games and are watching. I see Morgana, smiling triumphantly. And Amanda is walking over toward me, un-surprised at my bound condition.

I've been set up again.

I'm not angry. Hell, I'm excited. And it dawns on me why.

I'm helpless. And I know that Hill folk do all kinds of things, things I tend to be fascinated by but shy away from.

Now I can't stop it, so I might as well enjoy it, right?

Mandy smiles and winks. She can see my arousal as well. My cock is standing like a flagpole as I'm led across the room.

"Poor Bud," Amanda says as she takes my arm. "Looks like they have something planned for you. Can I watch?"

I nod. Graphic images are flashing in my mind, wildly erotic pictures of what might transpire. Girls in bondage. A very young child of maybe six showing me her little pussy. Force fucking. Drugged girls. A young boy.

Several other girls join us. It looks like Amanda will be the only other adult participating. Then I see Mrs. Zunnini walking over to her office. She opens the door and the girls drag me inside.

There's pillows on the floor and incense burning. I recognize the smell of Root, its fragrance wrapping around a more bitter and sharp odor. There are several more people here, all young.

I feel the girl unlocking my cuffs.

"You're still our prisoner, Mr. Carlson," the first girl says. "If you're good, we'll let you leave later."

"What do I have to do?" I ask.

"Just suck off my sister," she says, arching an eyebrow sexily. "And fuck her butt."

God, this is fun. Amanda looks over at me, smiling.

"Poor Bud," she says. "Looks like you don't have any choice."

I smile at the Asian Slut girl.

"I guess I have to, then," I say.

She turns and pulls another girl from the group behind her. My eyes go wide and my heart begins to pound.

"This is my sister, Suzie," the girl says. "She just turned six."

Oh my god, she's beautiful. Of Asian decent, obviously, and maybe four feet tall and petite and cute. Her lips are full and sexy, as only a little girl can be: Lolita's much littler sister.

She smiles up at me. The look in her eyes is anything but childlike. It's a look of frank invitation.

"My mommy says I should try getting my pussy kissed from someone not related," she says, swaying her hips just slightly. Oh my God, my cock is raging. "And Daddy says my butt is ready for a man to open it. He said it would be nice if you were my first."

"I can already get two fingers in her pussy," her sister says. "I bet you could fuck her if you were gentle."

I take a deep breath of air, trying to clear my head. But the room is heavy with the Root smoke, and I just take more of it in.

God, I want this girl. I want to touch her, to feel her, to taste her little pussy. God, I do want to fuck her butt.

And all the people in this room are watching, even my incipient wife. And waiting to see if I'll do just that.

"Do it, Daddy," Angel urges softly. "I want to see my Daddy fuck her little ass."

So do I. I inhale again, the sharp smoke biting at my lungs. There is definitely something more than Root in the incense.

The little girl takes a step toward me. She actually looks hopeful I will do this with her.

But Amanda drives the nails into the coffin, with her damnable sour-mash tinged Southern whispering.

"She's yours, Bud. She's offering herself, the greatest gift a little girl can give. She wants this. Who are you to hurt her feelings?"

I groan. I wish I could say I wanted to run away, or that I was filled with revulsion and righteous indignation. But I don't feel any of that.

All I feel is arousal and the intense desire to abuse this little girl. Even the word 'abuse' reverberates through my mind, like a forbidden confection I'd just be invited to devour.

Suzie moves closer, looking up at me from under her dark lashes. Her eyes are deep brown and liquid. God, she weighs maybe fifty pounds. Everything about her screams forbidden delights, and she is willing to share them.

"I'll suck you if you like," she offers, looking up at me with her child's features. I have a sudden flash of fucking Jon Benet Ramsey. This is at least that bad.

Nobody moves. It is like a tableau, and I am being tested to see if I pass or fail. Yet there's no way to tell which choice would be a passing choice, and which would be a failure.

That is entirely up to me.

I reach down, sliding my hand over the little girl's dark hair. Then I go to my knees in front of her, and gently move forward, putting my lips on hers.

Oh, God, I am kissing a little girl. Her mouth moves against mine and I feel her lips part. I move my own mouth against hers, sliding my tongue along her full little lips. And then her little tongue is on mine and her little body is up against me.

I slip my arms around her. She is so small in my arms, so little. I kiss her more deeply as I slide my hands down over her little butt. God, it is tiny and wonderful and I grope her ass, her little bum.

People began to move around me. Oh, God, no one cared. No one was going to drag me away from this little girl, or tell me not to do this, to stop this horrible thing I wanted so badly to do.

I feel a hand on my shoulder and turn, expecting to see Amanda or Angel. But it's Morgana, her green eyes smiling into mine, her face moving closer to mine.

"Kiss," she says softly.

I kiss her, tasting the erotic sweetness and spice of Root in her mouth. It is mixed with another taste, a harsher bitterness, almost acrid on my tongue. It tastes like the incense being burned in the room.

I suck at her fascinating mouth, and she moves a wad of stuff into my mouth and moves away. I chew the mass, tasting Root and other things.

Wow! Whatever the second ingredient it, it hits fast. My skin is so sensitive every touch is like an electric shock. My brain stops spinning, and becomes totally, surreally clear.

And when I turn back to the little girl, arousal fires over in my crotch, a hard, demanding, hunger.

Second thoughts are gone. Any thought is gone. Writing this now, I am scared by the effect it had on me. But at the moment, I felt unfettered and free, in the most primal and inhuman way.

I want this girl. Why shouldn't I have her?

I reach out and pulled her to me, kissing her young lips roughly. I slip my hands over her slender little back, and down over her little-girl butt, moving to grope between her legs. She is kissing back and moaning, which just spurs me on.

I'm embarrassed to say it, but if she was struggling and crying and trying to escape, that would have spurred me on just as much. I was intent, totally absorbed, in sexually enjoying this young girl.

God, she feels wonderful. She is so small and my big hands envelop her ass and her tiny pussy through her skirt.

I pull back and look at her. I want every moment of this indelibly seared into my brain: her perfect young features, her full lips, wet from our kissing, her eyes, nervous yet trusting, her slightly mussed shoulder length hair.

Her blouse is short sleeved, with buttons down the front. Her chest is flat: no sign of breasts at all. And her skirt is made of jean material. Her lithe legs poke out from under it, and she wears knee high blue socks and little black shoes with metal buckles on them.

She watches me somberly as I look at her.

"Do I look all right?" she asks nervously.

I look into her dark eyes and smile.

"You look very beautiful," I tell her.

She smiles softly.

"Thank you," she says.

I kiss her again, softly, smelling her wonderful youthful odors. I slide my hand over her chest, finding her tiny nipples flat against her body. I touch them and they harden and she moans slightly.

I slide my hand down her body, over her flat little tummy and down over the rough material of her skirt. I slide beneath, feeling her young thighs part for me. I slid up the inside of one of them, feeling the warmth of her pussy before I reach it.

Then my big hand is on her tiny panties, cupping her twat through the soft cotton fabric. She moans and kisses more, her tiny tongue moving rapidly in my mouth.

I can feel her tiny folds though the soft fabric and slide a finger up between her tiny ass cheeks as well. Her panties are warm and slightly moist in the crotch. I groan in pleasure and really twisted arousal. She's six, and I'm touching her pussy through her little panties.

And I'm going to do more. I know that. I've already crossed the line, way over it. And now the rest is gravy. I've already broken my own comfort level, and I want to see how thoroughly I can trounce all over it.

I slip a finger over to the edge of her panties and slide beneath them.

Her pussy is smooth and soft, it's little folds yielding at my touch.

"Oh," she says softly. "That feels nice."

I look into her dark eyes. She's so innocent and trusting, even as I'm fingering her baby twat. Her lips are glistening with our saliva. She looks at me almost gravely.

"Mommy says my butt is old enough to get fucked," she says. "My daddy is really big, so he just puts fingers in there. It feels really nice."

I close my eyes as the wave of arousal hits. I'm going to abuse this little girl, feel her pussy and put fingers up her ass. And she's offering much more. Anal sex with a six year old.

Okay, I know what you're thinking. I'm thinking it too. How could I? What kind of monster, what twisted, sick kind of man, have I turned into?

But there, at that moment, I didn't have a single doubt. No fear.

I was going to enjoy every sick pleasure I wanted to with this willing little girl, and I just didn't care what anyone else thought.

I slide my fingers over her pussy, and up between her little butt cheeks. She spreads her legs for me and I'm touching the raised skin of her anus, puckered and rough. Her little butt cheeks rub against my finger deliciously.

"I'm dirty up there," she says softly. "Mommy said you might like that."

I groan, pulling her head to me and kissing her again. God, her young mouth tastes of bubble gum. My finger is rubbing her dry little anus and my prick is so hard it feels like it's going to impale this little girl in front of me.

Then she reaches out, putting her little hand on the head of my cock, rubbing me.

I look down at her tiny hand, her little fingers rubbing the knob of my prick. Her skirt is hiked up by my hand thrust under it, and her white and blue panties are visible, with my hand groping between her slender thighs obscenely. She looks so young, so forbidden and so tempting.

I push up into her little butt and she moans. Oh, Christ, she is full.

"Can I fuck your dirty ass?" I ask. She just grins, a wide eyed, happy little smile, like I'd just asked her if she wanted to go and get an ice cream.

"Okay," she says brightly. "That sounds fun."

Just like that. My head isn't spinning any more: it's perfectly, almost icily clear. It's my blood that's roaring hot.

I push deeper inside her butt, up into her shit. God, this is so taboo, so twisted, and so fucking much fun.

And little Suzie is rubbing my slick knob, getting the cock juice leaking from my urethra and sliding it over my very sensitive glans. She has the expertise of a much older woman, which just adds to the forbidden aspect of this.

"Be tempted," Amanda whispers, her words cutting into my brain like a wonderful hot knife. "And take that which tempts..."

Her words bounce in my head, trailing neon lights behind them. Persistence of vision has suddenly become a mental reality.

I kiss Suzie, slowly and gently this time, tasting her lips and her little tongue, enjoying this wonderful experience with this very willing little thing. She is so delightful.

I slide my finger out of her little butt.

"Wipe it on me," she whispers. "Make me slick so your thing fits in me."

I groan as I make her ass slick for my entry. Oh, my God. All the worries, all the guilts, all the berating myself for even thinking about this only made the reality of it better.

I then slip my hand out of her panties and stand up. My cock bounces and Suzie moves her mouth right onto it.

"Mmmmmmm," she says, like she is sucking a wonderful tasting fruit. Her tongue flicks along my head and Amanda winks at me.

"I knew you were Hill, Bud," she says. "If you want it, take it."

I kiss Amanda. God, I love this woman. Little Suzie is sucking my prick like a little pro, her tiny hands moving up to gently play with my balls like a soft toy. It's so childlike, yet so stunningly mature.

Amanda moves back and grins. I realize many of the kids in the room have left quietly to rejoin the party. One young couple, both about fourteen, are half-naked in a corner, the girl's legs spread as the boy finger-fucks her.

But other than them, we are suddenly alone.

I reach down and pull Suzie to her feet. I reach down and start unfastening her blouse.

She wears no bra, and I'm suddenly struck by the fact she's way too young for such things. Her breasts are nonexistent, just little pink nipples standing out on her flat chest. She's slender, and her ribs show slightly through her golden skin.

I slide my hands over her tiny nipples, feeling their hard, tiny tips under my fingers.

She's watching me, excited. She wants this as much as I do.

I kneel down and unfasten her jean skirt. I unzip it and slide it down off her little hips.

Her panties are exactly what a girl her age would wear. Soft brushed cotton, white with little blue fishes swimming on them. Her golden skin is so perfect, and her hips just tiny. I slide my hand over her butt and around to feel down toward her mons.

"I like my pussy touched too," she says softly, almost nervous about making the suggestion. "My brother like to kiss it."

I smile at her and slip my fingers under the waistband of her panties, sliding them down. Oh, god, she's perfectly smooth and hairless and tiny. Her little pussy puffs out slightly between her thighs, obscenely young and innocent.

I pull her to me and kiss her again, sliding my hand over her tiny twat and feeling her as we kiss.

"I want to kiss your pussy too," I tell her and she looks happy. Amanda takes her hand and leads her to a mattress.

The boy and girl are fucking now, noisily and totally uninhibited despite our presence in the room. Suzie looks over and then smiles uncertainly up at me.

"My sister says I can't really screw yet, but I can play," she suggests.

I nod. Oh, god, I want my prick between her pussy lips. I want to feel her against me.

"It's all okay, Bud," Amanda whispers. "You know that. You know what you should and shouldn't do. You're a teacher, Bud. Go with you instincts, even your very sickest ones."

The words are bursting and bounding around my brain. My prick is so hard it seems it's skin should be splitting from the pressure. I slide little Suzie back on the mattress, spreading her young legs and totally revealing her pussy, bronze and inviting.

I spread her open. I can see her tiny cunt opening, and her urethra, it's entrance glistening with a drop of urine. She must have to pee too, and I'm not going to be too timid not to take advantage of that.

Her little pussy slit is pink and tender. And there is the tiny spot of her clitoris, it's hood darker and sexy looking.

I put my mouth onto her, licking along her slit. God, she's salty, with almost no musk. And she tastes of soap and powder as well, a wonderful melange of childhood tastes, with only the slightest hint of her eventual maturity.

I feel movement and look up to see Amanda kissing her, very wetly.

The little girl seems excited by this new experience, and reaches out to touch Amanda's large breasts through her blouse. I stare.

It's like the first time Amanda kissed Mandy in front of me. It was so erotic to see, this little girl's lips meeting this wonderful, sexy woman's mouth and their tongues intertwining. I just stared for several seconds, as Amanda began to touch the little girl's nipples and move her body closer to her.

Then I move back down on her tiny, six year old pussy.

The kids are really going at it, the girl yelling "Yes!" And "Oh, shit, fuck me harder, Tim!" And Tim is grunting as he has sex with her, their flesh slapping together with each stroke.

I am sucking at Suzie's pussy, loving the feeling and tastes of her smooth, youthful twat. I suck at her urethra and my mouth is suddenly filled with her salty, almost bland urine. I swallow, my brain on fire with arousal.

"I'm gonna pee now," the little girl whispers. "I can't stop it."

"It's okay," Amanda tells her gently. "Bud loves that."

The little girl smiles up at Amanda and relaxes. Her urine hits my face, spraying out of her little piss hole. I let it hit me, the sudden hot, wet shower so wonderful. I open my mouth, tasting her urine as it bursts from her.

It is soaking the mattress as she pees, and that is just great too. She showers my face and chest with her little girl urine and I just luxuriate in it.

I move up, rubbing my soaking face on her mons and belly. I slide up more, to suck her tiny nipples.

"Can we kiss?" the little girl asks me, looking a little embarrassed. "I like the taste of pee pee too."

I kiss her, feeling her sucking at my soaked face and mouth. She is getting truly turned on by this, making little moans as she sucks at my piss-wet flesh.

I move so my cock is against her wet little pussy. I slide between her lips, moving my prick along her little slit, our wetness just wonderful. She makes little moans as I rub myself in her tiny opening. I find her cunt and push very gently, opening her just enough to get a little bit inside.

"I like my pussy played with," she moans to me, her eyes huge with arousal. "Push harder: It feels so good."

I do, feeling her flesh yield. She's way too tight and young to fuck, but this partial fuck is just fantastic. And she's actually lubricating as I do it, making my prick tip damp with her excitement.

I pull out, sliding along her pussy again, rubbing my tip on her tiny clit. Then I move back, and up into her tiny twat hole again.

She's groaning and tightening. Yes, little girls have orgasms, and she definitely is. I can feel her tiny cunt tightening, trying to pull my cock inside of her.

Amanda has moved back again. She has a hand down her pants, touching her own pussy as she watches this. Her pants are very wet in the crotch and I suddenly realize my next plan.

But that will wait, because I want my cock in this little girl's virgin ass.

I move her gently onto her tummy, and she kneels for me, offering her tiny, cute little butt to me. She's so smooth, her slick pussy obscenely open from my prick pushing at its entrance and glistening from her piss. Her butthole is brown and dark and, yes, smeared with shit, her shit.

I put my cock against it, rubbing the head in her greasy slickness. I don't care that she's dirty, because my cock is about to get a lot dirtier.

I start to push and she lets out a little groan. My cock pushes into her tiny opening, forcing it to begin opening.

"Push, like you're going to take a poopy," Amanda says to the little girl. "Push out as Bud pushes in."

God, her ass pushes against my cock and I feel her, yes, her little turd, as it presses against my cock head. Then I'm pushing into it, my cock forcing her tiny anal ring open as I move deeper inside her tiny ass.

She groans again and pushes harder. She's arching back, and I realize it hurts. I also somehow know that doesn't matter to her right now; that the pleasure and excitement of losing her anal virginity and the feeling of her own shit being pushed deeper up inside her body is so arousing that the pain only adds an element of pleasure.

I push harder and my cock goes deeper, pushing into her dirty ass. I shove, hard, and plunge inside of her.

"Oh, God, Daddy. Yes!"

It's Angel. I'd forgetten she was here. But she's at my side now, staring as my large cock disappears into this little

girl's ass. As I've said, I'm not that big, but I appear huge as this little girl's butt is penetrated by my prick.

I begin to fuck her, gently at first, then harder as she urges me on. No, she doesn't say anything, but I seem to know her thoughts, her desires. I fuck deep into her, feeling her shit engulf my cock, hot and greasy and wonderful. She's getting messy and I can tell it's exciting her. So I just enjoy the feeling of her baby ass and her anus tight on my cock as I take her anal cherry.

Then I gently pull out, sliding back down over her tiny pussy. She actually cries out in arousal as she feels my nasty cock on her pussy.

"Oh, yes, Mr. Carlson," she moans. "Oh, how did you know?"

Yes, her anus is open now and without my cock to stop it, a large brown mass is beginning to be shit out of her. I don't try to stop it, but just watch as it comes out of her, sliding against my lower belly.

I've found her pussy hole again, and am shallow-fucking her, moving a little inside, then just pressing against her as she grinds herself on the head of my cock. It's not sex, not really, but it's totally wonderful.

Then I move back up, right into her shit, and slide into her tiny ass again. She grunts and writhes with excitement.

I have to admit, it was the best sex I've ever had. The taboo nature of the act, the months of internal turmoil, and my own deep discomfort only made the final act that much better.

Then I was on the edge, a wondeful, sharp, almost painful edge. I yelled out as I pushed deep into her little butt, the spasms of my ejaculation feeling like they would rip my cock apart.

I was screaming. I realized it, but could do nothing to stop it. I'd gone over some edge, and all I could do was press my prick as deep inside this little girl as I could and wait for the marvelous spasms to end.

I know how Angel felt the night she passed out, because everything went grey. Then I was in the shower room, where an orgy of perversion was going on. Angel and Suzie were washing me, and Angel was washing Suzie as well. They were kissing too, and Suzie was washing and rubbing Angel as well as my cock.

Amanda stood at the edge of the room, smiling. It was partially a smile of arousal, partially of pride and, yes, partially a smile of triumph. She had finally shown me I was a Hill. She had completed the path I'd been lead down for months.

Morana stepped up beside her, sliding an arm around her. She too looked happy. They exchanged a look, and a kiss.

I saw a girl laying on the floor of the shower room and did a double take. She had a huge dildo up her pussy, not just large but massive: at least six inches across and two feet in length. And she was crying in pleasure as tow other girls fucked her with it, really slamming it into her stretched twat.

I could feel her pain and her pleasure at being ripped into, totally engorged, by the monumental cock. In fact, the emotions around me seemed to fill my head, the forbidden and wicked lusts being given full, free reign.

A girl was standing in a corner, and I felt her excitement and also her embarrassment as she peed her pants for several boys who were watching. She was reveling in her nastiness and daring and also shocked by her own excitement at the heat filling her pants and soaking her pussy and butt. And I was in her mind, sharing her experience.

I could feel so much. It was marvelous and, yes, empowering. I knew the pleasures around me, and also the shock and doubt some people were experiencing. My own doubts were reflected there, and the wonderful freedom of overcoming them and experiencing your own most forbidden desires.

I felt transformed. Almost not quite human anymore, but something greater than human. And yet, at the same time, something much more primitive and feral than human: Something uncivilized and even dangerous. A ravening animal, yet with the intelligence and power to get its needs met.

I had the urge to howl, a wonderful cry of empowerment and total freedom, of celebrating the liberated, real creature I had discovered beneath the thick veneer of control and lies the Outside world had plastered over my real self with.

Yes, I was insane. I know that. I was mad with freedom. And though it sounds really crazy now, at that moment I truly felt I had found myself.

How to describe the rest of the party? It was fantastic. I knew my next plan. As soon as I was clean, I told Angel to take care of Suzie (knowing the sexual connotation that offered as well) and went over and grabbed Amanda.

And raped her.

Viciously.

Yes, she fought, and yes, she screamed. She cried and begged me not too, even as her brain urged me on. It was fantastic. I ripped at her clothes and at her flesh, bruising and tearing at her as I forced my way onto her. I hit her (hard enough to leave bruises even days later) and twisted her breasts until she screamed in pain.

And she soaked her pants, at least until I tore them off of her and raped her dripping twat. Damn, her pussy hair is growing back, and I love her fuzzy, forbidden look.

Then I rolled her over and raped her wonderful ass as well.

I hadn't finished before other men were helping, making her suck them and feeling her up. By the time I finished and got up, another man was right there to take my place. And it went on and on, as other men used her.

She was sobbing and crying and coming all over. Her brain was so overloaded with pleasure, she literally could not think.

And I knew that. At the time, I thought it was the new drug Morgana had given me, but it wasn't. It was the Gift, the power that had lain dormant inside of me for so many years.

It was my Tash and Hill heritage, finally tearing to the surface.

I truly was a witch.

Yes, I had other very young girls that night. It was a dump party: no holds (or holes) barred. If they were there, they were willing.

And I took total advantage of it. The little girl I had first seen in the man's lap at the beginning of the party had a great time sucking me off. She wasn't ready for more than fondling, but I certainly fondled the hell out of her young body.

She was five.

Yet don't think I was just into the very young flesh. Because if I saw something I liked, I took it. I fucked a lovely woman of about fifty, because I liked the way her ass sagged slightly, an erotic, wickedly nasty little sag. And I felt her ass as I fucked her cunt, dripping already with other men's come.

And I filthy fucked Mrs. Zunnini, loving her ample (and yes, shit smeared) flesh. There was a wild orgy of shit and piss in corner and I just jumped into it, finding asses and pussy's to fuck. Some were young, some older. And all were wonderful.

Even at the height of the party, there were many people just observing, often furtively touching themselves or one another. One corner was made up of teenagers, some with their parents, who were having sex but nothing more. But they were watching as well, obviously entranced by the wild goings-on around them.

When I realized I had to pee, I found Angel. She was with a group of 'Tweens, boys and girls. I just moved into the little pile of nubile flesh, touching both boys and girls lasciviously as I found and entered Angel's ass, pissing into her now empty ass, filling her with my urine.

The other boys took the hint and began to pee in her as well. And Angel knelt and accepted it, actually biting her hand in arousal as she was filled with piss.

A boy took my cock and began to suck it. I didn't hesitate, but took his prick into my mouth as well. It tasted wonderful, rank with his excitement and the tastes of the girls he had already fucked. I loved it, and took no shame at all in the enjoyment I felt in sucking his not-yet-teen-aged prick.

Angel lost her load right int the middle of the group, accompanied by squeals of disgust and delight. Then she was fucked by every boy there, even the boy I had been sucking off. I watched, not upset by this, but thoroughly enjoying it.

I got up and showered again. Morgana stepped in with me, naked and beautiful. She slid up against me, looking into my eyes with a wry smile.

"It seems Bud has finally let his guard down," she said. "Maybe he's not so Outsider after all."

"Maybe not," I grinned. But Morgana's face seemed to suddenly shadow.

"I hope not," she said soberly. "There are temptations here, Bud. But there are temptations out there too. And they will be trying to pull you back."

I looked at her, realizing the truth in her words. The Outside world had it's own ways of pulling you in. And she had already mentioned something about my being tempted by them.

"Just remember, Bud," she said, stroking my hair gently. "Remember what waits for you here. Tonight is only a sample. There is much, much more. And it's all yours for the taking. Never forget that."

We left the party a while later. Angel had brought Suzie and they made out in the back seat the whole way home. Mandy was well-fucked and happy and Amanda moaned in pleasured discomfort.

Cheryl was so happy. She had been fucked and actually shat on, and had loved it. Her nasty dreams were fulfilled, so she felt fully satisfied.

And Morgana actually seemed happy. She had a young man with her, a boy actually, and was planning on keeping him for the night.

When we arrived home, Amanda pulled me aside.

"Cheryl and I are going to have sex," she told me. "So why don't you sleep with Mandy and Angel and Suzie? The three little bares: the big little bare, the middle little bare, and the nasty little baby bare?"

I laughed and she kissed me sweetly.

"I do love you, Bud Carlson," she said. "I love you very much."

Then she moved off toward the bedroom, turning to wave.

"Have fun," she said, and gently closed the door.

So I went to join the three little bares.

That night was wonderful. The drugs were still working, on all of us, and we kept going until well after dawn. I made love to my lovely Mandy, my original teen-aged wet dream, while Angel and Suzie wrestled and played sexily with each other. Mandy was miles away, in her own wonderful world, and I joined her there. We made love, not fucked, gently exploring and enjoying each other.

Then the wrestling moved over against us, and we joined in, lasciviously wrestling and feeling each other up.

I fucked little Angel while Suzie watched, then shallow-fucked Suzies little cunt again, coming all over her tiny, naked twat. Then I licked her clean, while both Mandy and Angel helped.

We finally fell asleep in a tangle of arms and legs and body parts, with something delectable and tasty nearby, to suck or lick or feel or put my cock into everywhere around. We more napped than slept, awakening to another sexual pleasure, then falling into sleep again for a while longer.

I awoke once to Angel kissing me softly. I moved against her moth, kissing her in return. She moaned happily.

"I hope my Daddy had fun tonight," she sighed softly, her breath sweet with sleep.

"I had a wonderful time," I said.

"You fucked a six year old," she said, raising one eyebrow.

"And loved every second of it," I admitted.

She grinned, and laid her head against my cheek.

"Can we do that again soon?" she asked.

"Why have a party?" I asked. "Just invite folks over and go for it."

"For anything?" she asked.

"For anything you like," I agreed. "No limits, no rules. If it feels good and you want to, why not?"

Angle sighed happily, snuggling up against me. I felt her hand touching my cock, which rapidly awoke to her fondling. She looked me in the eyes, searching them deeply. God, she looked so old and so wise sometimes.

"Even rape?" She asked. "If it feels good and you want it?" she repeated my words to me.

I felt my last reserves crumbling as my moral compass finally gave up the ghost. I found myself nodding.

"Yes, Angel," I said. "Even rape."

She grinned and kissed me hungrily.

"I get to watch," she whispered, and was soon asleep against my chest.
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Chapter 14

I had the most fantastic dream.

I was in bed and a very little girl was sucking my cock like a perverse pacifier, really sucking at it. I moaned and twisted, smelling her young pussy as she mouthed me so eagerly.

Then I felt myself starting to come, and woke up.

And saw pussy, very young naked twat, not six inches from my face.

And someone really was sucking my cock, and I really was coming and feeling her swallowing as I ejaculated in her mouth.

Suzie had stayed the night.

Yes, I had a new lover, and she was all of six. Boy, the party had been more wild than I'd ever imagined.

I moaned. God, what a great way to wake up.

But at the same time, I was looking at this little girl's pussy, her little vulva swollen where I had been fucking at her

last night. I didn't go deep, but the fact of my abuse was obvious.

Oh, God, what had I done?

Suzie was still sucking my cock still, lapping at it in childlike abandon. I looked down at her sweet Asian features, and saw a drip of my come sliding down over her lower lip. It was both terribly erotic and deeply disturbing.

My head felt clear and I remembered the strange drug Morgana had given me. One part of my mind wanted to seize on that to excuse my actions, while another part was already dismissing that notion.

Sure I was stoned, but it was still my choice.

Damn, Suzie was still licking me. It was like she'd found something she just wanted to tongue and suck at, for no other reason than she enjoyed it.

I sighed.

I realized one of the problem with parties: you can only be one place at a time. Much of last night had been glimpses of fascinating things as I was doing other fascinating things. It was a carnival of delights, but I couldn't check out every booth.

Yeah. Even though I was disturbed by it, I wanted to go back and look around some more.

I really am going downhill, right?

So I spread Suzie's little legs and put my mouth on her smooth little pussy. I sucked at her, sliding my tongue up her immature, virgin hole.

If I'm going to Hell, I might as well have fun on the ride there.

God, she tasted wonderful. No, not clean and fresh, but used. My come was dried on her, and she was damp with morning pee and the tastes of her excitement last night still mingled on her flesh.

I ate her excitedly, my Root-heated cock hardening as I did. And she moaned happily and kept sucking me, moving her tiny hands over my balls and even back to touch my asshole and ream at it as well.

I let her. Hell, I wanted her to.

I felt a soft, warm breast on my side and hair falling over my face. Mandy kissed my face and chuckled.

"I think Mr. Carlson has abandoned all hope," she said. "What good is hope, when Hillsborough has so much more to offer?"

Mandy moved her fingers down and touched little Suzie's bronze skin as I ate her.

"She's nice, isn't she, Bud? And I don't think anyone could realistically argue she's not perfectly willing."

I moaned. Of course, she was wrong. Anyone under eighteen can't give consent, or so the story goes. I think it varies world- wide, but I doubt there's many places where eating out a six year old's pussy would be considered acceptable behavior.

"It is in Hillsborough," Mandy whispered, once again reading my thoughts. "It's just a nice way to wake up in the morning."

I slid a finger inside of Suzie's tiny cunnie, and she moaned.

"That feels so good," she whispered against my prick. "Please do that more."

I pushed deeper into her tiny entrance. She was so tight, and shallow as well. But she enjoyed the touch and writhed slightly in pleasure as I gently fucked her tiny cunt.

Yeah, I know. It's horrible. Forbidden. Monstrous, even. I'm not bragging here.

Well, okay, maybe a little. I'm still conflicted, but that sure wasn't keeping me from doing it.

I guess that's a step. Whether it's a step forward or just my final decision to go snow-boarding down the slippery slope to Hell, I'm still not sure. But it's definitely a step.

"Fuck me Daddy?" Mandy asked. "I love when you do."

I turned and kissed her. God, she was something. I slid a hand over her full little breast and kissed her even deeper.

Then I felt movement and Angel was crawling over Mandy and I, her eyes puffy with sleep yet also bright with desire.

"I get the leftovers," she gloated, as she slid down beside me, sucking Suzie's little pussy eagerly.

Yes, Angel and Suzie (why do I think of them as the two littler bares still?) made love, sucking each other and kissing and fondling, while Mandy and I played. We were in no hurry and I explored my little lover's body very thoroughly, with my fingers, hands and mouth. She takes such pleasure in our time together. And I do too.

I groan. Other women are great, but Mandy is special. So are Amanda and Angel.

They are my Trinity: Wives, lovers and friends.

And sliding my cock into Mandy's perfect, smooth little pussy is still such a fantastic sensation. I love her little cunt, not yet fifteen years old, yet the essence of womanhood.

Okay, I'll cool it on the worship. But that was how I felt that morning: That I was the luckiest man in the world.

And it was great.

Getting up wasn't so fantastic, however. I was really sore, like I had ran a marathon last night. I guess marathon sex counts, doesn't it?

We all ate breakfast. Morgana and Cheryl and Amanda were very cuddly with each other: apparently they enjoyed their night together as well.

And Morgana's little boy-toy (literally: he was thirteen) was all smiles. Apparently, being the sexual captive of three lovely older women wasn't such a terrible burden for him.

He and Angel flirted through breakfast, then disappeared in back together for a while.

Amanda led me into the living room.

"So how was your first dump party?" she asked.

"Too short," I said. "I want another one."

Amanda chuckled sexily.

"You can have your own private dump party any time you like," she said. "That's the real secret you learn at a dump party. It just reminds you of all the things out there, just waiting to be sampled."

I grinned and nodded.

"I sure tried some different things," I admitted.

Amanda moved up against me, kissing me very deeply.

"Some wonderful things," she said. "I'm so proud of you."

I had to shrug. I understood, in a twisted way. I'd broken the bonds that had held me for so long.

Yet I couldn't help but feel maybe I'd gone too far. But then I thought of Suzie and my cock rolled over and began to awaken.

Amanda noticed.

"Gee, Bud," she said, taking my cock in her hand and rubbing it though my robe, "It seems your cock is very proud of itself as well. It should be: Suzie loved her little fuck last night."

She kissed me again, very wetly, pressing her body against me.

"And I loved watching," she said. "I had a great time coming while watching you."

God, we just stood and made out. My cock was sure ready: Root is amazing that way. I was still reverberating with it.

"You promised Angel no boundaries," she whispered. "And you specifically mentioned rape. Does that mean you are going to be a real Hill man after all?"

I moaned. Damn it! Her voice was echoing, strongly, in my head. It was so damnable, and so wonderful.

"We'll see," I said.

"No," she whispered, her voice filling my brain like a wonderful erotic fog. "You promised. You have to force fuck a girl, an unwilling one. You told Angel you'd let her watch."

I groaned. I felt like I was being manipulated, used, forced into this terrible situation.

And I saw myself dancing down the road, totally happy and excited I'd been tricked to go down this path.

I began to laugh. Really laugh. And Amanda's look of surprise just made me laugh even harder.

Morgana came in and looked at me.

"What's wrong with him?" she asked.

"He started laughing," Amanda said, starting to laugh herself. "I don't know what got him started."

Morgana grinned wickedly.

"I think I do. He just realized he's free, totally free, and he's too excited to do anything else."

I nodded. It did seem kind of like that. Like I'd gone mad, and loved the feeling of it.

I laughed even harder, with a rising feeling of horror. Oh, God, I was out of control.

And it was both scary and great.

Amanda pulled me into my arms, laughing harder, and Morgana hugged me too. I grabbed Morgana's crotch, which shocked her just enough to bring on another gale of laughter from all of us.

We must have laughed for twenty minutes. My sides were killing me and I was getting dizzy. We were giggling and chuckling, then dissolving into gales of laughter again.

It was wonderful.

"Free at last, free at last," I chuckled.

Amanda smiled at me fondly.

"I think my husband is finally loosening up," she told Morgana. Morgana smiled only slightly cynically.

"We'll see," Morgana said.

That afternoon was great. I took it easy, still feeling the effects of the Root from last night. Suzie was sweet and a delightful nuisance, as only a young girl can be. Yes, she was very sexually aggressive, but in such a childlike and innocent way.

Suzie kept sliding on my lap, rubbing her little pussy on my cock and sliding her hands over me. She'd take a finger and fellate it gently, then move up against me to get kissed. I fondled her very young body, thrilling at the feeling of her little breastless nipples and touching her butt and pussy through her pants. I abused her, groped her, yet it didn't seem like abuse at all. She loved my touch and I loved touching her. It was simply mutual pleasure.

Cheryl and Leo dropped by later. Leo had not gone to the party, but stayed at home with some other "cowards," as Cheryl smilingly termed them.

I decided to take a walk and Morgana asked if she could join me. I agreed. I really like her.

"So, you are going native for a while?" she asked as we walked down the street. Despite it being December, Hillsborough didn't feel much like winter. Minnesota has winters: Hillsborough just gets a little cool.

"I guess so," I told her.

"Going to try the Hill lifestyle and morals be damned?" She grinned over at me. She may seem cynical and sometimes downright evil, but Morgana has a real sweetness beneath. It's obvious she cares, no matter how well she covers it.

"That's the plan," I said.

She nodded thoughtfully.

"I'm glad," she said. "It's hard for Outsiders, even those with the Blood."

I chuckled.

"I feel like part of a Vampire coven or something," I said.

Morgana laughed.

"Not quite," she said. "But we are different, I'll give you that."

We passed an old school and turned up a lane leading through an old section of trees and pasture. There were fewer houses here and it seemed kind of rural, even though it was actually right in the suburbs.

Morgana inhaled deeply. There was a wood fire somewhere, and the tang of burning logs was in the air.

"That's nice," she said. "Reminds me of home."

"Ireland?" I asked. She looked at me and shrugged.

"And elsewhere," she said. "I traveled a lot as a child."

"I've noticed the Tashes seem European," I said. "But the Hills are more Appalachian. And there's other things as well."

Morgana smiled softly as she nodded.

"Romany," she said, "or Gypsy, as you'd call it. Bits of paganism, rural culture, old ways long lost.

We call them Outsiders," she said, looking off at the low hills around Hillsborough. "But we're the real outsiders. We're make up of all the tiny cultures and ways that get run down by "progress," and "civilized ways." The old ways of thinking and doing things. Jewish beliefs are in there, and European witchcraft and Pictish lore. All the things strange and foreign and different get mixed in, because we accept the people who are strange and foreign and different. The Carnie idea of the Freak Show isn't far off the mark: We're just the freaks left over after the homogenization of civilization gets done."

She sighed softly and looked over at me.

"Tash are the worst," she said. "We're the real freaks."

"Really?" I asked. She nodded.

"People don't have eye-shine, right?" she asked. I nodded. I had heard that somewhere.

"That's my understanding," I said.

"But I do," she said. "So do you."

I had to agree. I've always had people comment that my eyes catch the light and glow sometimes, like an animal's.

"So maybe people do have eye-shine," I said with a shrug.

But Morgana shook her head.

"No, Bud," she said. "People don't have eye-shine. But Tash do."

I looked at her, a small thrill of nerves running up my spine. Morgana loves to play with your mind: I know that.

But she seemed quite serious. She walked a way further, then turned to look at me again.

"What about AIDS?" she asked. I felt another shiver. I'd tried not to think about that. Given the number of lovers I'd had, and the total lack of protection, I didn't like even going there.

But Morgana had brought it up, so I really couldn't ignore it now.

"What about it?" I asked.

"Do you think we're all just stupid or in total denial?" she asked. "A sexually transmitted disease among Hill folk? Why aren't we all dying?"

"It's not here yet?" I asked, knowing how lame that was.

She smiled and shook her head.

"No, Bud," she said. "It's here. It's just not spreading. It can't. We don't get it."

I stared at her. This seemed like the ultimate in denial to me. Just deny you can catch it, and you can't?

"Now I don't get it," I said. Morgana chuckled at my twisting her words.

"Oh, the virus is there," she said. "But it doesn't do anything. People get AIDS, Bud," she said, her green eyes meeting mine cooly. "We don't."

"We as in Tash or we as in Hill?" I asked.

"Yes," she said, answering my question in that irritating manner she sometimes has. "We as in Tash or Hills."

"They're related?"

"They're much the same," she said. "Tashes and Hills both came up from Europe originally, and both were Tash stock. Why do you think we fuck our children, Bud?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "Do you think it's just because we enjoy it? I mean, we do enjoy it. But it also keeps the Blood pure. We don't get the same diseases as people do. We don't have the same culture. And our powers, our witchcraft as we call it, are stronger. All that is a result of our interbreeding and our cultural differences.

That's what keeps us alive: We're different."

I nodded. I knew that Tash had a very deep meaning and assumed it referred to the cultural aspects. Yet, if Morgana was right, there was something much deeper going on.

"We can interbreed," I pointed out. Morgana nodded.

"Oh, we're still human, more or less," she agreed. "Just a variant, a mutation. Or maybe we're closer to what human once meant, and the others are the ones on the different evolutionary path. We're much alike, yet very different."

"And we can't get AIDS?" I asked.

"Oh, we can test positive," she said. "But nothing happens. We can get smallpox, but it's a minor illness, not a fatal disease. We get a lot of things, but our immune system works differently. Some things hardly effect us, and other minor illnesses can make us very sick."

I nodded, remembering when I nearly died from the mumps. Both my sister and I were horribly ill for weeks. The doctor couldn't explain why such a minor childhood illness had made us both so ill.

"So we're an offshoot," I said.

"Yes," she agreed. "Both genetically and culturally. We're a backwater, a fusion of very old genetic and cultural material that still survives in the modern word. Some would call it a mistake, others think it's simply a way of maintaining these gifts until they are needed again."

We walked on, silently. Yes, it's crazy sounding. Yet what Morgana and I talked about that day made sense.

A small ripple in the gene pool, a population kept apart in case their unique attributes were needed someday.

I've never thought of myself in quite the same way since then.

We were headed home when I thought of another question.

"What was that you gave me?" I asked. "It wasn't just Root."

Morgana chuckled.

"It was just a little Wolf Weed," she said. "Did you like it?"

"It was strange," I said.

"It was only a tiny bit," she said. "You'll have to try it straight up some time."

"Okay," I said. Well, I certainly liked Root. In fact, my cock was still half hard and ready to go all the way to ready at a moment's notice. Damn, even a walk was a sexual thrill.

We arrived home to a very quiet house. Mandy was napping on the couch, and Amanda was in typing. Angel was gone, and Suzie too.

Mandy was sucking her thumb.

God, that hit me just right, or maybe just wrong. This lovely girl of fourteen, her slender body in a robe that was ridden up high on her young thighs, a swell of young breast revealed where her robe had fallen slightly open.

And she was sucking her thumb contentedly as she slept.

Morgana winked at me with a wry smile.

"You forget she's just a little girl, don't you?" she asked.

"Yeah, I do. I think of her as pretty damned mature."

"She is," Morgana said. "And she's a fourteen year old too. She's still a little girl in a lot of ways."

I sighed. I love Mandy, and yet part of that love is very mature and a part of is the love of an older man for a wonderful and childlike young girl. An almost fatherly love, is dad is a really perverted bastard.

"It's okay," Morgana said softly, moving up along side of me and putting her hand on my shoulder softly. "It's fine to love her, Bud. It's all fine. Just remember all this, please. Don't let your leaving change any of it."

"Leaving?" I looked around at her. Her green eyes were somber.

"I know, Bud," she said. "I'm a witch: I can't help it. Hillsborough isn't your last stop: There are others. And you'll be tested in ways you can't imagine."

She sighed softly as she moved around. Her hands slid around me and she kissed me, gently and slowly and almost wistfully.

"This is only the beginning, Bud," she said. "The first opening of many different doors. Another will open soon, and you'll have to go through it."

"Leave Hillsborough?" I asked. My heart went cold. As much as I like to complain about it, I love this town.

Then the second thought hit and I felt sick.

"What about Mandy?" I asked. "And Amanda and Angel. What about you?"

She smiled sadly.

"We'll always be together, Bud, even when we are apart. We'll always be connected." She pulled away softly and shook her head. "It's not forever, Bud," she said. "But you will be going away. I know it. And I just hope that you'll decide to come back."

I stared at her, wondering if I would have the strength, or the appalling stupidity, to leave Hillsborough forever.

By the time we arrived home, Suzie had left. Leo and Cheryl were heading back out the big house. I hadn't been there in weeks: They all wanted it to be a surprise. Mandy and Angel went with them and planned to spend the night.

Morgana kissed me and took her leave. Only Amanda and I were left there.

I looked at her, and grinned.

"Just the two of us, alone?" I asked. "Hold me, I'm scared."

Amanda laughed.

"Hillsborough is like that," she said. "We are very family people. There's always lots of folks around."

She kissed me, sliding her hand down over my cock.

"Got any of that Root left for me?" she asked. She grinned as my cock hardened at her touch. "Oh, Bud, you do!" she said.

"I think the other stuff wore off," I said. "But the Root sure hasn't."

Amanda nodded at me.

"The Wolf Weed," she said. "That's fun stuff. Morgana only gave you a little, so it didn't last long."

I nodded. It was kind of like an upper, I supposed. Amanda looked at me thoughtfully.

"I want to go change," she said. "Then you have to make love to me."

"Okay," I said. "I'm easy to get along with."

She smiled and winked sexily.

"Maybe not," she said mysteriously. "We'll have to see.

She left for the back of the house. She was back a few minutes later, carrying a small box. She was in slacks, a nice blouse and her blonde hair was pulled back. Soccer Mom would describe the look to a tee.

"I've got something for you," she whispered as she nibbled my ear. "It's the Wolf Weed, only this is straight. Boys use it in the Carnival and you should get used to it too. Don't worry," she added, "if you get out of control, I won't be able to stop you. It'll be fun."

She took out some grey-green powder, putting it in the cleft just behind her lower lip.

"Lick it off," she said. "Get every little bit."

I licked behind her lip, tasting the harsh, bitter herb as my tongue found it. I looked around for water, to wash down the almost alum-like powder. Amanda already had a glass of bourbon and handed it to me.

"Drink it all down," she said. "The taste dissipates."

I amazed myself by actually downing the entire glass of Bourbon. It was straight, with just a little ice, and I swallowed the whole thing.

"Euuuugghhhhh," I said, imitating the teen-aged reactions I was accustomed to seeing to gross things. Amanda laughed.

"Yes, but you won't think that soon."

Amanda got up and took my hand. The hair on the back of my head was standing and I felt oddly exhilarated and nervous at the same time.

She brought me to my chair and sat me down, pulling it up and laying me back.

"Close your eyes," she instructed.

I didn't want to. In fact, I wanted to get up and run from the house into the night, seeking what I wasn't sure.

Then I saw Amanda, noticing her full breasts under her blouse, and the smell of her close by.

I wanted sex, right then, any way I could get it.

"Bud, relax," Amanda said softly, kneeling beside me. "I know how you feel. It doesn't work quite the same way on women, but I am very familiar with its effects."

I felt almost angry at her, for keeping me in the chair. I wanted to get up and... 

"It's controllable, Bud. You can control yourself, even though it doesn't feel like it. The root helps. You can go into your mind and visualize the things you want to do, without really doing them."

My body was screaming. My cock wanted to fuck something, and really didn't care who it was or how they felt about it.

"It's a rape drug," I said.

"It can be," Amanda acknowledged, "But not in the way Oursiders think of them. This makes the men more aggressive and less likely to back down."

"Why'd you give it to me?" I asked, already knowing one of the reasons. I wanted to rape her while on it.

Amanda chuckled.

"So you're familiar it," She said. "I like to play with men on it. And remember my little thing about fantasy? Whatever you want to tell me, anything at all you want to share, is fine. It's fine with me, you know that. Rape, snuff, whatever. There's nothing forbidden in the theater of your mind."

I moaned, my cock throbbing now. My mind was racing, and the Root was back, like a sudden rush.

I tried to settle down. It was the oddest feeling.

"I don't know if I like this," I told her.

"You're more aggressive," she whispered. "More demanding. More selfish. All the things that are traditionally masculine. Hill women like traditional men. Not assholes, not abusive. Just men who know what they want and take it."

Damn it. It was like she turned it on, her echoing whisper. When she was speaking normally, even with the drugs, it was just normal speech.

But when Amanda began to whisper, it reverberated in my head, crawling inside like some erotic maggot and eating at my brain. I moaned.

"What are you?" I asked. "Some kind of witch?"

Amanda chuckled deep in her throat.

"That's exactly what I am," she said. "Mandy too. Hill women know secrets, lots of secrets. We like to care for our man, and I want you to be our man."

I moaned again. My fingers were digging into the arms of the chair. The feeling was both highly erotic and deeply disturbing. I was breathing fast, like I'd just run a marathon.

I smelled Amanda's breath on my face, and felt her body moving against me as she straddled me on the chair.

"It's called Wolf's wort," Amanda said. "The werewolf herb. Or just Wolf Weed."

I certainly felt like one. My senses were so heightened, even as my inhibitions and intellect seemed to be draining away. I truly felt like an animal, a snorting, rutting, dangerous animal.

Then I took a breath and forced myself to relax. Amanda was right. I could control it.

"I want to get up," I said. Amanda stepped back.

"I think I may get raped," she said, excitement in her voice. "Don't worry," she said again. "You can control himself if he really wants to."

"What if I don't want to?"

"Then I guess you'll treat me like your victim and fuck me anyway you want to," Amanda urged, her words flowing and crashing in my mind. "Or go out and find some woman on the street, and drag her into the bushes to rape." That was like throwing gas on the flames.

I grabbed Amanda by the hair, pulling her face down and kissing her roughly, so hard I tasted blood.

Amanda moaned and writhed on me.

Before you get the wrong idea, I really was in control. I was horny, aggressive and excited, but I really was in control.

If I chose to be.

Amanda suddenly sat up, slapping me hard. I let her hair go in shock and she smiled triumphantly as she jumped up. She turned and ran and I got up and chased her. My strength and speed seemed greatly increased, and I caught up to her in the dining room.

Amanda screamed and fought as I grabbed her around the waist, throwing her down in the middle of the living room table.

Her eyes went wide, then rolled in her head.

"Oh, shit, yes Bud," Amanda said. "Show your Amanda how it's done. Take what you want."

I didn't even ask about the outfit. I just grabbed her blouse over her breasts and jerked, ripping the fabric from her full breasts, which swayed as they were stripped bare. She moaned again.

"Hard, Bud," Amanda whispered. "Don't just fuck me. Rape me. Use me. Be an animal and fuck me hard, any way you want."

Her words echoed in my drugged head. Her ripped blouse was so sexy, and her nipples were very erect. Her hair was mussed and she was breathing hard, her chest rising invitingly. I could imagine her panting in terror and that just added to the kick. I grabbed her by the hair and kissed her full, desirable lips, hard. She held her mouth shut.

"No, mister, please don't," she whispered.

It hit me like a whip, a harsh erotic slash deep inside of me.

I picked up her head slightly and slammed it back on the table.

"Oh, yes, Bud," she whispered and this time, she kissed me back.

I can't explain just how erotic this was. I was fully prepared to rape Amanda. Sure, it wasn't rape at all. But in my mind, my root soaked and herb lashed mind, it had a certain bizarre reality.

And I was ragingly horny.

Yet I was also, oddly enough, thinking clearly. I was careful to not to slam her head on the table too hard. I wanted to hurt Amanda, to force her to comply, but not really injure her.

It was that mindset, the raging rapist that doesn't want to hurt his victim too much, that became one of the sexiest parts of the whole situation.

Because it was just like a real rape might be.

Yes, Your Honor, I admit I was really in control. I could actually have walked away. But I chose not to, because I was having great great fun.

And if you don't like that, shove it up your ass and I'll fuck it into place.

I could not believe how sexy Amanda looked laying on the dining room table, her top ripped from her breasts, her slacks pulled tight into her crotch, their almost staid appearance now erotically skewed and helpless.

My drugged mind flashed on an old fantasy, from my teens. I almost pushed it aside, then realized Amanda would love to hear it and, at that point, it excited me to share it.

"I used to imagine I went with some friends to make some easy money," I said softly. "I didn't know how we were going to do that, but I realized too late it was a home invasion. And there were women and girls there. And they were part of what we were there to take, any way we wanted."

Amanda moaned and I slapped her. Her head snapped to the side and she moaned louder.

I leaned over her.

"Let me know If I hurt you," I said softly.

She opened her eyes and spit full in my face, not a moist little pretend spit, but a massive wet loogie.

"Fuck you!" she whispered.

I wiped my face, feeling both my anger and my arousal rising.

"So that's the way you want it, bitch," I said. I grabbed her torn blouse above her breasts and dragged it down, tearing the shoulders of the blouse away as I did. I didn't realize until I was done I'd also left scratches all the way down the front of her body from my fingernails.

Amanda tightened and came, pouring a gush of come from her cunt, soaking the tan crotch of her pants.

"Yes, Bud, " she whispered huskily. "I knew you had it in you."

I've heard of masochism, but who hasn't? I'd never experienced it, however, at least not in such graphic and open ways.

But the drug and my natural lusts were kicked into overdrive. It was like a ticket to rape, a willing, pleasurable rape, but rape none-the-less. And that was what I began to do.

I grabbed her thighs, prying them apart, trying to get to her pussy. The harder I tried, the harder she fought, until I was using my full strength and so was she.

I finally dragged her off the table and threw her to the ground. Amanda crashed down, then came up with both legs, almost slamming into my groin.

"Shit!" I swore and kicked at her.

That was my mistake. She grabbed my foot and twisted viciously. I fell, screaming in pain.

Amanda was on top of me, laughing darkly and grabbing my crotch.

"Rape ain't as easy at you might think," she hissed.

I brought my knee up into her stomach and she groaned in sudden pain. I rolled her over, grabbing her breast and twisting it, hard enough to bring tears to her eyes.

Then I grabbed the front of her slack and ripped them down. Her panties went with them and I felt cunt hair on my knuckles as I tore her pants open.

I raped her. I didn't make nice or kiss or go down on her. I mounted her, like a whore, and slammed my cock as deep into her pussy as I could. She screamed, arching back as my cock ripped into her.

I slammed in again, feeling her soaking my cock and balls with her excitement and having a sudden flash it was not excitement at all, but virgin blood being spilled as I tore into her body, raping her.

I screamed, almost a howl like an animal. I slammed into her, tearing at her breasts and body as I fucked her, harder and more uncaringly than I'd ever fucked a woman before. My cock burned like it was coated in Ben Gay, my arousal was so great. I was shoving into her harder and faster, almost desperate to come off, to mark her, to fill her with my juice and make her cunt mine.

She fought and bit and screamed, swearing at me to stop and crying for mercy. She was hitting my chest and face and scratching at me, fighting as hard as she could to escape as I wildly raped her.

Then I shoved so deeply into her I felt her cervix against my cock head and I yelled out as I shot off in her, spraying her cunt with my insistent come. I kept coming, feeling my cock in her and my juices filling her and the wild feeling of domination and command that flowed through me.

I lay on her. Amanda reached up and hugged me, laying her head on my chest.

"Are you all right, Hun?" she asked.

I nodded.

"Yeah, I think so," I said. "A little out of breath."

"Mr. Carlson isn't used to full contact games," Amanda said with a wry smile.

"He'll have to get better, if he ever expects to rape me again."

"I think the drug's wearing off," I said.

"I only gave you a little," Amanda said. "I wanted you to know what it's like."

"Yeah, what it's like to get my ass kicked," I moaned, as the feeling flowed back into my body. I could tell I was both bruised and bleeding. Hill Folk play really rough.

"I didn't want to make you think rape would be easy," Amanda said. I nodded, chuckling. I was sore, but the whole thing had been so exciting and fun, I had no real regrets.

"I'll live," I told her.

She grinned.

"Now you know that if a Hill girls invites rape, then runs, be ready to really rape her. Because she'll be fighting with all her strength.

I nodded. Then I realized my prick had gone soft in her.

"I think my Root wore off," I said.

"That's the Wolf Herb. Your adrenaline goes through the roof. You burn the Devil's Root right off."

We got up and showered. I slipped into a robe and went into the living room.

A minute later Amanda came in, wearing a lovely red caftan. Her nipples rubbed against the fabric and I had to wonder if she was wearing panties or not.

"Well, that was certainly fun," she said, in her soft Southern accent, an accent I still hear in my dreams.

We sat together on the sofa and Amanda handed me a cup of herb tea.

"Home invasions," she said softly. "That's very sexy. Thank you."

She kissed me and we kissed, wetly and thoroughly.

"You really have to try unwilling, Bud," she said. "There's nothing like it in the world."

"You just keep pushing," I said, trying to look exasperated.

"You just keep going where I push you," she said. "You make it so easy."

I kissed her and she snuggled down into my arms.

"Bud's my Hill man," she said, rubbing herself happily against me. "My fucking Hill man. You're gonna like your new life."

I sighed contentedly.

"I already do," I admitted.
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Chapter 15

Martin Milner Middle School looked pristine and fresh in the morning light.

Out on the field, the girl's track team was running laps, under Mrs. Zuninni's watchful eye. The air smelled green, even though it was December. Hillsborough is a year around paradise, apparently.

A couple of girls sauntered past. I recognized one from the dump party the other night and smiled.

"That was a great party, wasn't it Mr. Carlson?" she asked. I nodded.

"I had fun," I told her.

"Sissy didn't go," she said, motioning at her taller, quite buxom friend. Sissy grimaced.

"I'm not into that," she said. "It's gross."

I smiled and nodded understandingly.

"Yeah," I agreed. "It's not for everyone."

She smiled at me, her blue eyes twinkling. Yes, that's Hillsborough. As Morgana says (and yes, I admit it: I say it a lot too) 'You pays your money and you takes your choice.'

I walked with the girls down toward the school. I'd walked from home today today: it's only about a mile, and Hillsborough is a great place to take walks.

A sleepy little community of perverts: My kind of town.

I parted from the girls and headed up to the office. I keep my records book in the teacher's lounge and had to fetch it before class.

I met Ms. Rohrer in the hall.

"Hey, Bull," I said.

She grinned.

"You can call me that," she said. "But not in front of anyone. I don't think I'm supposed to know."

"Your secret's safe with me," I told her.

She grinned and walked past.

You know, it's just nice sometimes to be somewhere you like and just going through the day. I was behind a very cute, rather tiny girl, her skirt high up on her pudgy thighs and enjoying watching her thighs rub and her little butt wriggle enticingly. She didn't know I was there, but I didn't mind enjoying the show.

"Hi, Mr. Carlson."

I looked up to see Spirit. She looked really relaxed, calm and quite happy.

"Hi, Spirit," I said. "How's everything going?"

"Really good," she said. "Things are getting back to normal." Then she shrugged. "Well," she corrected herself, "not really normal. Kind of Hillsborough normal."

I nodded. Yes, normal in Hillsborough definitely is not normal. But it has it's own kind of strange sanity.

"I'm glad," I told her.

"Mom has the hots for you," Spirit said. "She talks about you all the time."

I shrugged, actually a little embarrassed. It's bad enough to have a student tell you that. But when you basically abused and spanked the girl's mother in order to become the object of her lust: well, that is a little strange.

Spirit smiled and stepped up to me. She's a big girl and she slid her lips against mine, with some very hot, wet, inviting tongue included.

"Thank you, Mr. Carlson," she said softly. "I owe you."

Okay, my cock was dancing. A beautiful girl kissing you can have that effect, even if she is just a teenager.

Spirit smiled and left and I walked on, finding my room and sitting behind the desk.

Mr. Carlson, teacher.

Nice thing to be, especially here in Hillsborough.

The students come in, laughing and joking with each other. I know them know, some of them much, much better than any teacher should.

I watched one young girl walk past, knowing her pubic hair was just coming in and her little nipples had a delightful upturned tilt, like they were looking up at you invitingly, just begging for your fingers to touch them. I'd seen her, but never had sex with her.

Okay, I admit it. Watching this cute little girl, her black hair shining, her slender legs disappearing under her checked skirt, seeing a flash of inner thigh as she adjusted herself in her chair, her little breasts filling out the front of her blouse and wanting to fuck her is perverse.

Having seen her naked, a man's big cock sliding into her little pussy as she sucked a girlfriend's pussy eagerly, just added to the perversity.

And it's also wildly exciting. Because I knew I could most likely have her as well. She'd probably think it was cool her teacher wanted her.

I moved in my chair to get myself adjusted more comfortably. My penis was hard as a rock.

I managed to teach class, though I kept looking back at her. She noticed, because she leaned forward on her desk and smiled at me. She flirted, but not outrageously like Mandy. She just grinned when I looked at her, obviously flattered by my attention. She did cross and uncross her legs, more out of nervousness than giving me a show, but that was incredibly sexy too.

Virginally available. Sweet, but slutty. Well broken in, but certainly not spoiled.

A real Hillsborough girl.

I have to tell you, the wave of... well, arousal isn't the right word. Happiness? Satisfaction?

Maybe belonging would be the word. I felt like I'd really found myself, and that I belonged here.

I think I smiled like an idiot as I taught the rest of the class.

After class, the girl approached my desk. I looked up, smelling her light perfume. She was made up, though very lightly.

"Did you need something, Mr. Carlson?" she asked, curling her glossy black hair in her fingers and looking provocative. Then a blush began to spread across her cheeks and it became apparent she wasn't usually as bold as she was trying to come off.

I stood up as she covered her face. She was shifting on her feet, as if getting ready to run in embarrassment. I stepped around the desk and slid my arms around her small form. I pulled her gently against me, my hard cock against her little belly and her breasts tight against my chest.

"I really do," I told her. "I've been watching you all during class."

She pressed up against me, sliding her arms around me. She looked up at me, her green eyes shining and filled with anticipation.

"I can stay after class," she offered. "If you need anything, you know I'll do it for you."

Oh, my God. What a marvelous place to find yourself. This girl of thirteen (it's in my attendance book, along with her name:

Leslie) was just offering herself. My hard cock was against her, and she was fully aware of what I wanted.

I leaned down and kissed her. She opened her mouth and I tasted wintergreen and lip gloss as we kissed. Her small hands were sliding on my back, and one moved around to slip along the length of my prick. She slid a leg around mine, pushing her little mound against me.

I heard the door open and ignored it. I was busy, and that was obvious. But as I kissed my willing little student I heard heels approaching. I looked up finally, and found another mouth on mine.

It was Lucinda Rohrer. She kissed me, sliding her much larger hand over Leslie's to help cup my cock.

"Well, that's a certainly a nice thing to come in on," Lucinda said softly. Then she looked at the girl, whose lipstick was smeared now.

"Can I get a kiss, too?" she asked.

The girl nodded eagerly and she and Lucinda kissed, very wetly and sexily. The kiss between Brittany Spears and Madonna was nothing, a mere peck compared to this. And the little girl arching her body, stretching on tiptoe to kiss her assistant principle, was so entrancingly erotic. I knelt and gently pulled up her skirt.

The smell of her excited little twat was marvelous. Her panties were slightly bunched between her full thighs and pulled up into her little butt crack, enticingly innocently and yet deeply sexual at the same time.

I inhaled deeply, loving the childish yet womanly odors of her.

"I think Mr. Carlson likes you," Bull Rohrer told the girl softly. "I like Mr. Carlson too."

The girl turned, her little pussy now facing me, her askew panties revealing a light covering of black hair on her mons and betwen her legs. I pulled her panties aside, sliding my mouth over her pussy, puffed out like a very dark little peach from between her legs, a deep cleft hinting at the forbidden fruit hidden inside.

She moaned softy and I heard her and Bull kissing again. I slid my other hand over, and under Lucinda's skirt. She spread her legs for me, and I felt the damp flesh of her inner thighs just before my fingers touched the damper fabric of her panties.

Lucinda is definately more turned on by girls than guys. But in Hillsborough, that really doesn't present a problem, does it.

I slid my fingers past her panties and Lucinda actually squatted slightly so my fingers plunged deep into her wet cleft. I was inside of her, and sucking the most marvelously youthful little pussy at the same time, tasting her more watery excitement as she creamed from her thirteen year old cunt.

I stood up, and all three of us kissed, our tongues and mouths taking turns on each others. I slid my fingers into Leslie's little pussy and she moaned as they filled her little vagina.

She tightened her pudgy little thighs against my hand and let out a hard groan as her pussy tightened and she soaked my fingers with her watery excitement.

I pushed deeper into her as her pussy spasmed on my fingers as her orgasm continued.

Lucinda was unfastening Leslie's blouse and her small, rather pudgy breasts were peeking out from between the opening in the fabric. They were the size of little oranges, and very round. They stuck out, not yet full breasts, yet certainly growing toward that goal. Her nipples looked soft and delectable, their color only slightly darker than the hue of her pale skin. I slid my hand over one, feeling her swollen flesh, full and firm to the touch. I ran my thumb over her little nipple and it swelled under my touch, soft compared to her firm little lumps.

Then her fingers were sliding into my pants and onto the head of my cock. She moaned as she touched my slick knob and began to fondle it with obvious familiarity. She knew cocks.

I was really finger fucking Lucinda now, and she was spreading her legs further, letting me in deeper. Cocks might not be her thing, but fingers are fingers, male or female. And her breathing was getting ragged as she got more aroused.

"I want Mr. Carlson in me," Leslie told Lucinda softly. "Is that okay?"

Lucinda chuckled richly.

"I really don't think Mr. Carlson will mind," she said. She looked at me, cocking an eyebrow. "Do you mind putting your cock in her pussy, Mr. Carlson?"

I shook my head. God, this was just fantastic. I turned and picked up Leslie, setting her little butt on the edge of my desk.

She got the idea, because she immediately wrapped her little legs around my hips.

"Tear my panties," she said, her green eyes excited. "Rip them and fuck me through what's left of them."

Lucinda slid my hand out of her own pussy, and motioned to the girl. "Do what she says," she said. "I don't mind getting myself off."

I slid down my pants completely, then took the crotch of the girl's panties, cotton and soft, in both hands. I pulled them apart, ripping the cotton crotch open. Her wet little pussy gaped slightly as she sat on the desk, her legs spread and tight around my hips.

I put my cock to her dark little opening, her pale skin glowing through her blossoming pussy hair. She would be very hairy, like Amanda, soon, and that aroused me as well. I pushed, watching my cock slide into her, disappearing into her very hot pussy. God, she was wet and slick, and very very snug.

I fucked her, picking her up off the desk and driving my cock way deep inside of her as she kissed me hungrily, sucking at my mouth wildly. I had an armful of excited, coming little girl and I was moaning myself as her pussy engulfed my cock, her every spasm reverberating on my prick like an echo.

Lucinda had her skirt around her waist and was masturbating herself, her fingers buried deep in her slit and moving rapidly as she bit her lower lip and watched us. She saw me glance over and she grinned and winked, actually moving her legs apart so I could see her playing with her pussy more clearly.

I stared as he fingered herself, not only unashamed at what she was doing but seeming excited that I was watching. I held Leslie's full little ass and rammed her onto my prick as she moaned and came and Lucinda brought herself to orgasm as well, letting out little satisfied grunts as she arched and came.

I felt my prick tightening and pushed way deep into little Leslie, who groaned and rolled her eyes as I filled her with spray after spray of come. My come, and her juices, were pouring from her pussy and down my thighs and it just felt wonderful.

"Oh, shit!" I said, panting from excitement and exertion. Even a ninety pound girl gets heavy after a while.

"I've heard that about you," Leslie said and grinned. Then she was kissing me again, more for her own pleasure than mine. She obviously liked kissing a teacher, and being a little aggressive about it.

I set her butt back on the desk and kissed her back, still moving my cock inside of her. It was so good I didn't want it to be over. We just kissed and touched, and Lucinda came over to join us again. The three of us just cooled down together, touching and fondling for no other reason than it felt good.

I finally pulled out of Leslie and Lucinda got a towel from the back book closet. I had noticed each room had a small stack of them, but their obvious use suddenly became clear.

"Oh, that's what these are for," I said as I took the towel and began to gently (okay, and very erotically) dry Leslie's little pussy. She grinned up at me, obviously appreciating my attentions.

Lucinda smiled and nodded.

"You owe me," she said. "I want to try some of that cock now. Maybe Leslie would like to join us some evening."

Leslie looked up and nodded excitedly. I totally understood. Lucinda Rohrer was a bisexual when it came to men. She needed a woman there as well, perhaps to feel safer, perhaps to complete her own sexual wants.

Whatever her needs, I was comfortable with them.

"That sounds wonderful," I told her.

I got home in a wonderful mood. Nothing like a nooner with two beautiful women to put a spring in your step.

Mandy looked up and smiled. She looked wonderful, in jeans that were way too lowcut and a little top that was too small and tight for modesty. She straightened, her pants so low that she couldn't have worn them if she weren't shaved.

"Nice," I said, smiling my approval.

"They liked it at school today too," she said. "I missed your class, I'm afraid. I have an art project."

I nodded. One place Hillsborough really stands out in the quality of education they offer. There's a wide variety of extra classes and projects for students. Oddly, despite Hillsborough's quite unusual social setup, their educational offerings are quite exceptional.

I took her in my arms and kissed her. Mandy fits so nicely against me, and she molds herself to me like a second skin. We just kissed for a long time, not passionately but pleasingly, just exploring and playing with each other's mouths.

Kissing is an art form around here, and Mandy is a master of it.

I slid my hands down over her slender back and cupped her firm little butt through her wonderfully inappropriate pants.

"You think you're Brittany Spears?" I asked.

She wrinkled her nose in disgust.

"Eeeuw," she said, pulling away. "You'd probably fuck her, given the chance." I grinned and shrugged. "Why not?" I asked.

Mandy put her hands on her hips and shook her head, sighing.

"Men," she said, looking exasperated. "Put a cunt in it and they're in love. Even if it's a brainless little slut."

"I like brainless little sluts," I told her, knowing I was going to get in trouble. "I like you, don't I?"

Mandy grinned and hit me playfully. We play this way sometimes: she knows I don't mean it.

"Yeah," she said. "Your fucking little daughter. Excuse me, I gotta go call the Feds and tell them my teacher is abusing me."

She turned as if to go to the phone, but I grabbed her a spun her gently around, grabbing her up against me. She looked up, her eyes bright.

"Ooh," she said. "Am I gonna get punished?"

I nodded.

"I think you need a spanking," I told her. She looked up at me, her eyes still bright.

"You wouldn't dare!" she challenged.

Well, it was a fight, I'll admit it. She screamed and hollered and fought as I dragged her over to my chair.

She kept trying to wrestle free and I took full advantage of the chance to feel her up outrageously as I fought her down and began pulling down her pants. They were too low and tight to wear panties with, and her little butt looked so sexy with them dragged half way off her ass, which wiggled and thrashed as I tried to get them further off.

I finally got them down around her knee and pulled her across my lap. I was out of breath: this was no playful game. Mandy was fighting hard, and her pussy was slick with excitement by the time I got it uncovered. I groped her cunt as I pushed her down over my lap and then began to spank her.

Mandy was screaming and swearing like a sailor, a particularly foul-mouthed sailor. And she was obvious really aroused as well, her pussy flushed reddish and swollen as I slapped her ass until it was red and swollen too.

"Oh, Daddy," she was moaning. "I've been such a bad girl. Daddy needs to make Mandy be a good girl, and make him happy. Make Mandy be his slave and tell her what to do, and spank her if she's bad."

Her pussy was huge with arousal, and I realized I'd stumbled across an odd little turn on for my wife, or daughter, or whatever Mandy has become for me.

"What should Daddy make his bad little Mandy do for him?" I asked. But Mandy wasn't going in that direction.

"Daddy should just tell Mandy," she answered. "Mandy has to do anything Daddy wants. Mandy doesn't get to decide, just gets punished if she fails to make Daddy happy."

Her breath was coming hard, and she was moaning softly. I have to admit, this was tremendously exciting. Not the thought of Mandy as my teen-aged sex-slave: Well, that too. But mainly it was that Mandy and I had both stumbled across a turn on for her, had opened a door that she had found enticing and exciting.

"So Daddy makes Mandy do his will," I said. "And Mandy does it, or get punished."

Mandy writhed on my lap, her thighs together. I knew this put pressure on her pussy. Hell, Mandy could bring herself off this way and often did.

"Mandy gets punished anyway," she whispered. "Mandy needs to get punished. Mandy needs to be taught what Daddy likes and made to serve him."

Her pussy was dripping, she was so excited. She moaned, and arched as she came, laying across my lap so vulnerable and sexy.

"Oh, Bud," she said, her voice more normal. "God, I didn't know that would be so sexy. Boy, I'm a lot sicker than I thought." She began to laugh and I joined her.

"Well, I wonder how you'd look in a harem girl outfit," I said.

"Your wish is my command," she said, rolling over and moving up to kiss me.

Do you know how wonderful it is to sit in your recliner with the most fantastic teen-aged girl you've ever seen naked astride your lap, with your cock plunged deep inside her marvelous pussy? Watching her face gripped with passion, and her slender body moving as she slides herself up and down on your cock?

Seeing her youthful breasts as they bounce slightly as she slams home each stroke and hearing her little mewls of pleasure as she brings you and herself higher and higher? She was pulling back her long, dark hair and biting her lower lip as she fucked herself on me, and I could watch my cock as it appeared and disappeared between her perfect thighs, moving deep into her youthful body.

I sat, watching, my mind both spinning with desire and preternaturally clear. This was my life, my deepest desire. Mandy was more than a wife or daughter or any earthly label. She was mine, a part of me, a soulmate and eternal lover. Like Amanda. Like Angel. Like other women would be.

I groaned as my cock buried itself so deep in her I could feel the end of her vagina gently bumping my cock. Mandy's eyes went wide and she pressed down harder, writhing her hips to press me against her cervix, and she let out a little cry as she came, a deep, hard spasm.

"Oh, Bud," she groaned. "Oh, Christ Almighty, that's so fucking nice! Fuck me deep, Bud."

Well, I wasn't. But she was, pushing harder and harder, bringing her legs up to get my cock as deep into herself as she could. I'd never seen Mandy look so excited, so aroused and almost ethereally passionate. My cock head was pressed hard against the firm flesh of her vagina, pressing against her womb itself.

Then she jerked hard, and I felt her cervix open a bit and I was suddenly deeper, so deep it seemed I had gone beyond anything I'd experienced before.

Mandy screamed and arched, her eyes wide and staring, her lips pulled back to show her white teeth. She was gripped with a spasm as she ground herself even harder on my cock.

"Auuuurggghhhh!" she screamed and I screamed as well as I exploded in her, deep, deep inside of her. I pulled her to me and held her tightly, pressing myself into her like I was trying to penetrate her fully, not let her get away, push so deep inside of her we would be forever and inseparably interconnected.

Mandy began to sob, crying hysterically as we were still so connected, so deep inside each other we were like one body.

"Oh, Daddy," she sobbed, kissing me softly on my face and neck. "Oh, God, Daddy. I love you. I love you so much."

"I love you too, Mandy," I told her softly. "More than I could ever say."

She cried harder and kissed me on the lips. She looked into my eyes, her blue orbs full of tears, yet indescribably happy as well.

"You know what just happened, don't you Bud?" she asked softly. I shook my head. I had no idea, though it was really amazing whatever it was.

Mandy smiled even as she let out a long sob.

"It happened, Bud," she said. "It really happened."

"What happened?" I asked. Mandy looked at me with a tiny Mona Lisa smile, her face radiant.

"I'm pregnant, Bud," she said. "You just made me pregnant."
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Well, Hillsborough really is a small town and it didn't take long for news of Mandy's pregnancy to get around. People smiled and congratulated Mandy and me, and Amanda, and Angel too. It was like we had all gotten pregnant.

Mandy was so soft and almost clinging for the next few days. Amanda seemed to understand how Mandy was feeling, since it was her idea that Mandy either slept with us, or I went to Mandy's bed. Mandy wanted to be held, to be close.

It was the Christmas vacation, though it's not called that in Hillsborough. It's Yule: Midwinter. And while Christmas trees were put up and presents exchanged, it was celebrated on the evening of the twenty-first of December and was obviously not the huge deal the Outside world made of the whole thing. Like most holidays in Hillsborough, it was a great excuse for parties, but not a lot more.

But there was still the Winter school break, so I stayed home with my three fiancees.

"Well, Bud's a real man," Amanda said, setting a cup of coffee in front of me. I could smell the bourbon in it: like I said, the holidays aren't ignored here, just different.

"Apparently," I said with a smile. Amanda leaned against the kitchen table, reaching out to gently touch my face.

"Mandy's very happy," she said. "You've made her complete."

"Well, having babies isn't everything," I said. The old fashioned values of Hillsborough still throw me sometimes.

"Normal babies, maybe," Amanda said, her eyes almost solemn. "Anyone can do that. But this will be a Hill child, the result of a mating between a Hill girl and a Tash, both Witch-Folk, both with the Power. It will not be a normal child."

I looked up at her, feeling like I was getting my leg pulled. But Amanda's expression was perfectly serious.

"So it's going to to weird?" I asked. Amanda nodded, smiling.

"Weird is the perfect word," she said seriously. "Strange. Possessed of an uncanny or supernatural quality. It will be your child, Bud. Both of yours." She reached down and took my hand and kissed it softly.

I understood. On the Outside, I would expect things to be different. Amanda might be jealous I'd gotten her daughter pregnant, and not her. Or just be outraged I dared get her fourteen year old in a position to get pregnant at all.

But this wasn't the Outside. Here, it was a thing to celebrate, another valuable child, a enchanted child to become a part of an enchanted group. It was a gift for the whole community, which is how every child seemed to be be seen.

I held Amanda's hand and smiled at her.

Well, Angel was a little jealous. At least, she wanted to get as much attention as Mandy was. But she had a wonderful way of letting me know. She came in that afternoon, in a little t-shirt and panties, and crawled into my lap, sliding her head down to rest on my cock.

"DO you still love me, Daddy?" she asked softly.

"Of course I do, Angel," I told her.

"You aren't gonna forget I'm around, are you?"

I laughed.

"No, Angel. You make that kind of hard."

She moved her head against my cock,, which was of course, starting to get hard. You can't have a girl like Angel in your lap and not get a little aroused.

"I do make it hard, don't I, Daddy?" she said, kissing my cock through my pants.

"Yeah," I said. "You certainly do."

"I loved watching you fuck Suzie. And my Mommy, all nasty like that." She was fondling me through my pants as she spoke, her breath hot on my cock through my pants. "And when you pee peed in my butt. That was so cool."

She was really getting me excited and I moaned and shifted as my cock grew.

"Aaaw," she said softly. "Is Daddy uncomfortable?" she began to unfasten my pants, pulling my cock gently upright so it stuck out from the open zipper. I felt her little tongue sliding around the tip softly.

"There, is that better?" she asked. "I don't want my Daddy to be uncomfortable."

She licked me again, sliding her tongue under my glans and up under the fissure there. I moaned. God, that feels good.

"Remember, Daddy," she said softly. "You promised. You find a girl you want to rape, you have to do it. You wouldn't go back on your promise, would you?"

I could see her hand sliding down between her legs and she began to touch herself as she spoke. This obviously had her very turned on as well.

"I'm not all magical like Amanda and Mandy," she said. "I'm just a little girl. But I'm still Hill. I can do stuff no Outside girl would ever dream of. And you know I will."

I jerked. Yes, Angel is pretty experimental. And her youthfulness just makes that all the more appealing. Imagine her in ten years, in her prime. And hell, what's prime anyway? Is Amanda past date? Is anyone?

Angel giggled softly at my reaction.

"I'll bet you wanted to fuck Annie," she said softly. I tried to think. The name was familiar, but... 

"The midget," Angel laughed. "The little one. I'll bet you'd like to find out if her pussy is as big as she is small."

I groaned. God, Angel was playing Amanda's game, and doing it well.

"Morgana says I have to be your slut, your guide," Angel said. "Cheryl too. We're kinky, like Lynn and Gwynn. I'm young, but I'm learning. And I loved the dump party. I loved mommy messing her pants, and me peeing in mine and watching you make it with a six year old." She had her fingers joining her mouth now and my cock was reeling at all the wonderful stimulation it was receiving.

"Morgana says you'll leave soon," she said softly. "I hope not. But if you do, I want you to remember things that will bring you back to us. I don't want to lose you to the nasty old Outside world."

Angel sounded almost tearful. It was a real fear of hers.

And I realized I was afraid too. I was afraid I'd go back and try to kill the man I'd become. I'd try to be the normal guy I'd imagined I was for so many years.

Angel was pushing aside her panties and touching herself now. I slid my hand down between her legs to help. Both our fingers were on her now, her pussy hot and excited and fragrant. I put my fingers to my mouth, tasting her on them, then moved back down to fondle her again.

"I want my Daddy to be happy," Angel whispered. "I want him to have lots of fun, with all kinds of girls and women. Little girls too. I want to share them with my Daddy, and do anything, anything at all, that makes my Daddy happy."

I groaned. Of the three women, Angel had really found a certain button of mine: her Daddy's nasty little girl game. And she loved to push it, again and again.

"Your little Angel will go along," she said. "If you want me to bring my girlfriends home to fuck, just ask. If you want to share Annie or Suzie, we can. And if you have some really nasty, dark, awful fantasy, tell me and Morgana and I will make it real."

Yeah, Morgana is insinuating herself. There's no doubt she's pulling a lot of strings in the background. But then again, it's hard to get angry.

That's Morgana's job. She makes no bones about her motives. She almost brags how she runs things, quietly, wherever she goes.

Besides, as Angel punctuates her sentences with her mouth and tongue on my prick, licking and sucking me in her wet little-girl way, it's really hard to take offence at anything.

"Oh, Daddy," she moans as we both touch her pussy. She's using her fingers to press me up inside her moist slit and rubbing her baby fat thighs together as I touch her. I can smell her youthful arousal as she gets more excited. "Oh, Daddy, you make my pussy so hot and wet. Oh, Daddy, I love the way you pet my little pussy."

I slide inside of her and she moans, and sucks my cock into her hot little mouth. I groan as I shoot off, filling her mouth to overflowing with come. She's both swallowing and dripping come and coming herself, her little pussy tight on my fingers, and her insides spasming as she has an orgasm.

"Oh, Daddy," she moans, still licking and sucking at my cock with her wet mouth. "Oh, my Daddy makes his little Angel feel so good. His little Angel loves it when she and her Daddy play together."

I cupped her hot little pussy and just rocked her in my arms for a while.

Yes, Bud Carlson, happy pervert, was a very happy man.

The call came on Christmas Eve. Mandy came in carrying the phone, looking nervous.

"It's a woman," she said. "I can't understand much of what she said. She wants to talk to you."

"Hello?" I answered.

I couldn't understand much of what Katherine said either. My sister was crying, and it took me a good two minutes before I realized the car she was going on about was my parent's car.

"Are Mom and Dad all right?" I asked.

"They're dead!" She wailed. "They're still in the car... They can't get them out..."

That was the only intelligible whole phrase Katherine got out during the whole conversation. But I eventually got the story in bits and pieces. My parents were headed to my Uncle's house for dinner, and slid on the icy road. They slid across the road and hit a snowplow head on.

They were both crushed to death instantly.

"Please come," Katherine sobbed. "Please, I can't do this. I can't handle it. I just can't."

I finally hung up the phone, after promising Katherine I would take the next plane to Minnesota.

My little family stared at me as I hung up the phone. Amanda came over and put a gentle hand on my arm.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I understand. It's not easy."

I nodded. She had tears in her eyes. Even though she couldn't know, she did.

"I have to go to Minnesota," I told her. "My sister can't handle everything alone."

"Of course," Amanda said. "I'll help get you packed."

The next couple of hours were a blur. I got a flight to Minneapolis/Saint Paul easily enough, and arranged to pick up a rental car. My family lives north of there, in a pretty rural area.

I tried to ignore the anxiety eating at me. I was leaving Hillsborough. Would I have the strength to return?

Or would I have the strength not to?

Mandy hugged me softly.

"Don't worry, Bud," she said, brushing back my hair gently. "I know you won't be gone long."

I nodded, unable to look into her eyes. She was pregnant, and I was having doubts about coming back. How could I?

I realized what I had been doing. I was hiding in Hillsborough, surrounding myself with its wonderful perversions and pretending it was normal. But all the while, I was just ignoring the real world.

Now I was going back into it. And was afraid, though I wasn't sure if I was afraid I wouldn't stay gone or afraid I would.

Mandy, Amanda and Angel went with me to the airport. Because of the security concerns they didn't go into the terminal, but we said goodbye in front, at the sidewalk.

"I love you, Daddy," Mandy said softly. "I'm going to miss you."

I nodded, feeling my eyes getting wet.

"I love you too, Mandy," I told her. "No matter what, I always will." She nodded, her eyes clouded.

"Take care, Bud," Amanda said, kissing me gently. "It's a nasty world out there."

I nodded. Then little Angel came up and hugged me.

"Daddy, I'll be waiting for you," she whispered. "Please don't make me wait too long."

I nodded, trying not to start crying.

"I'll try not to," I told her. She looked up at me, her brown eyes brimming with tears.

"Try real hard," she said.

Then I was walking across the roadway, and up to the terminal. I turned to see them, the three women who were suddenly such a large part of my life. They waved, looking like a real family. My family.

I sat in the plane as it sped down the runway. Then it rotated upward and we were flying, and Hillsborough was laid out below me like a toy, a play tableau that continued to shrink as we gained altitude.

Then it was disappearing behind us, like a strange dream, one I wasn't even sure I'd really had.

I settled back into my seat and waited for Minnesota to arrive.
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Chapter 17

Katherine was on the sofa, sobbing quietly, when I arrived home. Her best friend, Alice, had answered the door and let me in. I stood in the familiar living room: Katherine had not even noticed I had arrived.

Kate is the baby of the family, my younger sister, much closer to my parents than I had ever been. This had obviously been devastating for her. She looked both miserable and totally lost. I held in her my arms, and her friend, Alice, looked at me over my sister's shoulder.

"It was so sudden..." Alice said. I nodded.

"Thanks for coming with her," I told Alice. She smiled and nodded. I'd always had the hots for little Alice, though she was quite a bit younger than I. Come to think of it, maybe that's where I got my fascination with younger women. My sister Kate is three years younger than I.

So her girlfriends were younger too, and always around the house, sometimes staying over. I'd seen them in various stages of undress, and bikinis and other provocative outfits. All of them were babes. My friends all wanted to do my sister: her boobs came in early and ample and she was very athletic and trim. And her girlfriends tended to be the hotter girls at school too. That just seems to be the way.

Maybe that's where my delight in nubile young flesh came from. And also my understanding that these young women definitely had a healthy interest in sex.

We sat and Alice filled in the details. There wasn't much to say. Mom and Dad were killed instantly in the accident, though it had taken hours to get the bodies out of the wreckage.

They were brought to a local mortuary. An open casket funeral wasn't even an option.

Alice made coffee and we all three sat down in the living room, made strange now that its usual occupants were both suddenly dead. Everything was both familiar and an eerie reminder of the new reality that my parents were gone forever.

Kate leaned against me, and I slipped an arm around her comfortably. I've never been a particularly physical person and Kate always was, but I had changed in the past few months. Putting my arm around her seemed only natural now. Kate sighed and snuggled into me, her chestnut hair flowing across my chest. It felt nice, like a brother and sister should be with each other.

Alice sighed and sat back in her chair.

"I know this is rough for you too," she said. "Your first year of teaching and all. I hope they understood your leaving."

"It's winter break," I told her. "And if I have to stay longer, I'm sure they'll understand. The school is really great that way."

"They sound nice," Alice said. I nodded. Yes, Hillsborough was very understanding. That was an understatement.

Kate was moving down on me, sliding her head into my lap and curling up against me. I slid my hand down to hold her gently and she began to cry softly. I let her, neither encouraging or trying to stop her.

Alice smiled softly as she watched.

"You've changed," she said. "You're very different."

I nodded. I have changed, in ways even I don't understand.

"Teaching has taught me a lot," I told her.

"You like it?"

"I love it," I smiled. "It's wonderful."

She smiled at me, her light blue eyes soft. My cock gave a little start. I recognized her interest now: I had changed a lot.

Kate was breathing deeply and she moved up against my cock, using it as a kind of pillow. She was obviously falling asleep.

Yes, I was a little embarrassed. But not much: I suppose I'm learning that a body is a body and don't sweat it too much. The fact Kate's large soft breasts were also against me was not a bother. It seemed almost sweet.

"Would you like more coffee?" Alice asked. I nodded, handing her my empty cup. She went into the kitchen, coming out a minute later with fresh cups for both of us.

"I'll bet California is pretty this time of year," she said.

"It's beautiful," I agreed. "It's hard to believe it's winter out there."

"Are you seeing anyone?" she asked, looking at me questioningly. Yes, she was definitely interested.

I sighed. How the hell would I explain my situation? I'm engaged to three women, but that doesn't mean I'm not available?

"That's a yes," Alice said with a little laugh, trying to cover her disappointment.

I have to tell you, it's strange. I've never been what you would call 'sought after' before, yet now I seemed to attract women's attention. Of course, that could just be me fooling myself too. Maybe I just think I'm attractive, and Alice is just being polite.

But Alice is still leaned toward me, her eyes interested even though her mouth is a little down-turned now. She shrugs.

"I'm still looking," she admits.

"It's hard to find the right person," I admit. "I don't really know if there is a single perfect person out there." I almost feel guilty. Hell, I've found three. Yet each is very special in a different way.

"I wonder," Alice sighs. She smiles slightly at me, and my cock is waking up. I know that look now.

"You won't know if you don't keep looking," I tell her. She smiles.

"Are you coming on to me, Bud?" she asks.

"Would you like me to?" I say with a grin. My cock is really going now.

That's when I feel Katherine's hand on me. I look down and see she's sleeping. But her hand is on my cock and she touching me in her sleep.

She moans softly, moving her face up against my bulge. Alice looks at me, half shocked, half aroused.

"Is she asleep?" she asks.

I nod.

"Yeah," I tell her. "I guess she likes what she found."

Katherine moves her mouth against me, sucking at my cock through my pants. Damn, she's dreaming, and there's no doubt what she's dreaming about.

"She walks in her sleep too," I say, beginning to blush. Hey, sister or not, my cock is really enjoying this. So am I.

Alice looks at me, her eyes bright. I suddenly realize Hillsborough isn't the only place where seeing something really forbidden is really sexy too.

"Should you wake her up?" Alice asks. She smiles at me. I reach over for her.

Okay, I know. For God's sake, Bud, you left Hillsborough behind. You're in Minnesota, for God's sake!

And my sister is mouthing my cock, while her best friend, a long-time wet-dream of mine, slides over onto the sofa on my other side and kisses me.

Really kisses me. I slide my hand up her thigh and under her skirt, and she just spreads her legs in invitation. Her cotton panties are warm and soft and I cup her pussy as we kiss very deeply.

Katherine has found my cock head in her sleep and is sucking me, real moist and very well. I groan, sliding my fingers under Alice's little panties and feeling my fingers slide into her moist little slit.

"Oh, yes," she moans. "Oh, Bud, that's nice."

I finger her, holding her tight little body up against myself. Her full breasts are crushed against my chest and I slide a finger deep into her pussy. She moans in pleasure.

My sister has her hands down between her legs, touching herself as she sucks me in her sleep.

"Unfasten your pants," Alice whispers, her eyes shining. "See if she'll really suck your cock."

"You're wicked," I tell her.

She nods.

"You gonna do it?" she asks, half interested, half challenging.

God, I'd like to. But having my little sister suck me off? In her sleep? With our parents just dead?

"Maybe later," I tell her.

"Chicken," she says, but she kisses me again. "She's sucked my pussy, you know." Her eyes are just shimmering with arousal.

"Really?" I ask, moving my fingers a little deeper into her moistening pussy. She moans and thrusts her hips against my hand.

"Yes," she says. "We drank a little to much and got all friendly. It was sexy."

"Did she eat your pussy too?" I asked. God, this girl is getting hot.

"Yes," she says, kissing me even more wetly. "She ate my pussy. I came."

Her pussy is tightening on my fingers as she comes again. God, she feels great.

"I liked eating your pussy," I hear from my lap. Then I feel my pants start to unzip. I look down. Katherine is carefully avoiding my gaze, but she is pulling my prick out.

"Do you mind, Bud?" she asks. "I'm really turned on."

What could I say? No, get away from my penis? What are you, sick?

Your honor, it happened again. I was placed in a situation where my hormones took advantage of me. Surely, no jury in the world would convict me, this poor, weak, vulnerable man. I was taken advantage of once again.

Yeah, right.

My sister apparently took my silence as permission, because I felt her hot little tongue and warm lips slide over the head of my penis. Alice stares down at this, then grabs me, kissing me wildly.

Okay, I didn't expect this. But I certainly took advantage of it. My sister sucking my cock; a beautiful girl I've always had the hots for in my arms, my fingers buried in her pussy and our mouths interlocked. I groaned as I kissed Alice and fingered her hot little pussy.

And damn, my sister gives good head! She's not the crawl all over it and engulf it type. She plays with it, licking at the head and sliding her tongue just under the knob, while using her lips to massage and titillate you. She was going for the tip too, working her tongue around the little hole and sucking at it invitingly.

I can't believe it. I think of myself as the pervert, but my sister wanted to do this. With her brother!

And, I have to admit, that had me really going to. Okay, I'm a pervert. I think we both know that by now.

But I found myself staring down at Katherine in fascination. And Alice was watching too, apparently as turned on by it as I was.

"You going to fuck me with that later?" Alice asked, her eyes bright.

"I'm going to fuck both of you with that later," I said. Katherine moaned on my cock, and pulled back.

"Oh, yes, Bud," she said. "You can fuck your little sister any time you want to."

Okay, I know. It reads like a bad porno novel. Guy goes home, makes it with beautiful girl and his bisexual sister joins in. Sure, we believe that one, don't we?

I couldn't. I mean, it was happening and I still couldn't believe it.

But I sure as hell could enjoy it. And I did.

Alice slid down and moved Katherine off my cock, kissing Kate very thoroughly before she went down on me. And Kate moved up, looking at me almost nervously.

I kissed my sister. We kissed chastely, but only for a second. Then we were sucking at each other's mouths like horny teenagers. I slid my hand over her tit, her full little perky breasts I used to fantasize about being on other girls.

But now I was feeling up my sister, and fantasy was no longer necessary. Because Kate was kissing back and had her hand over mine, encouraging me to explore her breasts. She was unfastening her blouse for me and sliding my hand inside, onto her soft, hot breast.

Then she was pulling my hand down, encouraging me to go lower.

Touching your little sister's pussy for the first time in your life has to be one of the greatest experiences. I slid my hand into her pants and panties, and felt her soft pubic hair under my fingers and then I got hot, wet flesh and slick folds. Kate groaned as I shoved up between her legs, my hand pressed tight against her by the fabric of her pants. Then I was sliding into her, and Kate trembled, kissing me even more deeply.

"I want you in me," she said desperately. "Oh Christ, Bud, I want you to fuck me. Fuck your baby sister. Feel me up, Bud. Oh, shit I can't believe we're doing this. And I love it."

Okay, so I'm not the only sick one in the family. I found myself wondering if Kate was Tash too. Were we just genetically perverse? If you can't keep it in your pants, keep it in the family?

Fuck her, Bud," Alice said softly, pushing me towards my sister. "She doesn't get enough. Fuck her, then fuck me."

"Let's go upstairs," Kate suddenly said. "Lets get naked and get busy."

We all three giggled as we ran up the stairs. Alice and Kate were both stripping off their clothes, so I started to get mine off as well. WE were naked and freezing by the time we got to the bedroom.

We jumped under the covers, yelling as the cold sheets hit our flesh. But with three of us to cuddle and touch and rub together, the cold sheets and hot bodies were very arousing.

I pushed Kate down and slid down on her, sucking her little pussy into my mouth. I felt Alice against me, then she was sitting over my sister. I looked up to see her lower her gold fuzzed pussy into my sister's face and Kate opening her mouth in lewd anticipation. Then I moved up, sliding my cock between Kate's legs and pulling Alice to me and kissing her.

I felt Alice's large breasts as I kissed her, and I moved my very ready cock against my sister's pussy and pushed.

God, Katherine was so hot and tight, and she wrapped her legs around me, pulling me harder against her. I was fucking my sister, and making out with her best friend, the star of many of my teen-aged sexual fantasies. God, it was great.

Then Alice was moving down and pulling me to her, spreading her legs for me. Kate kissed me, her mouth tasting of her best friend's pussy, and she reached down to help guide my prick into her friend's twat.

I slid inside Alice and she almost screamed as she pulled me tightly against her.

"God," she groaned. "Oh, shit, fuck me. Fuck me with your sister-covered cock. Oh, shit!"

Okay, so the three of us are going crazy over incest. I mean, I found the fantasy sexy in Hillsborough. And it often was incest, though not on my part. The Angel/Daddy thing was just sexy fun, not real incest.

Yet here I am, fucking my willing and excited sister and her best friend is going crazy over it too.

We spent the next four hours in bed, and none of it was wasted sleeping. We had sex. All kinds of sex. I find out my sister likes anal sex, and Alice is fascinated, so I ended up butt-fucking both of them. And we ate, screwed, licked and tasted every orifice on one another. It was so sexy, so wild and just so much fun.

But finally we were all so exhausted, we couldn't go on. Not my cock: it was still hard and ready. I think Root has some kind of residual effect, or maybe it's just I've become insatiable.

But we were flagging, so we all three lay down and cuddled and touched and kissed until we fell asleep.

I woke up to see Katherine laying beside me, looking at me appraisingly.

"Do you hate me?" she asked.

I had to laugh.

"Not at all, Kate. Why?"

"We just broke every law of Man and of God," she said. Yeah, we both went through a phase of religiosity. I nodded.

"Yeah," I agreed. "But it was wonderful."

Kate smiled softly.

"Yeah, it was, wasn't it?" She snuggled up against me, cuddling her body against mine. "I just didn't want you to hate me. You come back from your first semester teaching, and we end up in bed together. What you must think of me. I'm sure the people back in Hillsborough would be horrified."

Kate stared at me as I burst into helpless laughter. The people in Hillsborough wouldn't give it a second thought. Or think it was great. But Kate didn't know that and I couldn't tell her, because I was laughing too hard. And I couldn't stop. Each time it would slow, I'd look at my naked little sister beside me and begin to laugh again.

The glass of cold water hit me in the face like a slap. I yelled and looked over to see a very concerned Alice, standing by the bed naked. She had a paper cup, now empty.

"Are you all right now?" she asked.

I smiled and nodded.

"I just couldn't stop laughing," I said.

"I'm sorry," Kate said, beginning to cry. "We were awful. You're laughing because you don't want to scream."

I folded her in my arms.

"No, Kate," I said tenderly. "I'm dating a mother and her daughter. It's incest, and I was afraid you'd never understand."

"A mother and her daughter?" Alice asked, intrigued. She sat on the side of the bed, wiping my wet face with a kleenex. "I have to hear about this."

We sat at the kitchen table downstairs, drinking tea. Alice and Katherine were both very skeptical of my story. I mean, I'd just had sex with both of them, even my sister, and now I'm telling them about my experiences in Hillsborough. About my three fiancees, how I met Mandy and Amanda, about Angel and Morgana and little Lea and her mother Carly and Leo and Cheryl and the whole wild thing. But I didn't get far before Alice cut me off.

"You think we're stupid," Alice finally said, almost angry. "If you want to have sex with Kate, have sex with her. You don't have to come up with all this stuff, as if to say it's okay." She got up, clearing the cups and taking them over to wash them.

But Katherine reached over, taking my hand. She knows me better than Alice. She looked intrigued.

"Is this all true?" she asked.

I nodded.

"Every bit of it," I said.

She nodded thoughtfully.

"We're not Dad's kids, you know," she said softly.

I stared at her.

Later we went upstairs, to Mom and Dad's room. Alice seemed to be getting over her tiff, though I think she thought I was full of shit.

But Kate's acceptance of my story seemed to mollify Alice a little.

Kate got into Mom's "treasure chest," her hope chest that now contained all her old memories. She dug deep under the old photos and quilts and jewelry boxes, and came up with a photo album.

"You know Mom was born in Arkansas," she said. "And she and Dad met in the late seventies, in Tennessee." I nodded. My dad's family was from Minnesota, but Mom was Southern, born and bred. They met as freshmen in college.

"You know Mom was only sixteen when she started college," Kate said. "Well, when she was fifteen, she was raped. Well, kind of raped." Kate opened the book and I was astounded to see a banner across a photo. HILL CARNIVALS it read. There was a very young mom, posing with a man not my father.

Kate turned the book so I could see it.

"This is our dad," she said. "After Mom had you, she wanted another kid. When that hadn't happened three years later between her and dad, she went back to the carnival and found Mark. That's our dad's name: Mark Tash. He got her pregnant again."

I looked at the photo, at a man who looked very much like me. He looked into the camera with an almost arrogant air, one very confident young guy.

"He didn't really rape mom," Kate said. "He just made her have sex with him. I know that doesn't make sense, but..."

"I understand," I said. "I really do." And I did. I know how Tashes are.

I am one.

"Well, she went back and got pregnant with me. She only told me last year. I had a minor ovarian cyst and the doctor wanted to know if there was a history of that on either side of the family. She had to explain to me that she didn't know much about our biological father's background.

"Were you upset?" I asked. Kate shook her head without hesitation.

"I was when I thought she'd really been raped. But she explained that she and Mark had a special relationship. She kept going back, even after I was born. They'd meet, have sex, spend a night together and she'd live and come back here. Dad didn't really understand, but he let her. He even encouraged her. I guess he knew there was something special going on."

"Did she tell you much about Tashes?" I asked. Kate shook her head again.

"She didn't really know much. He was a Carnie. He called himself that. It didn't seem to matter: they had a bond. That seemed to be enough."

"You never met Mark?" I asked.

"He died, she said softly. "There was some kind of fire. Lots of people died. The carnival quit going to Tennessee for a while. Mom used to fly down there, remember? For training seminars when we were little? That was her going to see Mark. After he died, she quit going."

I remembered something about a fire, something Leo or maybe it was Amanda who had told me. Maybe it was the same fire that Mark died in.

"So we're both Tashes," I said. Katherine shrugged.

"More or less, I guess."

We paged though the old book. There were several photos of the Carnival, a few with Marc in them. And other carnival workers, who had the obvious look of Hills and Tashes.

They were all our relatives.

Katherine sighed, moving up against me. She slid her arm around me and kissed my neck softly.

"Are you sure you're okay about last night?" she asked. "When I woke up and found your cock right there and you and Alice making out, I wanted to suck you. I've wanted to do that for years."

My cock was getting hard again. I smiled, snuggling my mouth against her fragrant chestnut hair.

"I wanted you too," I admitted. "I used to jack off over you and your friends. I usually imagined it wasn't really you, because I naturally assumed you really wouldn't want to have sex with your brother. I mean, it's a real Outsider way to think, but we were Outsiders then, both of us."

Katherine looked up at me provocatively.

"Now you're an insider?" she asked, sliding her hand down over my stiffening cock. "Do you want to be inside of me?"

"Don't forget me," Alice said, moving up against us both. "Maybe you two are perverts, but I'm your horny little friend, remember?"

We all three laughed as we began to make love again.
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Chapter 18

Okay, I'm wicked.

I mean, I come home to Minnesota, for my parent's funeral. I leave Hillsborough and all it's forbidden delights behind.

And I have sex with my little sister and her best friend the first night I'm here.

I guess forbidden delights are wherever you find them.

Alice was staying with Katherine and I. After all, she'd come to be with Kate. And they are good friends.

Okay, I know: I'm fucking them both. You don't think I feel bad? You don't think I'm torn with guilt and disgust over what I'm doing? You don't think having sex with my sister is gnawing at me?

Yeah, you're right. I don't feel bad at all. I feel great about it: I'm having a wonderful time.

We made final arrangements for my folks that day. I think Dad would be shocked at what happened, but somehow I also think Mom would understand. She's known a Tash, after all, and bore his children. Heck, maybe Dad would understand too, like her understood my mother going to Tennessee to see her lover.

The fact is, a lot of strange things happen, and not just in Hillsborough. My great-grandfather had two bastard sons by his mistress. And while the family wasn't happy about it, they lived through it. And I have a Lesbian aunt, who's lived with her "friend" for nearly ten years. Some of the family simply ignores this and pretends they're just good friends, but it's a fact.

I realized maybe I was the victim of distorted thinking: I kept assuming Hillsborough is weird and the rest of the world is normal. The fact is, there's a little bit of Hillsborough everywhere. The Outside word just ignores it, just like my family ignores the fact Aunt Delia is gay.

I spent most of the day settling my parent's affairs. Kate was still in mourning. Last night was quite possibly a part of that: an affirmation of life in the face of death. Kate still would suddenly burst into tears at certain things, and I understood, because I did too.

Alice was a godsend. She's actually pretty level-headed, and stayed out of the way as well as being there if you needed her. She has a deft touch that way. No wonder she wants to be a nurse.

That afternoon Uncle Joe dropped by. He and his wife have five kids, and would like my parents house. They'd like to rent from Kate and I, who inherited it.

That was great. We gave them a nice deal, while ensuring us both a small monthly income. And taking care of my folks things was suddenly relieved: They could do much of it.

Their kids came along as well. Their daughters are twelve and fourteen and yes, I admit I was checking them out. The twelve year old was particularly cute.

But I quickly noticed a big difference. I've been working with twelve and fourteen year olds on a daily basis in Hillsborough. But these girls and their sixteen year old brother, were complete brats.

No, not sexy brats, flirting or being "bad." Spoiled little children, with foul mouths and bad attitudes.

Okay, I'll be honest. I wanted to tie the girls up and spank the crap out of them both. And their brother too. And yes, that was a sexy little fantasy. I admit I got wood thinking about it.

But I had a headache within an hour of them arriving. They were loud, obnoxious and rude. The fourteen year old was inappropriately sexual, not flirting but more just flaunting herself in a very unpleasant way. I suddenly realized that a girl acting this way in Hillsborough would get herself raped.

But face it, a girl acting this way in Minnesota could get herself raped too. No may mean no, but that's in polite society and a perfect world.

Jaclyn was cruising for a rape. Or a gang-bang.

After they left, I walked out on the porch and had a smoke. And realized I'm not in California any more. The temperature was seven below zero, with a wind that cut through you like a razor. I shivered as I tried to inhale the blessedly warm smoke from my cigarette.

I was home, in a way. I was raised in this house and it felt right and familiar.

But I also felt I'd brought home with me. Because Hillsborough was here too, very much a part of me now.

I felt an odd tingle, like a sudden surge of energy. I stood and looked out over the cold winter landscape and realized my life would never be the same.

I went back into the house. No wonder I'd never picked up the smoking habit in Minnesota. I was shivering from the cold.

Kate looked up at me and smiled. She was dressed pleasantly, in slacks and a simple blouse, and just looked fresh and sweet.

"I'm sure glad you came, Bud," she said. "I don't know what I would have done without your help." I smiled, taking her in my arms. She moved up against me in a most unsisterly way.

"I'm glad we got the other problem out of the way too," she said, kissing me very nicely. I kissed back and we tongue wrestled for a little while.

"You're sure you're okay with that?" I asked when we finally broke away.

Katherine sighed and moved over to the sofa, patting the seat beside her. I sat and she lay across my lap, looking up at me.

"You remember Royce-Anne?" she asked.

I nodded. She was a girl who have lived across the way for a couple of years, when Kate was about twelve.

"Yeah," I said. "She was cute." Royce-Anne really was. I used to touch her body, and surprisingly, she'd let me. We'd never had sex, but I'd sure enjoyed feeling her up. I never tried getting under her clothes, but later I'd realized she probably wouldn't have minded.

"Her brother was fucking her," Katherine said.

"Really?" I asked, remembering her big, rather dim, brother. He was most likely borderline retarded, though he was a really nice kid.

"Yeah," Kate said, crinkling her eyes up at me. "He fucked me too. He was my first."

I stared at Kate. I'd figured she'd had sex, but had never imagined she was only twelve when she'd started. I guess I had a naive view my little sister was chaste and pure, despite her rather sexual way around her friends.

"I didn't know," I admitted.

"Royce and I did things too," she said. "I was a little slut, I'm afraid."

I shook my head. I had no idea.

"I'm surprised," I said.

"I always wanted to do you," she said. "I knew you were shy around girls, and figured maybe you'd like to learn with me."

I stared at her. Boy, you go through life with these assumptions, like your little sister is off limits. Then you find out she'd have been willing, if I'd only tried.

"I wish I'd known," I told her.

Kate smiled up at me provocatively.

"Well, you know now," she said.

I slid my hand over her full breast.

"My bisexual slut sister," I said. Kate grinned.

"Yuppers," she said. "That's me."

I felt her, getting turned on again. Yes, I know. Breasts are sexy, but touching your sister's breast, and having her enjoy it, was a very new level of sexy.

"I'm a pervert," I said.

"Cool," Kate said with a grin. "I was always afraid you were gay or something."

"Really?"

"Well, not really. I knew you liked girls. But you were always so polite and shy. And when you started College to become a teacher, you got even worse. It was almost like you were afraid of women."

I had to think about that. Afraid? Well, I wanted to be a good teacher, and maybe I did equate that with being kind of asexual. I'd had a a couple of lovers in College, but neither relationship had been very passionate.

Maybe I was afraid of sex, at least back then. Heck, I was nineteen when I lost my virginity. Except for that one blow job in tenth grade, I'd never had sex until then.

"Maybe I was," I admitted.

"You've sure changed," she said, reaching down to unfasten her blouse for me. "I like the new Bud."

"So do I," I told her, sliding my hand over her hot breast.

"Are you really doing a mother and her daughter?" she asked.

I nodded.

"Yes," I said.

"How old is the daughter?" she asked. I realized I hadn't gotten that far before Alice cut me off yesterday. I'd mentioned names, but not a whole lot of detail. I began to blush.

"Oooooh," Kate said, smiling wickedly. "She must be young. Is she younger than me?"

I nodded.

"Is she under eighteen?" she asked, a tiny bit nervously.

I nodded.

Kate looked at me, uncertainly.

"Is she under sixteen?" she asked, more nervousness creeping into her voice. "And isn't this Angel girl younger than she is?" I could see my sister processing this. And she looked more and more concerned as she did so.

I nodded.

"Bud," she said, pushing my hand from her breast and sitting up. "How old is she? Is she a student of yours? Are you aware of how illegal this is?"

I sighed. I couldn't blame her. I worried about that too.

"So is fucking your sister," I told her. But that just made Katherine's expression darken.

"Yeah, but I'm old enough to decide whether I want to or not. How young are these girls you're fucking?" She looked at me, her expression going rigid.

"Fourteen," I admitted. Her eyes went wide. She looked positively enraged.

"Fourteen?" she repeated, her voice tight. "You're having sex with a fourteen year old? Bud, what the hell's wrong with you?"

Okay, call me a masochist. But now that the truth was out, I wanted to get it all off my chest.

"That's Mandy," I told her. "Angel's twelve."

I never realized my sister had a hell of a right hook until it slammed into my chin. I fell back on the sofa, my head spinning.

"You fucking pervert!" she hissed. "Baby-raping sicko. Shit, I can't believe I fucked you!"

She got up and ran for the upstairs. I had a sudden vision of her calling the police and reporting her sick, twisted, pedophile brother to the authorities.

I got up and followed her, more sad than anxious.

She was right: What was I thinking? I went up to the bedroom, half expecting to find her calling the cops. But she was sprawled on the bed, crying and screaming.

"What happened?" Alice asked as she came into the room behind me.

"He's fucking little girls!" Kate spat out. "He's a fucking pervert!" Alice looked up at me suspiciously.

"How little?" she asked.

I sighed. I sure didn't want to go there right now: the youngest girl I've fucked, or only the ones I've mentioned? I decided to try to handle the problem at hand first.

"Fourteen," I told her.

"And twelve," Kate added harshly. "Don't forget little Angel. Jesus Christ, Bud, that's disgusting!"

Yes, it was. I knew that. I didn't feel bad: It was Hillsborough and these were Hill girls. But Kate and Alice would never understand that.

"It's not like you think," I said. But she really did understand. I was fucking under-aged girls. God, I hadn't mentioned Lea was nine. I didn't want to to even bring up little Suzie.

Oddly, I felt no shame, none at all. I just felt regret that Kate would never be able to know why I did it. What I had discovered, and was still discovering, in Hillsborough.

Here I was the outsider, the freak. I was the odd one.

I was a Hill.

Alice looked at me speculatively.

"They are willing, aren't they?" she asked.

I nodded.

"Certainly," I said. Then I decided to go ahead and cut my throat. "I'm having sex with their mothers too," I added.

I heard Kate's shriek from the bed. But Alice gasped slightly, her eyes big and her face flushing slightly.

"At the same time?" she asked, her voice slightly rough.

I nodded.

"Mother with daughter too," I added. No, I wasn't just making it worse, not with Alice at least.

It was turning her on.

"Really?" she asked, her tone almost plaintive. It was like she wanted to believe me, but was afraid to. She wanted it to be real.

"All the time," I said, seeing her nipples straining at her knit shirt. God, she was very aroused.

"You're pulling my leg," she said. I smiled.

"Nope," I said. "The first time I fucked Mandy, her mother was in bed with us."

Alice groaned slightly, her legs tightening together. I realized she'd probably just come in her pants. She looked at me, her eyes burning with excitement now.

"You did them both?" she asked, her voice even huskier.

"And they did each other," I admitted.

Alice moved up against me, rubbing her crotch on my thigh. I was amazed when my thigh got wet: my lord, this girl was creaming herself royally. She'd soaked her pants clear through and was soaking mine too.

"She was fourteen?" she asked, and my thigh got hotter and wetter as she came again.

"Yep," I told her. "The hottest little fourteen year old you've ever seen. And her mother is fantastic. They kiss each other so sexily."

Alice shoved up against me, pushing her body on mine and kissing me. She was so aggressive I overbalanced backwards and we fell onto the bed, Alice on top of me.

"Oh, shit!" she moaned. The pupils of her eyes were so large they looked unreal. She kissed me again, mashing her lips against mine and rubbing herself on me. She groaned and trembled as she came yet again.

Kate pulled her leg out from under me and I felt her moving. I looked over to see my sister looking at us, her face suffused with disgust and also a certain curiosity.

"You think that's sexy, Al?" Al, by the way, is what Kate calls Alice occasionally.

"Yes," Alice gasped, kissing me once again, her hands moving over my body. "Oh, shit, yes!" she moaned.

"She's only fourteen," Kate said.

"You were twelve," Alice shot back, turning to look up at her. "Your lover was nineteen. You weren't complaining."

"That was different," Kate objected. "Lee was... special."

"Lee was nineteen," Alice said. "An adult. A baby raper, just like your brother. The brother you've been fucking, by the way."

Kate went scarlet. She looked at the floor, embarrassed now by Alice's words.

"That's different," she said again, only softly now.

"It's incest," Alice said. "Brother-fucking. It's not your garden variety sex, girl."

Kate nodded, still staring at the floor. Hell, I knew exactly how she felt. It's great fun when you're doing it, and then the doubts and guilt rushes in.

I've been there. A lot. But Alice wasn't finished.

"You fucked both Lee and Royce, at the same time. She was his little sister. Hell, she was what? Ten? Eleven?"

"Something like that," Kate admitted.

"You were making it with a brother and his sister. Is making it with a mother and her daughter any different? Incest is incest, however you cut it."

Kate nodded.

"But we were kids," she said. "Bud's an adult. He's fucking little girls."

I almost blushed at that. Hell, Mandy was mature, compared to some of my escapades. But I wasn't about to open that particular can of worms right now.

"Willing young women," I said. "Girls from a very different place. Hillsborough is not Minnesota. Hell, it's not even really California. They accept it there."

"Really?" Kate asked, finally looking up at me. She obviously didn't believe me.

"They really do," I said. "When Mandy seduced me, her mother was right there helping. I was the innocent one." I almost winced, hearing how really stupid that sounded.

But Katherine smiled slightly.

"That I can believe," she said. "You've never been a Casanova with women."

I nodded. Heck, before Hillsborough I was pretty much a washout with women. I'd managed, but it sure wasn't easy for me.

"He's pretty good now," Alice said, smiling down at me.

"I loosened up a lot," I told her.

"Yeah," she said, kissing me again. "You fucked your sister. That was so sexy, you two. I got so hot watching."

"You weren't just watching," Katherine said, sitting on the bed. "You were helping." Then Kate was joining our kiss, and the three of us were sharing mouths and tongues.

Kate hadn't abandoned the discussion, I knew. She'd just let it slide until later.

"Mmmmmmmm," Kate said, as she slid her hand between Alice and I, down at crotch level. "I love when Al gets all wet like that."

I moaned as my sisters fingers moved over the lump of my cock. God, she has talented little fingers.

"I think Bud should fuck Jaclyn," Alice said softly. "She was practically begging today."

I moaned. Yeah, sexy thought. But I also knew there was no way I'd really do her.

"She's a spoiled brat," Kate said, tightening on my cock as she spoke. "But I'd like to see him spank her. Bare-assed and naked."

"Mmmmmmm," Alice moaned. "That would be nice."

Okay, so my sister and her friend are a little perverted. Hey, it they weren't, we wouldn't all three be in bed together, right?

"He could fuck her ass, too," Alice said, her voice tight. She was a little firebrand. God, I wish I'd known that years ago. Of course, years ago, I wasn't ready for it anyway.

"Would you really fuck Jaclyn?" Kate asked, still touching my prick. She was uncertain, half interested, half shocked.

"Probably not," I said, sliding my hand down over Alice's sweet little ass, finding her wet crotch and feeling her. God, that was nice. "She's a little Outsider cunt. She'd call the cops and that would be it."

"What if she weren't?" Alice asked, spreading her legs so I could get deeper between her legs.

"I'd give her just what she's inviting," I said. "I'd rape her."

Alice let out a sobbing moan, and her pants got wetter yet. Shit, my cock was soaking now, and Kate's hand as well.

"I like your wet pussy," I told her. "I like your wet pants too." Sure, I'm not ashamed. It's sexy. Nothing wrong with that, right?

Of course, given the other things I've done and found sexy, I guess that's not an obvious question, right? There's some pretty twisted things in my sexual past now.

"She deserves it," Alice moaned. "She's a spoiled little bitch."

"She's only fourteen," Kate said, obviously shocked by Alice's comment.

"Yeah, I know," Alice groaned, coming yet again. Damn, she's a juice factory.

"Alice gets so wet," Kate said. "I think it's sexy."

I nodded. Then again, I've had girls piss in my lap. But I like wet, a lot.

"If she came on to you, would you fuck her?" Alice asked. I had my fingers buried between her legs, pushing the thin fabric of her pants into her pussy cleft and going for ass as well. She didn't say anything, but she was moving so I could get to both openings more easily.

"If she were Hill, sure," I said. "But she's just a Outsider twat. She's not worth it." I meant it. A lousy little lay, (and face it, she'd be no great lover) with the possibility of getting jailed for it, just wasn't worth it.

But I have to admit, a part of my mind was already mulling over what might happen, if I got the chance. It was almost like my brain knew there might come an opportunity, and I should take it if it presented itself.

I just let my mind keep thinking about it. No, I wasn't quite planning it.

I just wasn't entirely dismissing the possibility of it either.

Kate was starting to unzip me and I slid a hand over her little pussy. She smiled, spreading herself invitingly. Her jeans were tight and rode up in her pussy, a style she's always preferred. I used to get wood seeing my sister in pants like this, but now I was being invited to do much more than just look. I slid my fingers up into her warm cleft, feeling her through her jeans.

"What say we smoke a little grass?" Kate asked. "Do you do that, Bud?"

I nodded. I wasn't going to tell them that grass was baby's play compared to some of the drugs I'd used lately.

Kate got up and went to get into her luggage. Alice looked down at herself, her pants soaked through the crotch and down the inner thighs.

"I look like I peed myself," she giggled.

"Yeah, I like that too," I told her with a grin.

"Really?" she asked, looking thoughtful. "What else do you like?"

I grinned.

"The question is what I don't like. And I haven't found anything I didn't like yet."

Alice smiled. I know she thought I was bull-shitting her, but she also got the idea. Our play could go as far as she wanted.

"Here's the pot," Kate said, sitting on the bed and holding out a joint.

I smiled at her. Her blouse was mostly unfastened and the swell of her breasts was marvelous to behold. Yes, it's sexy when your sister is suddenly not off limits to enjoy any more.

I see why Hills seem like such a happy bunch at times.

Kate saw me looking and pulled her blouse shut.

"You're bad," she said, but she smiled shyly too.

"Very bad," I agreed.

"I still don't know about you having sex with little girls," she said. "That's pretty perverse."

I nodded.

"It is. But Hillsborough isn't like anywhere else I've ever been. Kids have sex with each other, brothers and sisters often are each other's first lovers."

Kate shuddered. Then she sighed.

"Well, Royce-Anne and her brother were lovers, and I thought that was kind of sweet. I guess it's all in your point of view. But little girls..."

I laughed.

"A Hill girl isn't just a little girl. They're damned mature for their age, and as likely to come on to you as to let you approach them. It's just accepted there."

Katherine nodded. Hell, she was having less problem with it than I did. Maybe she's right: maybe I'm just kind of a prude. Because she seemed to be accepting something I'd taken months to get over.

"Yeah," Kate said. "I mean, I was seventeen and had a lover who was thirty two. And it seemed foolish that it was technically illegal."

"Just like making love to your sister is technically illegal," I said, taking her in my arms. She smiled up at me, her eyes inviting.

"Want to break the law?" she asked.

We never did get around to smoking the grass. I started kissing my sister and slid my hand under her open blouse. Then Alice was there. She looked at me.

"Can I be really twisted?" she asked. Her eyes were shining.

I slid my hand between her legs, really turned on by her soaked crotch.

"If it makes you wetter, go ahead," I said. I began to rub her through her soaked pants and she moaned. I rubbed faster and her crotch was suddenly hot and getting even wetter.

"Oh, shit," she moaned. "I love soaking my pants."

Kate smiled over at me, her excitement obvious.

"I love it too," she said.

"That makes three of us," I said.

"What did you want to do that's really twisted?" Kate asked Alice. My sister was obviously interested.

Alice shrugged.

"It's kinky," she admitted. "We don't really have to."

"Now you have to tell us," I told her. Kate's hand was down with mine, fingering her deliciously wet crotch.

"I wanta dress up like a twelve year old virgin and have you abuse me," she said. Then she blushed, bringing up her hands and hiding her face.

"I can't believe I told you that," she said, her voice muffled by her hands.

I looked at Kate. She looked at me and shrugged.

"It's not like she's really twelve," Kate said softly. Her brown eyes were doubtful, but I understood that. Hell, I've dragged myself through enough doubts. I sure can understand Kate having a few.

"No," I said, "It's just a game. I have no problem with it. In fact," I said, turning to Alice, "Angel and I play that all the time."

Her fingers spread and her blue eyes peeked from behind them, their pupils very large.

"Really?" She asked. "The twelve year old?"

"Oh, Christ," Kate sighed. "She just had a really juicy one." Kate was shifting on the bed: she was getting very turned on too.

"I think you're Mormon," I told Alice. She uncovered her face, her confusion obvious.

"Mormon?" she asked.

"I don't care how you bring 'em," I said, in my best Western accent, "as long as you Brigham Young."

She chortled.

"That's wicked!" Alice said.

"It's supposed to be," I told her.

Kate looked over at me, shaking her head.

"You really have changed, Bud," she said. "You're not the same guy who left here a year ago."

"Is that good or bad?" I asked. I expected something about being a baby-raper, but Katherine just grinned wryly.

"I'm fucking you, aren't I?" she asked.

I guess that answered that.

"Go put on your pajama's," I told Alice. "Go to bed and then I'll come up and do some very wicked things."

Alice's reaction shocked me. If I thought she was wet earlier, that was nothing. She grunted hard, looking almost shocked as she very obviously had a hard orgasm. It was so wet, the come spraying out of the crotch of her jeans.

"Oh, Jesus," she said softly. "Oh, fuck, that was a good one."

I looked at her curiously.

"You were abused?" I asked.

She smiled and nodded.

"Kind of," she admitted. "My father. He really couldn't help himself and the fact was, I didn't want him to stop. I was nine when he gave me my first orgasm. And it went on through my early teens." She was touching herself now, rubbing her pussy through her soaking pants.

"I still masturbate thinking about my father. He loved me all wet like I am now. In fact..." Alice stopped, blushing.

"It's okay," I told her. "It's sexy. Anything you say won't shock me." I meant it.

But she did shock me, I have to admit.

"I used to put a straw up my Qui Qui," she said. "It made me pee pee helplessly." She grunted as she came again. There was a pool of wet on the bed beneath her now.

"Really?" Kate asked. She looked shocked, but also fascinated.

Alice nodded.

"I guess I'm really sick," she said, looking sad.

"Angel's peed in my lap," I told her. "And that's mild. I told you I'm a pervert."

Alice looked up at me, her blue eyes bright. I could almost imagine her at nine, and fleetingly wished I had known her then.

"My daddy used to play with me when he thought I was asleep," she said, still masturbating herself softly. Her nipples were very erect: obviously, this whole thing was a major turn-on for her. "I'd pretend to sleep, so he wouldn't stop. He'd touch my little titties and my pussy and my butt. And he'd touch himself."

I nodded. Hey, just because a dad does that doesn't mean the little girl can't see it as pleasurable. Wrong or not, the girl shouldn't feel bad if she liked it. Women sometimes orgasm during rape, but that shouldn't mean they were somehow responsible for the rape or that this made the rape okay.

"You liked it," I said, smiling gently at her to let her know that was all right.

"Yes, I did," she said, touching herself harder now. "Like I love this: I'm soaking wet and so is the bed. It excites me. It happened when I was younger too."

I nodded. Alice looked almost fearful, like at any moment I would suddenly realize how sick or disgusting her desires were. She felt vulnerable.

"That's okay," Katherine told her. "I have some twisted fantasies too," she added.

"Not as bad as mine," Alice said.

Kate actually laughed, shaking out her chestnut hair.

"You might be surprised," she said.

"I thought we'd shared all those," Alice said.

"You didn't tell me about your dad," Kate pointed out. "If you can omit a few things, so can I."

I turned to look at Kate. She was smiling, her face slightly flushed.

"So you have a secret too?" I asked. Kate looked at me and nodded.

"I wasn't going to tell you, ever," she said. "I knew you'd never understand. I kind of lied when I told you about our father."

I looked at her in surprise.

"You mean we're not Tash?" I asked. She gave me an embarrassed smile.

"No, we're Tash," she said. "Mark really was our dad, both of us."

"Then what did you lie about?" I asked.

Kate looked over at Alice.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I lied to you too." Alice looked surprised, but then smiled at her supportively.

"Hey, we both did," Alice told her. "Sometimes family secrets are like that. I never told you about my dad because I was afraid you just wouldn't understand."

"If I'd known about you and your dad, maybe I wouldn't have been so embarrassed," Kate said. She inhaled deeply and looked at us both.

"Mom caught me fucking Lee when I was thirteen," she said. "I was with him and Royce-Anne, out in the garage."

"So she knew," I said.

"Yes," she said. "And she thought I should know more, before I got myself pregnant or something."

"You had sex with your mother?" Alice gasped. No, there was no horror or disgust. Alice was staring at Kate in pure, carnal fascination.

"No," Kate said. "I didn't go to summer camp that year. I went with Mom to Tennessee." She took a deep breath. She'd kept this secret for a lot of years.

"I met our father down there," she said to me. "I met Mark Tash. And I had his baby."
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Chapter 19

I sat in the living room with Kate, sharing a glass of wine. She was seated on the sofa beside me, her shorty nightgown giving me a very nice view of her lacy panties and dark-haired pussy beneath."So I never told you," she said. "You thought I was at the fat farm, when I was really giving birth to our father's baby."

I shook my head. Sure, I was a kid. I accepted that my sister was at camp on summer, then that she'd just gained some weight, then went to a diet camp that next spring.

She'd come home slender, so it had obviously worked.

"What happened to the baby?" I asked.

"It's with the Hills," she said. I felt my skin give a little jump.

"The Hills?" I asked.

"Yeah," she said. "Relatives of Mark's. I don't know where, but that's okay. I know it's okay."

I nodded. She had that same odd certitude I'd seen in Amanda and Mandy, that knowing without really knowing at all. I was suddenly struck with the realization that my sister was as Tash as I was. It was likely she had the same odd intuitive powers as well, what Amanda calls Witchcraft.

Alice came into the room. I turned and my face went white: I'm sure of it.

Her hair was in pigtails and her face only lightly made up, to accentuate her youth. Her little outfit was white and very see-through. A full babydoll top, with little white panties exposed just below, very white and very satin.

She held her hands behind herself, swaying sexily. Damn, she did it as well as Angel. Her body sure wasn't that of a twelve year old, and I realized with a wicked thrill I knew that from personal, and rather extensive, experience.

But this was her fantasy and I was really looking forward to fulfilling it.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

I nodded, and she yawned.

"I really am sleepy," she said. "What was that you gave me, Kate?" Kate grinned at her.

"Just something nice to help you sleep, sweetheart," she said, in a very maternal tone. "Daddy likes it when you sleep soundly."

I looked at Katherine, my own excitement rising.

"You drugged her?" I asked.

Kate nodded.

"Rufies," she said. "She'll be all fucked up and helpless."

"Cool!" Alice said. "Now, don't get me all excited. I want my pussy to be dry when he starts."

"Just go upstairs and lay down in the little bed," Kate told her. "And your daddy will come up and tuck you in later."

Alice nodded eagerly and took off up the stairs.

"She looks great," I told Kate.

She nodded.

"And the rufies will put her right out. She'll be kind of aware but helpless. I know," Kate said, with a nasty little smile herself. "I take it for parties, when I want to be the favors."

I shook my head. God, my sister was just full of surprises.

"I never knew," I said. Kate laughed.

"It's Minnesota, Bud," she said. "What else is there to do?"

I realized later, when I was headed up the stairs, that my perception that Hillsborough was the only twisted place in America was way off. It's everywhere, if you know where to find it.

Alice was sound asleep in the little twin bed. The room was small too: It had been Kate's, when she was little. And it was still decorated like a little girl's room, with frilly drapes and pictures of cartoon dragons on the walls.

Alice was laying on her side, snoring very softly. I reached over and touched her shoulder, but she didn't wake up.

I sat on the bed. Yes, my cock was pounding. You know this is a fantasy of mine.

And I'd been admiring Alice for years, since she was very little. Now she was in a drugged sleep, helpless and totally available.

I slid down her blanket off her chest. She surprised me by looking up, her eyes having trouble focusing.

"Daddy?" she asked. She looked at me, then smiled.

"Bud," she said. "That's right. You'll be my daddy tonight." She rolled over against me. "I love my daddy," she said. Her voice was slurred and I wasn't sure just how aware she was of what was really happening.

Okay, I admit it. That made the whole thing much sexier.

I slid a hand over Alice's breast, feeling her very softly through the diaphanous material of her top. She moaned slightly in her sleep.

I began to pet her gently, imagining I was her father, petting my little daughter as she slept. I slid my hand down over her belly, and up to just under her breasts, where I stopped. I petting downward again, reaching the top of her little panties. And up again, accidental," getting a feel of the swell of her breasts.

"I have two sisters," she said softly, her eyes still closed. "I want you to fuck my two sisters. They need to learn."

She was really gone, I realized: too drugged to be really aware of what was happening. It was almost like she was sleeping, saying things in her drugged state she'd never say if she was aware and normal.

A bit of drool escaped from the corner of her mouth. God, she really was helpless.

I slid my hand down, finding her panties and sliding just under their waistband. She moved slightly in her sleep, but didn't really seem to notice. I moved down further under their fabric, feeling the soft down of her pubic hair engulf my finger tips.

"I need to learn, Daddy," she said, her voice slurred. Her eyes were open again, but unseeing. She was totally stoned. "Teach me all the things you want me to know. Make me your special little girl."

I leaned over and kissed her and she kissed very clumsily back. I slid my tongue into her mouth and she tried to use her own tongue back, too drugged to do a good job.

"Oh, Daddy," she said. "Daddy, I love when you touch me. Make me happy, Daddy. Make yourself happy too."

I took her hand and slid it onto my cock. She rubbed me, again very clumsily. She was very drugged.

"Do your things, Daddy. Make me get wet, Daddy. Please, Daddy, I want you to."

She snuggled up against me, moving her hips against my hand invitingly. I moved down between her legs, touching her hot, wet pussy.

She moaned, rubbing my cock harder.

I moved my other hand over her breasts, more aggressively now. She was so stoned, I could do anything I wanted to her. The thought of an unwilling woman suddenly hit me, too stoned and confused to know what was happening.

Then it wasn't a woman: it was a young girl, a child.

I groaned, my arousal so extreme it almost hurt.

I slid my fingers into Alice's pussy, She was very wet inside, though it wasn't soaking her pussy yet. I gently fucked her, feeling her soft inner flesh yielding to my invading fingers.

She moaned and said something, but it was unintelligible.

I pulled my fingers out of her and got up. I pulled off my pants and underwear, then sat back down on the bed, taking her hand and putting it on my naked cock.

Then I slid my hand down between her legs, feeling her though her slick satin panties. She moaned, touching my cock without being aware of just what she was doing.

Okay, I'm a pervert. She was too drugged to really know or even figure out what was really going on. And, yes, that really excited me. I touched her pussy harder, feeling her through her panties.

"Oh, Christ, Bud, that is so sexy." It was Kate, standing at the door and staring. I smiled at her.

"You can touch her too," I said. "She can't stop you."

Kate trembled.

"You're a sick human being, Bud," she said with a very small smile. And then she was moving over to the bed.

I slid my fingers under Alice's panties, and into her wet slit again.

Kate knelt by the bed, looking down at the sleeping face of her friend.

"I wish she'd told me about her daddy," Kate said softly. "Then I could have told her about mine."

I nodded. I certainly understood that.

"I thought you didn't approve of that," I said.

Katherine blushed, then looked up at me.

"I love young girls," she admitted. "I'm always checking out her sisters. When you said you were actually having sex with girls that young, I think I was jealous. I'm sorry I yelled at you."

"You're very bi," I said.

She nodded.

"Guys are okay, but girls are better," she said. "I think they're sexier."

I nodded. Hey, I totally understand that. I think girls are sexier too.

"I think you're pretty sexy," I said with a grin.

She smiled, then leaned over to begin kissing Alice. I watched her mouth working at the drugged girl's, and moaned. Shit, that was sexy.

I may have said this before, but there are simply not enough words for sexy, arousing, hot things. And watching my sister kissing her very best friend, a friend who was so drugged she couldn't stop her even if she wanted to, was just too arousing to describe.

And I was fingering her pussy, feeling her up, taking my time as I explored her young slit and the edges of her cunt, then slid inside of it and deeper into her.

"Her sisters are so cute," Kate said, looking up at me. "Both blonde, both very slender. Lisle has just starting little tits. She's eleven. And Melinda is fifteen, and just hot."

I moaned. Okay, I know. I tried to swear off the younger ones. Of course, now I could always assuage my guilt by saying they were much older than some of my lovers had been.

"And then there's her daughter," Kate added.

Okay, my cock gave a hard jump. Alice had a daughter? What had I done, slept through my teen years? Why hadn't I known?

"It was kept secret," Kate said, as if answering my question and I suddenly wondered if she had the same gift Mandy seemed to have to read minds. Then another question formed in my mind, a question I needed to know the answer to. I filed it away, but it was glowing in the back of my mind like a coal.

Alice moaned, reaching down to pet my hand as I touched her pussy. She was getting really wet and her panty's were beginning to get soaked. I fucked her more deliberately, wanting her to come and soak herself even more.

Kate moved toward me and kissed me, her mouth tasting of Alice's.

"I really am a pervert, Bud," she admitted. "I try to play the nice girl, but fucking you was one of the high points of my life."

I kissed her, and we both felt up her unconscious girlfriend.

"Let's drug Jaclyn and you can play with her," Kate suddenly said. I looked at her, pretending shock.

"You said she's only fourteen," I pointed out. "That's naughty."

Kate actually groaned.

"Yeah," she said, moving her body against me. "I know. Drugging her and using her while she's helpless is really naughty, too."

"You're terrible!" I said.

"I fucked my daddy," she said. "I'm worse than you thought."

"I liked Jaclyn's little sister better," I admitted.

Katherine smiled, moving her body even tighter against me.

"Amber?" she asked. "You wouldn't have to drug her. She's let me feel her up through her clothes. She's hot."

Now is was my turn to moan. God, the hot little twelve year old was willing, apparently.

"She's virgin," Kate whispered hoarsely. "You could put your cock in that tight little pussy while I watched."

Okay, I know. Your Honor, I tried. I really did. I even left Hillsborough, with no intent whatsoever of fucking anyone, much less my sister and her girlfriend. And then they offered me all these delights. I was weak. I admit it.

Is there such a thing as diminished capacity due to extreme sexual arousal, your Honor? Is it really fair to offer a poor, weak man his most forbidden fantasies, then punish him for being too weak to say no? Isn't that entrapment?

I looked at my sister and smiled. To hell with it.

"I'd fuck Amber in a second," I told her.

We had a great time with Alice. She was pretty well out of it now, and could only moan and move a little as we stripped off her pajamas and touched her. I spread her legs obscenely wide and touched her exposed, helpless pussy, spreading her even more open to examine her at my leisure.

Kate loved it. She watched in fascination as her unconscious girlfriend was posed and molested. Alice is so hot anyway, and her naked body, completely available to use and misuse as we saw fit, was just unreal and so exciting. We rolled her over and played with her ass as well. I slid a finger deep into her, and Kate moved up to push her fingers into her ass as well.

"I love ass," she said softly. "I hoped you would." I nodded. Kate had no idea how much I loved it, but I hoped she'd like to learn.

Fucking an unconscious girl is so cool. She was limp and still, just making little moans as I drove my cock into her spread pussy. I could pull her legs far apart and shove deep into her, and she just lay, helpless to join in or to try and stop it.

Her eyes did open at one point and manage to focus on me. And then she came, an amazingly wet come that just soaked the bed and my cock and thighs. It just gushed from her!

"Oh, Daddy," she managed to moan. "You made me all wet." She smiled and drifted away again.

I came in her flaccid pussy. Yes, it was really sick, but also one of the most arousing fucks I've ever had.

I got up and Kate took my arm.

"You have to fuck me too," she said. "God, I'm so horny. I want to get in the bed and you can fuck me while we feel her up."

I grinned and nodded. I understood. Hell, it sounded great to me too.

Kate stripped off her clothes and crawled into bed with Alice. I took off the rest of mine and went to the side of the bed.

"Let me make that hard again," Katherine said, sucking my dripping cock into her mouth. She moaned at the tastes of Alice on me.

Like I've said, Katie gives great head. And it wasn't very long at all before her mouth and tongue and fingers had me hard again. And damn: watching my naked little sister suck my cock was hugely exciting in itself.

Then Kate crawled under the covers in the little bed, holding them up for me.

I was on top of two naked girls, one drugged and sleeping, the other very awake and very active. Kate was having me fuck her, then move onto her unconscious girlfriend to fuck her too. Then I'd move back and enter my sister again.

Katherine was mewling and grunting, so excited she was trembling hard as I screwed her. We were kissing, and kissing the unresponsive Alice as well.

"I want to fuck her ass," I said.

"Yes!" Kate said, her eyes bright. "Fuck her little butt. She can't stop you."

"Is she virgin there?" I asked. Yes, that really excited me.

"Who cares?" Kate said. "You can fuck it, virgin or not."

We rolled Alice onto her stomach and I spread her ass cheeks again. I wet her with her own juices, which had soaked the whole lower bed now.

Then I put my cock to her ass and pushed deep inside her yielding ass, her anus flaccid and unresisting as I pushed deep into her.

"Fuck," Kate moaned, masturbating herself now. My little sister was pulling her own pussy very open and her fingers worked at her clit feverishly. "Fuck her ass, Bud. God, that is so..."

Katherine moaned and her little pussy gave a hard jerk. Her fingers were suddenly wet with thick white fluid, a fluid that was oozing form her cunt.

"Yes," Kate groaned. "Yes, I did it too. God, you made me come, Bud."

"I didn't even touch you," I said, laughing.

Kate grinned.

"No, but you ass-fucked Alice. And yes, Bud, she really was virgin back there. We've played, but she's never been brave enough to let a cock up there."

I groaned, fucking Alice's ass even deeper. God, she was unconscious and was fucking her virgin asshole. I was the first, and she had nothing to say about it.

I yelled, filling Alice's ass with my come. And I didn't stop, but kept ramming into her ass, soft and unresisting as I fucked it, almost raped it.

I finally began to slow and Jan got up with me, leaving Alice sleeping in the wet, messy bed.

Alice slept for several hours. I was a little concerned, but Kate just checked her occasionally.

"She's fine," she assured me several times.

"And beginning to wake up," she finally added.

She was. And she was very, very happy. Alice didn't believe Kate when she told our now-conscious friend I'd fucked her ass, but when she realized I had, it seemed to excite her tremendously.

"My daddy never really fucked me," she told me. "I wanted him to, but he never would. I'm so glad you did."

"How much do you remember?" I asked.

She smiled, moaning slightly.

"Not a whole lot, but it was wonderful," she said. "I remember being moved around and touched, and not knowing who's hands they were. Sometimes I thought it was Daddy, and sometimes you or Kate. And sometimes I really didn't know. That was really sexy."

"You mentioned your sisters," I told her.

"They need this," she said. "We play, but they need a guy. Both want to have sex, but not with some pimply, nervous guy who doesn't know what he's doing."

"You play?!" Kate asked. "That's not fair. I want to play too."

"I thought you didn't approve," Alice told her. "You got so upset at Bud yesterday."

"Of course I did," Kate said. "What was I supposed to say? "Fourteen year olds? Twelve year olds? Incest? Wow, that really excites me?" What would you have thought?"

"Woopie?" Alice asked. She giggled. "I like young girls," she said. "It's just something you're not supposed to admit."

"Like having sex with your father," Kate sighed. "I guess I learned to play the game so no one would guess who Rebecca's father was."

I nodded. You do learn ot play games, to say the 'right' thing and keep your thoughts to yourself. It's the way it's done on the Outside. But I realized that just covered up the reality, while not really changing it in any way.

What happened in Hillsborough happened all over. It was just no one talked about it.

"You have a daughter, too?" I asked Alice.

She nodded.

"I got pregnant when I was eleven," she said. "I was raped. It was a nice rape, but certainly not a willing one. Kind of a date rape, only he was sixteen. I got pregnant and had a little girl, Elaine. She lives with my mother and everyone thinks she was a late accidental pregnancy for her."

"She's sweet," Alice said. "Elaine's seven now."

Okay, I've changed. I'm a pervert, I admit it. I wondered what she looked like.

Alice must have seen, because she looked at me, very seriously.

"I wish Elaine had the same kind of father I had," she said, looking into my eyes. "My dad died just after she was born. She doesn't have someone to love her like that. She deserves that. She'd love it."

I looked at this lovely girl, "abused" as a child, and wanting the same for her daughter.

Yes, my world outlook has definitely changed. Because I wanted to do that for her daughter as well.

"You'll have to introduce us," I said.

Posted: March 09, 2004 - 12:13:26 pm

Chapter 20

Okay, I know. I'm as confused as you are.

Bud goes to Minnesota. Gee, I guess the story is going to enter a lull. After all, he's not in Hillsborough anymore. And he's gone to Minnesota for a funeral, for hell's sake. He's left his three girlfriends and numerous lovers behind. And who in their right mind has sex with teenagers, preteens and worse in the "real" world?

I really thought this would be an opportunity to take a breather, to sit back and think about what was going on. Sure, I love Hillsborough, but there's a whole very different world out there.

That's what I imagined.

Now I'm having sex with my sister and her best friend. And finding out the "normal" world can be as twisted and fascinating as Hillsborough on its best (or is that worst?) days.

Bud Carlson, happy pervert, is also very happy in rural Minnesota.

I am beginning to wonder if the whole world is like Hillsborough, only on the Outside it's all hidden by the smoke and mirrors of "normal" society? Despite my assumptions, maybe Hillsborough wasn't that much different than anywhere else. The only real difference was that Hillsborough saw no reason to deny and cover up reality. It happened, so what?

Alice came downstairs, wearing a housecoat.

"I smelled coffee," she said sleepily. "I hope there really is some."

I nodded, pointing at the coffee pot.

"It's a percolator," I told her. "I looked all over for a Mr. Coffee thing, then figured out that was it."

Alice managed a smile, pouring herself a cup of coffee and joining me at the table.

"My butt is really sore this morning," she said.

"Sorry," I said. But I really wasn't. My cock gave a little start at the memory of yesterday.

"Where are guys like you when we need them?" Alice asked. "I've wanted someone to do that for years."

"I'm glad you aren't mad," I told her.

She smiled and shook her head.

"I was drugged and helpless. You'd think someone would take advantage of that."

"I did," I grinned.

"Good for you," Alice said, saluting me with her coffee. "Finally, a guy who's not afraid to take what he wants."

"It's not just the guy's fault," I pointed out. "Women are hard to read sometimes."

Alice nodded, rolling her eyes.

"Tell me about it. I got drunk with a girlfriend at college and we were flirting like crazy. Then I kissed her, and you'd think I'd tried to rape her. She got all grossed out and ran out of the dorm. Told everyone in school I was a predatory Lesbian and to watch out for me." She grinned over her cup at me. "I have to admit, it got me a lot of action."

"You and Kate," I said. "The aggressive babes. No woman is safe."

Alice grinned wryly.

"I love guys too," she reminded me. "I just swing whatever way looks most promising."

She sipped from her coffee, looking at me pensively.

"I meant that about my sisters last night," she said. "And my daughter, too. I don't want them to learn about sex by get raped by some horny teenager, like I did. My daddy taught me a lot, but he didn't teach me how to fend off boys."

"Your daughter's seven?" I asked.

She nodded.

"Is that a problem?" she asked. "Elaine is really mature. She knows about me and dad. And we've played around some."

I smiled. What do I say? I've been with younger?

"It's not a problem," I told her. I have to admit, I was a little shocked at my words. Not a problem? A seven year old? On the Outside?

But Alice smiled.

"I'm glad," she said. "I'm grateful you're not biased."

That was it. Biased. A bigot. Too narrow minded to be comfortable with this.

"You're not Hill, are you?" I asked. Alice looked at me blankly.

"No, whatever Hill is," she said. "Is it like a code word?"

I smiled and shook my head.

"No," I told her. "That's my fiancee's family. They're Hills."

"Hills fuck their children?" she asked.

I laughed.

"Hills fuck anything," I told her. Alice laughed too.

"Maybe I am a Hill, then," she said. "I absolutely love sex. And last night was the best."

"I'm glad it was fun," I told her.

"You're certainly a different Bud from the guy I knew," she said thoughtfully. "We used to love to flirt with you, because you'd blush and run away."

"I changed," I admitted.

"A lot," Alice said. "You walk different. You act different. You seem so comfortable in your skin. I don't know: I find you much sexier."

I grinned.

"I feel much sexier," I told her. "I don't get all tongue tied around women any more. Not even attractive women like you."

She blushed prettily.

"You know all the good lines too," she said. "Like I believe that one."

I laughed. Yeah, it was half-joking. But Alice certainly is attractive.

Later, Kate came down and we planned our day. It was pretty straightforward.

Alice called her sisters over. All three of them.

Okay, you and I both know only two are sisters. The third is Alice's daughter, Elaine. She's the other girl's niece, technically.

God, I had to become incestuous to start figuring out the complexities of nieces, nephews, Uncles and all that. I never really thought about it before. I still don't quite get the second Cousin and Cousin three times removed stuff.

All I knew is that three adorable blonde girls were running around the house.

And that any and all of them were potentially available.

Melinda was cute. Though she was fifteen, she was the quiet one, kind of shy. She had a slender little body, but surprising full, perky breasts that jutting against her t-shirt. Her butt was tiny, like all three girls, with slender legs and thighs.

Lisle was the forward one, more playful and aggressive. Though she was just eleven, she was very comfortable around adults. And she flirted, in a very understated way. She was just becoming aware of her sexuality, and it was obvious it interested her. And she was obviously aware it interested me as well.

Little Elaine was adorable and sweet. Her hair was darker blonde that her sisters and she was the only one with brown eyes. She was not shy, but rather reserved. She had brought a Harry Potter book and seemed quite involved in it. I was surprised at her reading level: She is only seven, after all.

It's so odd. It was like a natural process was going on. I was very attracted to Lisle, the middle girl. And she seemed to sense it.

Because Lisle quickly attached herself to me, following me around the house. She was in jeans and a sweater, and her small breasts poked out against the heavy fabric. Her tiny butt just asked to be touched.

But I have to admit, I was a little shy. I mean, this is the Outside, after all.

"Bud?" It was Alice, who smiled over at her sister.

"Yeah?" I asked.

"You want to open a bottle of wine for us?" she asked. "I think it would be a nice way to wind down." I looked at her, then over at Lisle. She grinned up at me.

"Alice lets us drink, sometimes. She's really cool."

I nodded. Okay, I was excited. But I was also thinking of the charges I could be facing. Serving alcohol to minors, then what? Lewd and lascivious behavior? Sexual abuse? Statutory rape?

Alice laughed.

"What's the matter, Bud?" she asked. "Getting cold feet?"

I took a deep breath, closing my eyes. God, I wanted to have a few drinks and see what happened. My cock was pounding and I found myself imagining Lisle's fingers touching it, and perhaps her mouth... 

"Okay," I said. "I guess wine is okay."

Alice laughed.

"See?" she said to Lisle. "I told you Bud is a pretty cool guy. He'd probably love to teach you some things."

Some things. God, what a wonderful world of possibilities that opened.

"That would be nice," Lisle said with a shy smile.

"I'll get the wine," I said. I'd seen the wine rack in the back of the big walk-in pantry.

"Can I help?" Lisle asked. I nodded at her and started into the pantry, with her following behind.

"You're pretty cool," she said as we went into the walk-in pantry.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"You aren't like most guys," she said. "I offer to help and they pull the "don't worry, little girl, let the big man do it," stuff." She reached up and patted my shoulder condescendingly as she spoke.

I laughed.

"Girls are as capable as guys," I said. "If you give them a chance."

I found the wine, pulling out two bottles. I gave one to Lisle and followed her out of the pantry.

"Most guys don't understand that," she said. "I'm glad you don't think I'm helpless" I went over to the drawer where the corkscrews were kept. I slid open the drawer, and my elbow hit flesh.

"Ouch!" Lisle said, stepping back. I didn't realize how close she had been behind me.

"I'm sorry," I said, turning. She was holding her little breast, where my elbow had apparently struck her.

"I was standing too close," she said. It must have really hurt: her eyes were full of tears.

"Are you all right?" I asked. I reached down and she moved her hands so I could touch her. I felt her, just concerned about swelling. It took a few seconds before I realized I was touching this eleven year old's breast.

"You could kiss it and make it better," she suggested. I looked at her, and she looked back at me, blushing slightly as she met my eyes.

"I wouldn't mind," she added.

Oh, Christ. She was so sweet, so childishly bold. I wanted to kiss her for being so cute, and I desperately wanted to kiss her breast, very thoroughly.

And yet I was held back. This is the Outside. Things like that don't happen here.

Lisle put her bottle of wine on the counter. Then she reached down, pulling her sweater off over her head. She looked up at me nervously, her small breasts covered by the thin white cloth of her sports bra.

"My sister won't mind, you know," Lisle said. "She likes you."

I nodded. I had no idea how much this little girl knew, but she seemed to know enough.

"I shouldn't," I said.

"Shouldn't, wouldn't, couldn't," she said boldly. "Do you want to?"

She reached up and pulled her sports bra off over her head.

Oh, God, she had the sweetest little tits. Tiny handfuls, nicely curved little protrusions of flesh, with dark little aureoles and tiny nipples, soft and young looking.

She blushed deeper as she looked at me.

"Would you kiss my breast, Bud?" she asked.

What can I say? I did, leaning down and putting my mouth on her hot, girl-smelling flesh. I sucked at her gently, and felt her hands on my hair, pulling my head to her.

"Oh, yes," she said softly. "That feels nice, Bud."

I moved up and kissed her face. She opened her mouth, sliding her tongue against mine. I slid my arms around her small, slender body and pulled her to me.

"Good," Alice said from the doorway. "I knew you two were probably making out somewhere."

I jumped back, embarrassed, which made Lisle gasp and put her hands over her little exposed breasts. But Alice laughed gently.

"It's okay," she said to Lisle. "I was hoping you'd like Bud. You said you wanted to learn from someone, and he's obviously willing to teach you."

Lisle looked at her sister and then at me. Her eyes were very thoughtful: She was intrigued. This really was okay.

"I didn't think you'd mind," Lisle said, her relief apparent.

"It's not my decision," Alice said. "It's yours, isn't it?"

Lisle looked at me and nodded, as if realizing something very important.

"Yeah," she said. "It is, isn't it?"

I looked down at Lisle, who still stood covering her little nubbins of breasts.

"You want to play around a little?" I asked.

She smiled and nodded.

"Yeah, let's play," she said, stepping toward me and lowering her hands. I slid a hand back over her little tit.

"What do you want to play?" I asked. She grinned.

"Nasty games," she said, her eyes bright.

"Look out for her," Alice said, as she headed back up the stairs. "When she says nasty, she means it."

Okay, I admit my cock gave a jump at that. But I also realized our definition of "nasty" probably varied widely. I mean, what does an eleven year old Outsider really know about being nasty? But the word has a power of its own for me.

Lisle looked down at the lump in my pants.

"I think you like me," she said, and grinned again.

"I think I do too," I told her, cupping her other breast. She was so young and so cute and, now that the decision had been made, I was really looking forward to playing with her.

"What kind of nasty games did you want to play?" I asked, sliding my hand back over her little ass. She grinned.

"How about you do whatever you want, and I have to say yes?" she asked. She moved up against me, her naked chest hot through my shirt.

"Anything?" I asked, rubbing her little butt lasciviously through her jeans.

"As long as it excites you," she said, touching my prick shyly. "I've never been with a guy before."

A virgin, eleven years old, and offering me anything.

"I wouldn't want to shock you," I said, kissing her little mouth, and feeling her hot tongue eagerly meet mine.

"Shock the fuck out of me," she said. "Go ahead and try."

Okay, I admit I actually felt dizzy. God Damn! This little girl is actually daring me! And that's one dare I'd never pass up.

"Where the hell's the wine?" Katherine asked from the doorway. She saw little Lisle hugging me, naked from the waist up, and shook her head in mock disgust.

"Oh, I see. You've forgotten about the wine. The young girls are much more interesting." She sighed as she crossed the room. "You two go ahead and play," Kate said. "I'll get the wine."

Lisle looked up at me with a little grin.

"I think we're in trouble," Lisle said. "Maybe we should sneak off so she doesn't yell at us more."

I nodded and took Lisle's hand. I led her to the doorway into the parlor and we disappeared inside.

My parents have a real parlor, with a love seat and chintz curtains. It looks like it came right out of the Nineteenth Century. Lisle jumped onto the love seat, her tiny breasts bouncing as she reached out to me.

"Wanna play?" she asked. Her eyes were shining. She was as excited as I was.

I slid down onto the love seat and had a lovely, shirtless young girl in my arms in a second. She looked at me, her eyes bright and shining. She licked her lips, very wetly.

"You said we could be nasty," she said.

"Yeah," I answered, my cock throbbing.

"I like nasty," she said. "You want to handcuff me? Give me an enema? Spank my bad little butt?"

I stared at her. Lisle giggled.

"Oh, mister," she said, her eyes shining. "Please don't touch me there!"

"You're terrible!" I said, laughing nervously.

"My sisters and I play," she said. "I like things up my butt. Do you want to put your fingers inside of me? If I'm dirty up there, you have to tell me. It's exciting."

I heard laughter from the parlor door and looked up to see both Alice and Kate standing there.

"I told you my sisters were ready," Alice said. "You two go ahead and have fun. Melinda and Elaine will keep."

"I spent some time with Dad," Kate said. "At the carnival. So I know how this works."

I nodded. I didn't know she had been around the Hill folk, but it made sense.

I felt a little silly. My sister had known longer than I had about Hills. Heck, she'd had a child by our father that I didn't even know about.

I looked down at Lisle's inviting blue eyes and pert little titties and felt a rush of excitement. Then I had to grin at myself.

My moral compass isn't just out of order. It seems to be working in reverse: the more immoral it is, the more fun I seem to have.

I'm on the Highway to Hell in a race-tuned Lamborghini, pushing harder on the gas pedal to see how fast I can go.

Kate walked over, giving both me and my preteen companion a glass of wine.

"Enjoy, Bud," she said with a wink.

I grinned and took a sip of the very smooth Chardonnay. Kate and Alice were still watching from the doorway.

"I think they want to see," Lisle said. Her nipples were getting harder. She obviously didn't mind being watched. She smiled at me in a marvelous mixture of shy provocativeness.

"Tell me what you want," she said again. "And whatever it is, I'll do it."

I heard Kate take a sharp inhalation of breath from the door.

"God, that's an offer you can't pass up, Bud," Katherine said, her voice husky with arousal.

"She means it," Alice said. "She loves to piss her pants, so if you're into it..."

I looked back at Lisle, but she began to blush and covered her face.

"Alice!" she moaned. "Don't give away all my secrets."

"I don't think Bud will be upset," Alice said. "He seems pretty broad minded.

Yes, broad minded. That's a great term for it.

"Your honor, the Prosecution alleges my client is a pedophile and a sexual pervert: a twisted, sick, disgusting man whose lusts know no boundaries and no rules. But we say, your honor, that Bud Carlson is just broad minded. And what could be wrong with that?"

No, I don't think that would go over.

But I wanted to be very broad minded with Lisle.

Kate giggled.

"Let's go attack Melinda," she said. "I want to suck her pussy." Both women giggled as they went back toward the front of the house. I turned back to Lisle, who grinned expectantly.

"You said anything, no matter how nasty?" I said. Lisle looked up at me with those intensely blue eyes.

"I did?" she asked flirtingly.

I slid my hands over her small bare breasts.

"You did," I said.

"Is pee too much?" she asked, obviously nervous about that.

"What if it's not enough?" I asked. Lisle moaned, a sexual flush spreading on her face and down over her chest.

"How much more would you like?" she asked. Her tiny nipples were suddenly hard against my flesh. I squeezed them and she closed her eyes and moaned.

"You said you'd do anything," I said.

"Yeah, I did," she said.

"I tell you to do it and you say yes," I said. "You said that too."

Lisle's chest was trembling against my hands and her breathing was becoming ragged.

"Yes, I did" she moaned.

I slid my hand down and over the front of her jeans. I slid down over her little mound and slid a finger up between her legs.

Shit, she was wet. Like her sister, she was a juicy little thing.

She moaned softly as I touched her virgin pussy through her pants.

"Anything?" I asked, only to feel her get wetter.

"Anything," she said hoarsely. God, I could smell her arousal, her sharp, girlish musk.

"I can touch your naked pussy?" I asked.

"Yes," she said.

"I can touch your naked ass?" I asked.

"Yes," she said, arching back slightly. God, this was exciting her.

"I can touch your asshole?" I asked.

She nodded, licking her lips and almost whispering.

"Yes," she said.

"Can I suck your pussy and your ass?" I asked. She groaned.

"Yes, you can," she said hoarsely.

"And put my fingers inside your pussy?"

"Yes."

"And inside your butt, even if you're dirty?" I asked.

"Oh, yes!" she moaned.

Sure, I was just feeding her words back to her. But she'd given me a hint. I was just going with it.

And, hell, it's not like I wouldn't love to do all of it.

I was rubbing her pussy now. She was very wet and the moisture was spreading over her little ass as well. God, it was nearly as sexy as piss.

"I can give you an enema?" I asked.

I was rewarded with her little thighs suddenly tightening on my hand. Her eyes flew open and she gasped and gripped me hard as she had an orgasm. My hand was suddenly much wetter, soaking the settee under her as well.

"Now you have to give me an enema," she whispered, looking up at me. Her eyes were huge, their pupils dilated in excitement.

"A big one," I said softly. "And then make you..."
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Chapter 21

I moved down into the bed, snuggling between the two very warm young bodies.

I was naked, and their flesh was against both sides of me.

And my head was full: Mandy's voice had triggered something I can only compare to a Root flashback: I was totally aroused, totally awake and totally aware of everything around me.

Elaine moaned softly.

"Lisle," she said softly. "I got to go potty soon."

"It's okay," Lisle said. "They won't let us get up. Just do it. I understand."

I groaned as my cock jumped. God, they had a fantasy, a game they played. Captured and helpless, unable to even use the bathroom.

And a fantasy where they were mine to do with as I wished.

"Yeah," I said to Elaine, sliding my hand over her belly. Both girls were on their backs, their breathing rough. They were both quite aroused. "You gotta stay in the bed. With me."

I slid my hand over Elaine's flat belly and down over her silky panties. She gasped.

"Lisle, he's touching me," Elaine said. She sounded really scared.

"Let him touch you," Lisle said. "Just be good, and they won't hurt us."

I felt her hand snake down and begin to touch my prick. I moaned as her fingers moved clumsily on my cock.

"I'll do anything you want, Mister," Lisle said, looking at me pitifully. "Just don't hurt my sister and me."

"Then just keep touching my cock, cunt," I told her. "Get to know it, because it's gonna get to know you both real good."

Lisle moaned, her eyes half shut as her arousal hit.

"You play good, Bud," she said and winked.

"Spread your fucking legs," I told her. "I want to feel your cunt." She nodded and closed her eyes again.

"Yes, Mister," she said. "Just don't hurt me."

I slipped my fingers between little Elaine's legs as Lisle shifted, spreading hers under the covers. Her fingers were sliding along my cock: my knob was just slick with excitement.

Elaine was warm and moist as I felt her pussy through her panties. The legs of the tap panties were loose and short, and I slid a finger under the fabric, touching the smooth little folds of her twat.

"He's touching my eenie," Elaine said softly. "He's got his fingers in my panties." She sounded so afraid and helpless. Her eyes were tightly shut as she submerging herself in her and her elder niece's shared fantasy.

"Just lay still," Lisle said. "Just let him do what he wants. We don't want to make him mad."

"I gotta go potty pretty soon," Elaine moaned, sounding desperate. "I really got to."

Lisle moaned as my fingers moved down over the cotton fabric of her panties. She was already very wet in the crotch.

"Just do it," Lisle told her. "It's okay if you mess the bed. You can't help it."

Lisle looked up at me, her eyes concerned.

"It's gonna get real messy," she told me. "You're sure you don't mind?" I smiled at her. She was obviously concerned I'd be disgusted, that I didn't know what I was getting myself into.

"I'm looking forward to it," I said. "The messier the better."

Elaine let out a long soft groan. I felt her hips tightened under my arm.

"Please," she moaned. She was trembling under my touch as she struggled to control herself. "Please, Mister, I can't... I can't..."

She wriggled so cutely. And her elder sister Lisle was rubbing the hell out of my cock, excitedly playing with the slick tip as I touched her pussy through the cotton fabric of her panties.

Lisle moaned as she got wetter and more excited with each passing moment.

I was having trouble maintaining. Two girls, both virgin, feeling both their pussies at once. The information was flowing in so fast my mind was getting overloaded.

"Keep touching me," I told Lisle gruffly, moving my hand off her panties. "I'm gonna play with your sister a while."

"No!" Lisle cried desperately. "Take me. Just don't hurt her. She's only seven."

Elaine groaned, biting her lower lip. This was really getting to her. She smelled hot and musky, as only a turned-on little girl can. God, what a wonderful smell.

I rolled over toward Elaine.

"You hear that?" I asked her. "Maybe you be a good little girl, and do what I want, and your sister gets fucked. Maybe you don't. Just used a little."

I pushed my finger deeper into her hairless little slit and she moaned.

"Please, Mister," Elaine moaned. "Please don't touch me there."

But my response was to grope her pussy even more deeply, and begin forcing a finger between her tightly clamped ass cheeks. She moaned and struggled to stop me, but I just pushed harder.

I heard Lisle groan behind me. She was moving up against me, still touching my cock. She was starting to get the hang of it, using my tightening muscles and soft groans to gauge my level of arousal, and repeating the things I liked.

I felt Lisle's hot tongue on my ear, licking me wetly.

"Do my sister," she said. "Rape my little niece. It excites me, Bud. It really does. Play our game tonight and I'll be your slave. You can pop my cherry and make me do whatever you want. I want to be your slave, Bud. I want to be your personal little sex-toy. I want you to be my teacher."

Lisle groaned and tightened her body against me. She'd orgasmed, and I had shared it. Her arousal was right in my head and in my body too. I could feel the tightness in her twat, the spasming of her muscles and the wonderfully lewd feeling of being eleven and in bed with a much older man.

Then Lisle gasped, and I realized she was sharing what I was feeling too. Oddly, the utter impossibility of this never entered my mind: Mandy and I shared dreams, Amanda spoke directly into my mind: That Lisle and I were sharing what we were experiencing seemed perfectly possible.

Besides, it was happening. Obviously it must be possible.

Then I felt Elaine's mind and gasped. She was desperately trying to hold it in, not to lose control, even as the inevitability of her doing so excited her terribly. She was filled with a delicious fear and disgust and anticipation. She was building her fear, convincing herself I was a terrible, dangerous stranger and that she was truly helpless, about to be horribly vicimized and unable to stop it. She really was desperately holding her bladder, and the strain was obviously very sexual for her.

"You're helpless," I said softly. "You can't get away and you're going to mess the bed, like it or not. You're going to shit your panties and can't do a thing about it."

Jesus Christ! It was so exciting. No, not Elaine, though she was having a wonderful time. But I was totally aware my words were echoing around in her head and could feel the effect they were having. I realized why Amanda loved to talk: I actually experienced the effect my words were having. I knew Elaine's excitement, her delight and her total submergence into this deliciously dark world. I was as excited as she was by it all.

"Oh, Bud..." Elaine said softly. "Oh, God..."

Her mind was spinning, like mine had.

"You're at his mercy," I said softly. "You can't help yourself. You're going to potty the bed and love it, and delight in it, and you know it. You're helpless to stop it, even if you wanted to."

Elaine groaned and her little body arched. God, she'd just had a little girl orgasm. She tightened, desperately trying to keep her sphincters under control.

Then her ass gave a tiny bit and the insides of her butt- cheeks were suddenly wet and full. My finger between her ass- cheeks was now hot and greasy.

Elaine let out a cry, half horror, half relief and all arousal as she let go.

"Oh, Lisle, I lost it!" she wailed. "I messed my panties!"

Elaine was totally letting go now, moaning and crying and writhing as she helplessly shat herself.

Then a hot spray of urine shot from her, soaking my hand.

I groaned as Elaine moaned and let out little sobs as the hot rush of piss and shit continued, my hand in her panties feeling it all happen.

Lisle groaned, rubbing her crotch against my fingers. She moved up very close and whispered in my ear.

"Make her touch it," she said. "Tell her how nasty it is and embarrass her. She likes it that way."

"Did the little girl have an accident?" I said gruffly. "Did you shit the bed?"

"I shit my panties," Elaine moaned. "I'm all hot and wet and nasty."

I moved my hand deeper into the still flowing mess.

"You're getting the sheets all filthy," I said. "Reach down and feel what a mess you've made."

"No!" Elaine moaned. "Oh, please, Mister! Don't make me do that! PLEASE!!"

She gave up, fully releasing now, relaxing into helplessness as she lost control of herself. I pushed a finger into her tiny twat, pushing hard into her tight opening. Her brain was lashed with fear and pain and wonderful excitement.

"NO!!" Elaine screamed. "Lisle, he's got his finger in me. Please make him stop! It hurts! He's gonna pop me, Lisle. He'd gonna..."

It was an orgasm sandwich. Both girls came, hard and tight and wonderful.

I groaned as I was deluged in both their orgasms, both from the outside as their young bodies tightened and from the inside, as my brain was flooded with their sensations.

And my finger was suddenly inside Elaine, deep in her little cunt. I'd popped her cherry and was buried inside her little seven year old vagina.

And she was still messing herself, having an amazingly sexy accident in her little bed.

"Fuck her," Lisle whispered into my ear. "Shove this big prick of yours up my little sister's ass." Her fingers were almost desperately working at my cock, both now slick and dripping with my excitement.

But I was busy touching little Elaine's dirty little clit, frigging her more and more rapidly as I moved my finger in her freshly opened cunnie. She was moaned, writhing in her own shit and balling up her little hands under the covers.

"No!" she moaned, meaning "oh, yes." "No... please no... oh, God, please stop... oh, Mister, please... OH!!"

She came again, her tight little cunt tightening on my finger as she orgasmed. She was moving around, totally excited by her shit filling her panties and spreading onto the bed.

Sure, it was perverse. It was also the most exciting thing this little girl had ever experienced in her life, and I was experiencing it right along with her, from her point of view and also from my own.

Elaine sobbed softly.

"I'm making a mess in the bed," Elaine cried. "Please don't do this to me, Mister."

"I'll do whatever the hell I want," I told her gruffly, pushing my fingers deeper into her filthy panties, roughly groping her. "You think this is all you have to put up with? You're a hot little cunt and I haven't even started yet."

Elaine moaned softly. I was still moving my fingers on her clit and she loved it.

"Can I lay on you when I do it?" Lisle whispered. "Hold me while I cry and scream and beg you not to make me do this? And then you can do whatever you want to me." She looked into my face. Her blue eyes were bright and aroused and very intent.

"Anything," she said, hers eyes widening as she enunciated the word carefully. "Anything at all."

I moaned. God, this was all like a wonderful fantasy.

"Let me finish with Elaine," I whispered back.

"Sure," Lisle whispered with grin. "Make me hold it until I can't any more. That's really fun." She sat up.

"Please, Mister," Lisle said aloud. "Don't do this to my little sister. She's only seven."

Okay, I admit it. I was having a great time and Lisle and Elaine's plaintive pleas just made it all the better.

"Fuck you," I said. "You want me to call in the others? You want to get gangraped on top of it all?"

Elaine moaned. I was frigging her little clit, soft and fast, and fucking her tight little cunt. Seven or not, she was about to have another orgasm.

"I'm so nasty," Elaine groaned, moving her little ass to make the situation worse. "I'm all nasty, Mister. Please, let me get up. Don't do this to me. I'm only seven!"

She dissolved into very real tears. She was so excited, so overwrought with arousal, that crying seemed natural. She sobbed and moved her hips up and down as I lasciviously frigged her cunt and clit.

Then I found her anus, still gaping open slightly, and pushed a finger deep up that as well. Elaine groaned in dark pleasure.

Lisle was wildly aroused as well. She was touching me and rubbing her body along my back as she touched my prick. And she was licking and kissing my neck and ears and the side of my face. She was groaning and touching herself desperately. I could feel her very wet pussy and soaked panties against my ass as she masturbated herself.

"Fuck my little sister's ass," Lisle urged me quietly. "Rape her little butt and make her cry for mercy. She'd love you forever."

I knew that was true. Elaine's mind was reeling with dark, incompletely formed fantasies. Like a demented movie, her most secret and forbidden thoughts were reeling through her head, and mine.

And they were not the sweet, innocent thoughts of a child, but the real thoughts of a young girl, both romantic and violent, both gentle and harsh, mixing the most exalted and most debasing ideas together into a marvelous erotic stew.

"I'm so dirty," she moaned. "Please don't make me touch it."

It wasn't a plea to stop: she wanted desperately to touch it, to feel her stained, wet panties and what lay in them. She was very, very excited.

So was I. I'd never experienced sex through another person's mind, though I'd sometimes seemed to know the right things to do. But actually knowing and experiencing what really excited Elaine just had the effect of exciting me as well.

"Fuck you, you little bitch," I told her softly, my voice harsh. "You made the mess. Reach down and feel what you've done. Touch yourself. Or I'll cut your sister's throat."

Elaine cried out, orgasming again. Her surprisingly violent thoughts were spinning in her head.

"Please," she moaned, but she reached down under the covers. I felt her small hands touch her sodden and filthy panties. She groaned as she touched them, actually feeling disgust and tremendous arousal as she did.

"Touch harder," I told her. "You made the mess. Feel how filthy you are, you wicked little girl."

She touched harder, her fingers pressing at her wet panties, feeling the heat of her pee.

"I'm all nasty," she moaned, her voice hoarse with excitement.

"Yeah," I said. "You made a mess. You had an accident in your bed. You deserve to get punished."

She nodded, her mind shifting from the little game to the very dark fantasies that created the basis of it. I was shocked.

I've had rape fantasies. And maybe to Amanda they were as dark and shocking as this young girl's were. But I'd never gone along for the plunge, as the darkest doors into the unconscious of another were flung open and the unfiltered and pure thoughts and desires bubbled up.

Elaine abandoned any pretense of playing. She was desperately groping herself, shoving her fingers into her panties and plunging them into the hot, greasy mass inside.

In her mind, she was raping herself, forcing herself to endure her own filthy desires. Now my mind was reeling. There's this nice social fiction that children don't think about such things. That's part of the adult world, isn't it?

Yet this girl's fantasies, raw and uncut, shocked even me. They were wild and bloody and violent and harsh, the uncensored theater of this young girl's mind.

I slipped my hand out of her panties and grabbed them, ripping them down. Elaine gasped as I grabbed her, rolling her onto her belly and crawling onto her.

She knew. And wanted it, desperately. I put my cock into her shit-filled butt crack, feeling for her asshole. Then I found it and I leaned in, putting all my weight on my cock and forcing myself into her tiny, virgin butt.

She screamed, a perfectly agonized, totally aroused cry as my cock was forced into her little anus. Lisle cried out too, as she had an orgasm watching her little sister getting anally raped.

It was a rape. Elaine was loving it, even as she was in agony. But I raped her: no asking permission, no being careful.

I knew that's what she wanted and I roughly gave it to her.

God, what a great feeling. She was incredibly tight and tiny. And her little body writhing under mine felt wonderful. The mess was just extra: it was the assault, and yes, it was an assault, willing or not, that was great.

I hard fucked her ass, and she kept screaming, half in pain half in pleasure. And I was in her mind, experiencing her feelings as well as my own.

When I came, I felt my ejaculation and also felt it hitting inside of her. By that point, I wasn't a single person. I was as much her as me, knowing both, experiencing both.

I grayed out. I have to admit, I think I actually was not conscious for a while. When I woke up, Lisle was petting my hair gently, her expression worried.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

I nodded.

"Yeah, I think so," I told her.

"Elaine went in to clean up. God, you made her happy."

I nodded. I was very happy too. Lisle looked at me, tossing back her blonde hair.

"I went to the bathroom," she said. "I think this was enough for a while."

I laughed. Yeah, I knew that feeling.

"It's fun when it's happening," I said.

Lisle nodded.

"Yeah," she said. "But after..." She looked over at the bed beside us and wrinkled her nose cutely.

"Yeah," I said, "after is not so great."

"I want to," she said hastily, then sighed. "Just maybe not right now."

"What if I made you?" I asked. She looked at me, uncomprehending.

"But I just went," she explained.

"What if that's not what I made you do?" I asked.

Her eyes lit up.

"What might you make me do?" she asked.

"Isn't that up to me?" I asked. Her brain lit up. Yes, I was aware of that. I was feeling her thoughts too.

"Isn't what up to you?" she asked, flirting with me in a delightfully girlish way.

"What I decide I want," I told her.

"What might you want?" she asked, her eyes glowing brighter.

"When I decide, I'll just do it to you," I said. "You get to say yes, no matter what it is." Lisle gasped and I heard the wetness hit the bed. That was a very wet little come.

"Okay," she said.

Well, cleaning up wasn't the chore you might think. The plastic sheet protector was washable, along with the sheets. There was a little basic cleanup, but both girls helped. When I went downstairs with the first load, I found three naked women, already resting after their first round as well. They helped, and the bed was made and ready in less than fifteen minutes.

"Nasty, nasty girls," Alice gently chided the two younger girls.

"It was great," Elaine gushed. "And Bud put his finger up my eenie."

"He fucked her butt too," Lisle offered.

"Hey, Bud," Melinda said, her eyes flashing wickedly. "Wouldn't you prefer a girl who's toilet trained?" Elaine squealed in horrified embarrassment and attacked her older sibling.

Kate and Alice laughed. They both seemed very excited that Elaine had so much fun. Melinda and Elaine wrestled a little, but there was obviously no real anger there.

Melinda looked up from wrestling with Elaine and smiled invitingly.

"I'm thinking maybe we could have some fun now?" she asked.

Lisle took my arm possessively.

"Back off, big sister," she warned. "If you wanted some, you should have said. I get him next."

"Oooh," Kate giggled. "Sibling rivalry."

"Or maybe sibling revelry," Alice laughed. "Incest: a sport the whole family can enjoy."

"I'm not sharing," Lisle said. "He's mine now."

I chuckled, but I also understood. She wanted me, alone, for a while.

And I was looking forward to it.

"We can talk later, Melinda," I said. Melinda looked a little crestfallen, but nodded.

"Go ahead," she said. "Fuck Lisle first. Then you'll be ready for some decent sex."

Lisle howled, and I held her back as she tried to attack her sister. But both girls were giggling too: ranking is something I think every family has, in one form or another. Busting each other's balls. Comebacks; whatever you want to call them.

Shy little Melinda had a very wicked streak.

Elaine came over to where I sat on the bed and kissed me, very nicely and very wetly.

"Thank you," she said. "That was really great."

"Is your butt okay?" I asked.

"No, it really, really hurts," she said, her dark eyes bright. "So does my eenie. Thank you." She kissed me again.

God, a self aware masochist at seven. Of course: she's half Tash.

Alice chuckled as Elaine left the room.

"Well, I never expected her to lose her cherry first," Alice said, but the pride was obvious in her voice. Elaine had beaten both Alice's sisters: Alice's daughter got laid before they did. I guess it might be considered odd to take pride in that, but I totally understood.

"She was great, too," I told her mother. Alice leered at me.

"Can her mommy get some of that later?" she asked.

"Sure," I said.

"WE have a funeral to attend tomorrow," Kate said. I nodded, feeling almost guilty. Our dead parents weren't even in the ground yet, and here we were... 

"Mom would understand, Bud" Kate said. "Dad might not, but Mom would completely understand what we're doing."

I nodded. Again, that niggling feeling that I somehow had been betrayed by not knowing what everyone else did.

But then I smiled. Things were working out pretty damned well, despite that.

"Well," I said, "I guess Lisle and I stay together tonight."

"I get tomorrow night," Melinda said quickly. "You can fuck him all day, but come sundown, he's all mine."

Kate laughed, delighted.

"Well, brother," she said. "You've finally found your calling. Maybe we should just call you Mr. Penis."

I laughed. Lisle moved up against me, still clad only in panties.

"I want to meet Mr. Penis," she said.

A few minutes later, the others had headed back down to the living room. Promises of delivery pizza had my mouth watering, but Lisle wanted to do something first. It seemed urgent, so I waited.

I was sitting on the bed when Lisle came into the room. She was nearly naked, wearing only a tiny black thong, made of black leather.

And matching manacles on her wrists and ankles and a black leather collar around her neck as well, with a very short leash that hung between her just budding breasts. I stared.

Lisle smiled shyly, offering me her leash.

"I said I wanted to be your slave," she said. "We can go eat pizza now."

We did, with Lisle sitting at my side, my obedient little servant. When she sat, she'd offered me her wrists and I found the connector to snap her wrists together. I bent down and fastened her ankles together as well.

And Lisle sat that way, bound very sexily, as we ate pizza.

It was great pizza. No, it wasn't just the situation. The pizza really was wonderful. The company just made it all the better.

Lisle changed a bit in the company of the others, I noticed. She became much more outgoing and, frankly, a little exhibitionist. It excited her to attract attention to her scantily clad self.

I noticed Kate couldn't keep her eyes off my young lover to be. My sister kept wiping the corners of her mouth, as if afraid she would drool. Lisle noticed, because she was shifting, giving a nice little show of how "helpless" she was, even though she seemed to have no problem serving herself or me.

Yes, my food was fetched and brought to me by my little slave. She would roll up and onto her feet, then bring what I wanted and slide back down into her place by my chair. I'm sure she would have chewed my food and fed it to me if I had let her.

But I drew the line at that, preferring to feed myself.

"Beer," I said softly, and Lisle nodded, getting up and walking in tiny, bound steps into the kitchen.

"I think I'm jealous," Kate said. "I want a slave."

Alice looked at my sister, interested.

"Really?" she said.

"You wouldn't," Kate said, the catch in her voice making it obvious Kate hoped she would.

Alice grinned.

"Who do you think made Lisle's manacles?" she asked.

God, you could feel the sexual vibrations beginning to rumble in the room.

"I wanna have sex," Melinda whined.

"We can have sex," Kate told her.

"No, guy sex," Melinda said. "I'm tired of being virgin." She looked over at me, bashfully interested.

I wasn't going to make any promises. I'd already told Lisle she was next.

"You snooze, you lose," Lisle told her. "You were the slow one."

"The early girl gets the penis," Kate said. She was smiling, her eyes just shining. My sister was not the person I'd thought she was.

"I like his penis," Lisle said. "I really want to suck it." God, she was rubbing my leg and knee as she sat at my feet, her manacles stark against her pale skin. Her small breasts were just little lumps, but her sexuality was astoundingly apparent.

She turned, laying her head on my lap and looking up at me.

"Are you gonna take me upstairs and all I can say is yes?" she asked.

I groaned. Suddenly the pizza was simply not that interesting.

"Yes," I told her. "I am."

She grinned and winked naughtily.

"Yes," she said.

That was it. I ate the last of my piece of pizza, then got up.

"Come on," I told Lisle. "I want you upstairs."

"Yes, master," she said softly. I pushed her in front of me, admiring her cute little ass as she walked. God, what a turn- on this girl was: Bound hand and foot, taking tiny steps because of her fastenings, and excited by it all.

When we reached the steps I turned her toward myself and she squealed in surprise as I picked her up and put her over my shoulder. I carried her up the stairs, feeling her thighs and butt as we went. She giggled and struggled sexily.

I brought her into the little bedroom and threw her gently onto the little bed. She lay, still bound, and smiled excitedly.

"I'm all yours, Bud," she said, her words more for her own arousal than for mine. "All I can say is yes."

It was kicking in again, that amazing connection. Her mind was echoing, and my mind was a part of that.

I sat down beside her, running my hand over her delightfully slender young body.

"You mean if I want to touch your breasts, all you can say is yes?" I asked, sliding my hand over one of her small mounds. I touched it, feeling her tiny nipple rising in arousal.

"Yes," she said softly.

"And if I want to touch you lower," I said, sliding my hand slowly down over her belly, making little circles as I approached the top of her panties, "all you can say is yes?"

"Yes," she said, shifting on the bed.

"And if I tell you to spread your legs wide open for me, all you can say is yes?" I asked.

"Yes," she said, bringing up her ankles so she could spread her legs. Her thighs were already damp with excitement and the leather crotch of her thong was soaked through with her juices. It was thin, and her smooth outer pussy lips were delightfully exposed.

"If I want to touch your pussy, you can't stop me?" I asked. "All you can do is say yes?" I slid my fingers down, sliding over her slick, naked pussy lips poking out either side of her panties.

"Yes," she moaned.

"Or if I want to kiss you, wet and deep, like I'd kiss a slut, all you can say is yes?"

I leaned over her, kissing her with a very open, wet mouth. She groaned as she met my open mouth with her own, kissing me in an amazingly slutty way.

"Yes," she moaned into my mouth.

I reached down and unfastened my pants, sliding them down. I moved up on the bed.

"And if I tell you to lick my cock, all you can say is yes?" I asked.

"Oh, yes," she said, looking into my eyes. "All I can say is yes," she repeated. It echoed through her mind, and through mine.

I slid up on the bed and this lovely eleven year old rolled over, taking my cock in her bound hands and licking at it eagerly. She was sucking at it too, and running her lips along it. Inexperienced but very eager, she gave a hell of a nice blow job.

I noticed the snaps on the front of her thong and pulled at the leather. It popped loose and I uncovered her pussy.

She was dripping fluid, thicker than water and much slicker, from her tiny cleft. Her inner pussy lips were pink and swollen, engorged with blood from her excitement. I slid my finger into her opening, sliding along inside of her wet slit, slippery and hot.

I found her opening and slid a tiny way inside.

Lisle moaned, her body tightening.

"And if I want to fuck your little virgin pussy, all you can say is yes?" I asked.

"Yes," she whispered hoarsely. "You can fuck me any way you want. All I can say is yes."

She sucked the whole head of my cock into her mouth, applying a wonderful suction to it as well as reaming it hard with her little tongue. I slid my finger deeper into her tight twat and she groaned.

"Make me nice and wet," I told her. "I want to fuck this cute little cunt of yours, and all you can say is yes."

I pushed my finger deeper into her, and she gasped as she soaked my finger and hand. I began to fuck her little opening, rather roughly, and she just moaned, spreading her legs wider for me.

I moved my cock away from her mouth, pushing her back on the bed. I unfastened her ankles and spread her legs, then slid her manacled wrists up over my head, so they encircled my neck. I lay on her, kissing her full little mouth. My cock was between her thighs, rubbing at her wet little opening.

"I want to touch my cock against your virgin little pussy, knowing I'm going to shove it deep inside of you, and all you can say is yes."

"Oh, God, yes, Bud!" Lisle gasped. "Yes, yes, yes!"

I pushed at her as she kept yelling "yes," almost like a chant. My cock pressed her little pussy lips apart and then I was driving deep into her, pushing my way into her wonderfully tight, wet, slick little hole. Lisle she screamed "Yes!" as my cock penetrated into her, filling her virgin cunt. Her pussy molded to me, a tight glove for my cock.

"YES!" she screamed, pulling me to her. "OH, FUCK! YES!!"

Then I was moving in her, having sex with her, and she was writhing and sobbing and screaming. She went absolutely wild: it was like I was having sex with a very experienced nymphomaniac instead of a virgin eleven year old girl. She had her arms and legs wrapped around me, pushing herself onto me as she kept screaming, "Yes! Yes! OH JESUS FUCK I'M COMING!"

We came together. When I shot off, that seemed to trigger her own orgasm and she clamped down on me, soaking my cock as she sprayed her juices and came, her pussy writhing on me.

We lay on the bed in a pool of sweat and come and looked at each other in amazement.

"Well, she said, shaking her head in disbelief, "I guess that wasn't too bad. My sister says it gets better."

I laughed and Lisle began to laugh, then to cry, then laugh again. I held her as she went through a quite hysterical few minutes, wildly laughing and crying and holding me and kissing me, my cock still buried in her newly opened pussy.

Finally, her emotions seemed to calm down and she lay in my arms, her breathing slowly coming back to normal. I couldn't help but marvel how small and light she was against me, just a tiny thing. And with her face streaked with tears, she looked very, very young and vulnerable.

"Wow," she finally said. "That was..." She looked at me, at a loss for words.

"Sex?" I asked and she began to laugh.

"Yeah," she said, hugging me and kissing me gently. "That's what that was. Sex."

We kissed and fondled and just lay together for a very long time.

When we went downstairs, the others looked up at us.

"Okay, Bud," Alice said. "There's no doubt it was consensual sex. YES! YES! OH, GOD YES!!"

They all laughed. Poor Lisle moved up against me, blushing deep red.

"I was having fun," she said.

"So we heard," Kate said. "The whole neighborhood knows how much fun you were having."

"I wasn't that loud," Lisle protested.

"OH, JESUS! I'M COMING!" Melinda said with a wicked little grin.

"Well, I was," Lisle said, still embarrassed. "I was kind of excited, I guess."

"We noticed," Elaine deadpanned.

"I hope no one really heard," Lisle said.

"If anyone asks, Bud and I were having sex," Alice said. "Of course, to make that credible, I really should have Bud's sperm in me."

I looked at Alice and realized she was very turned on. Apparently, hearing her little sister losing her virginity, and very vocally, had really aroused her.

"If he's gonna fuck you," Melinda said quickly, "I get to watch. I wanna see it."

Alice smiled at me.

"What say, Bud?" she asked. "How about a little group grope?"

"I get to play too," Elaine said.

"Sure," Alice said. "We all do."

So, Your Honor, as you see, the sex was, indeed, consensual. Even the people who lived a half mile away have testified to that, having overheard her consent. Sure, she was just eleven, but she had her own set of manacles. Shouldn't that count for something? And as for the five women I was having sex with moments later, well... 

I was just being open-minded, right?

VERY open-minded.

I just went over to Alice and kissed her. Kate was there, and the three of us were kissing. Then Lisle and Melinda and little Elaine were there, and we were all kissing and groping and touching and feeling. Clothes were coming off and body getting revealed and everyone was touching everyone else: brother and sisters, sisters, niece, daughter, whatever. Age didn't matter, relationships were put aside. It was a wonderful pile of family, just taking pleasure in being together.

I was kissing Kate, my sister, and sliding my hands over her willing body as Lisle went down on me, showing her sister Melinda what she was doing, even as her older sister, Alice, went down on Melinda. Elaine was licking my sister's pussy and Alice was petting Elaine's little twat.

It was just a wonderful pile of naked people.

Kate and Alice were so excited that Lisle and even little Elaine had been introduced to sex.

"You brought them to The Life," Kate said, her inflection making that concept special. "The Life, our life."

She kissed me again, urging me to mount her and put my cock inside of her. Like my father had. She was my sister, but also, for all intents and purposes, my father's wife. She had borne his child.

I abandoned all thought, and merged into the feelings of the people, my people, around me. I began to fuck my sister, relishing her pussy sliding around my hard cock.

I had left Hillsborough behind, but it was still with me. I wondered if it always would be.
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Chapter 22

It snowed at my parent's funeral.

My folks loved snow, which probably explains why they loved Minnesota. And there was a good sized crowd. They'd had a lot of friends, and they all showed up to say goodbye.

My uncle had handled almost everything, and he did an okay job of it. It was respectful, sad, maybe even a little morbid.

When I die, I want a little more levity. This was as solemn as, well, a funeral.

I did have an interesting experience, though, in the funeral home after the service. I was alone, walking back from talking with a cousin at the front door, when I saw panties. Great panties. Little pink ones, clinging to a very round little butt.

The pink poked out from under a black skirt, with creamy little thighs beneath that, then dark thigh top fishnet hose below.

I admit, my cock was hard in an instant. She had on low heels and a white blouse and was facing away from me, bending over to sign the guest book. It was a scene right out of Lolita or some other young girl fantasy: the panty shot at the funeral scene.

Then she straightened and turned. It was Jaclyn, Uncle Joe's daughter. She looked at me, her mouth in a cunty little pout, her eyes bright under her dark, wide-brimmed hat with a light veil hanging over her face. Jaclyin winked.

The girl was very aware of what she'd done.

She turned and walked off, her young hips rolling.

I wanted to pull down her little panties and fuck her right there. And not be nice about it.

She glanced back at me, then turned and went into a nearby doorway.

I followed.

No, I didn't have any plans. I just was going on instinct. And my instinct was not to just let this pass.

She'd walked into a door marked PRIVATE. I slipped into the room. It was full of caskets, floor to ceiling, in large cradles designed to display them.

Jaclyn stood among the coffins, legs apart, hands braced either side of her on the solid boxes.

"Hi, Uncle Bud," she said. She was looking right at me, very provocatively.

The door hissed closed behind me. We were totally alone. Jaclyn looked a little nervous now.

"Did you need something?" she asked.

"Yeah, I do," I said. It was like a dream. I locked the door behind me and began to walk toward her.

She looked definitely nervous, and a little scared.

"It's sad about Uncle Joe," she said, trying to change the subject.

"I like your panties," I said. "Do they feel as good as they look?" Jaclyn's eyes were getting bigger, and more fearful.

"What?" she asked. "Please, Uncle Bud, you're scaring me."

I was scaring me too.

She took a step back, bringing her legs closer together. I kept walking toward her. She brought her arms down now and wrapped them around herself. Jaclyn looked very worried now.

"You should be careful," I told her. "Go around giving shows like that, someone might get the idea you're offering."

"I wasn't," she said. "I was kidding."

"You're a very sexy little cunt," I told her. "Maybe I don't care."

I grabbed her and she gasped. I shoved my hand up under her skirt. Her legs were locked together, but I got a finger between her thighs and slid tight against her pussy. She moaned in fear as my finger felt her through her panties.

"Please, Uncle Bud," Jaclyn moaned. "I don't want you to do this."

"What if I don't give a fuck?" I asked, rubbing her little pussy. "What if I just take what I want?"

Jaclyn moaned again, more deep in her throat this time.

"I couldn't stop you," she said.

"I don't think you really want to," I said. I pulled her face up and kissed her.

She moaned and clamped her mouth shut. I opened mine, forcing my tongue between her lips. Her pussy was suddenly warmer, and then her mouth softened, just a little. I slid my tongue into her mouth, and her little tongue met it reluctantly. Then her legs were relaxing too, letting my fingers slide deeper into her twat.

"Oh, Uncle..." she moaned, still trembling.

My fingers were deep in her slit now and she was getting damp and excited. I was rubbing her little pussy when she pulled away, shaking her head.

"We can't," she said. "I'm only fourteen." She looked up at me, her eyes big. It was her last defense, only it was a defense she wasn't sure she wanted to work.

I didn't listen. I slid my fingers under her panties, finding her covered with soft, downy hair. I parted her soft lips and slid my fingers down into her hot slit. She moaned at my touch, at having her pussy massaged by her uncle.

"You're plenty old enough," I said. "We both know that."

I slid into her cunnie and she groaned.

"Oh, Uncle Bud," she whispered. "You shouldn't. This is wrong."

She was no virgin. Her pussy was nice and open and she was responding rapidly to my touch. Her little hands were rubbing my back and butt as she kissed me more excitedly.

"Oh, Uncle Bud," she said. "I can't stop you, can I?"

I pushed deeper into her in answer and she let out a tight groan.

"Oh, God, Uncle Bud. Oh, Christ."

She was both struggling and rubbing against me, terribly excited and yet unwilling. I wanted her panties out of the way, so I pulled out of her and grabbed them, ripping the crotch out with one jerk.

"Oh, god," she moaned. "Oh, Lord, you tore my panties. Oh, Uncle Bud..."

I cupped her cunt, rubbing her roughly. She was moaning and mewing, half horrified at what her Uncle was doing, yet extremely turned on by it too.

"Touch my cock," I said threateningly. "Touch it nice, you little cocktease."

"Yes, Uncle Bud," she whispered, her voice trembling. Her fingers unzipped my pants and slid inside, finding my hard cock. She slid them into my underwear, and over my slick knob.

"Like that?" she asked.

"Yeah," I said. "If you tease, you have to please."

Sure, I cringe now. I sound like a perverted Johnny Cochran. But at the time, it sounded fine. More than fine, because Jaclyn was pretty familiar with cock and used both her fingers and her nails to gently rub my head.

I moved my fingers down to the back of her pussy, and across the flesh towards her ass. She tightened her little butt cheeks.

"No," she whispered. "Not that."

"Did I ask you if I could?" I said, pushing harder. She wriggled and squirmed, but I found her little asshole, tight and puckered. She gasped as my finger pushed at it.

"Uncle Bud, no," she whispered. "Please don't."

I pushed anyway, feeling her ass unwillingly give way. She gasped as the tip of my finger forced it's way into her ass.

She moaned. I could smell her fear, and also her growing arousal.

No, I don't agree with real rape. But this was only a little bit rape. That sounds like a hell of a lousy excuse, but I somehow knew this was okay: This was the right thing to do.

This was a lesson.

I moved my other hand up over her tits. They were nice, full little things, soft and meaty. I groped her through her blouse, wanting to tear it off of her, but knowing I shouldn't.

My fingers were busy in her crotch, fingering both her pussy and ass, and her breathing was getting more rapid as she got more aroused.

Then I pulled my fingers out of her, regretfully. I slid my hand out from between her legs. She looked up at me, in a wonderful expression of relief and sharp disappointment. The disappointment was winning.

"What?" she asked.

"I'm done," I said. "You asked me to stop. I did."

She looked at me, confused.

"But..." she said, with a little shrug, "I though you were going to..."

"No, I'm not going to do anything," I told her. "I don't fuck little girls too naive to know what they want."

She blushed. But her fingers didn't leave my cock. She was still touching me, her fingers actually working at me harder now.

"I really didn't mind that much," she admitted.

"Why did you keep complaining?" I asked.

"That's what girls do," she said, looking at me with disbelief. "What am I supposed to say?"

"How about, "God, you're touching my pussy. That feels nice?"

She blushed even more.

"I'm not a slut," she said.

"Do only sluts enjoy sex?" I asked. "You seemed to be getting aroused."

She let go of me now, turning and actually covering her face.

"Uncle Bud, stop!" she said. "You're terrible."

I slid my arms around her, gently cupping her full little breasts. I nuzzled her neck gently, feeling her give a tremble of pleasure as I explored that sensitive area.

"You really are asking to get raped," I told her. "All promise, and no deliver."

"I deliver," she said.

"So you like when a guy forces you?" I asked. She shook her head.

"No, of course not," she responded instantly. "I just like..." She stopped talking, trying to explain.

"Pushy guys who fuck you, so it's not your fault," I said.

She stood, thinking about that one.

I turned her around and kissed her, very passionately. She responded, very nicely. I slid my hands down and cupped her hot little ass, lifting her off the ground as we kissed. Then I put her down and smiled into her eyes.

"I really want to be in your pussy," I told her. "Is that okay with you?"

She looked at me, her eyes bright. She nodded and kissed me again, sliding tight up against me.

Now that she had made up her mind, there was no hesitation. She'd actually decided she wanted sex, so wanting it was okay. She was touching me again, and moaning in pleasure as I touched her.

I unfastened my pants and let them fall. She was climbing me, knowing exactly what I planned to do. My cock was erect and jutting, and she got herself over it, lowering her lightly fuzzed pussy onto my knob, rubbing it deep inside of her moist slit.

Then she groaned and lowered herself, impaling herself on my cock.

"Oh, Uncle Bud," she said. "Oh, yes, I like that."

I was holding her ass, moving her on my cock.

"Unfasten your blouse," I told her. "I want to those nice little tits of yours."

She did, sliding it off and pulling off her bra. Her breasts were very high and jutted upward proudly. She touched her own nipples as I fucked her deeply in her young pussy.

"Oh, Uncle Bud," she whispered. "You should have just fucked me. I really wanted you to just fuck me."

"I wanted to rape you too," I said and she moaned.

"I like it rough," she moaned. "I like it hard and like, forced. I like it..." She groaned, her legs tightening around my hips as she came, hard, her little pussy tightening on my cock.

"Oh, Bud," she moaned, kissing me desperately. "Oh, fuck my pussy, Bud. Make me please you. Make me..." She stifled her scream by kissing me again, her mouth hot and wet and her breath ragged.

God, she was a hot one.

We fucked, standing there between the coffins, in the narrow showroom. She still had her hat on, and her skirt and nylons. God, she was a nice armful. My cock was tight inside of her, feeling her pussy as she came again and again. She was very very highly sexed, without doubt.

"Come on my pussy," she said. "Pull out and make me all wet with your spunk. I want you to use me, Uncle. Fuck me and come on me. Make me your little slu... " She let out a little scream as she had another, very hard, come, her body arching to drive my cock way deep into her cunt.

That set me off and I pulled back, lifting her so only the very tip of my knob was between her cunt lips and I came, my come spraying on her and in her and pouring down her thighs.

Then I pushed slowly inside of her again, feeling her sopping pussy slide down my shaft and against my balls.

"oh," she moaned. "Oh, shit, Uncle Bud. That was... oh shit."

She was out of breath and very, very happy.

We cleaned up, and got dressed again. I slid her torn panties in my pocket. I wanted them, to remember this by.

Jaclyn got all straightened up, pulling her skirt down to hide her bare ass and pussy. She looked at me with a smile, spinning around so her skirt flew up, exposing her again.

"How do I look?" she asked.

"I wouldn't do that, unless you want to get arrested," I said with a smile.

"Oops," she said, looking down at herself. "I forgot to wear panties today." She giggled wickedly.

We left together, trying to look like we had just gotten momentarily lost in case anyone saw us leaving. But the hall was deserted.

Jaclyn smiled up at me, then left to find her parents. And I found Alice and Kate out front, waiting for me.

We drove home in relative silence.

"It was a nice funeral," Kate said softly.

"It was," I said, stifling a grin. It was sure as hell the best funeral I've ever been to.

"Was Jaclyn really upset?" Alice asked, looking around at me.

Busted.

I grinned.

"Only a little," I said.

"Did you comfort her?" Alice asked with a raised eyebrow.

"A little," I said.

"It took nearly half an hour," my sister said. "That's more than a little comforting."

"I was being nice," I said. "I didn't want to rush."

Kate began to grin. She reached back and hit me playfully.

"You got laid at your parent's funeral," she said. "You should be ashamed."

"It was our way of affirming life," I told her, trying to look sincere.

"With a thirteen year old girl?" Alice asked.

"No, she's fourteen," I corrected her. "I'm not a pervert."

"That's certainly debatable," Alice said with a laugh. "I think you'd really have problems proving that statement."

I laughed. At least they weren't upset.

"How was she?" Kate asked. "I'm jealous now."

"Oh it was awful," I lied. "I hated every moment of it."

"Right," Alice said. "Now I know you're lying. I'll bet Jaclyn is some little piece of ass."

I grinned and nodded.

"Yeah," I admitted. "She was hot."

"Well, did you invite her over so we can get a chance?" Kate asked. "Or if your cock is happy, is that all that matters?"

"The second choice," I said. Definitely number two."

Kate actually pulled to the side of the road so both she and Alice could thoroughly and playfully pummel me.



I love Chinese food.

But when you're sitting back on the sofa, eating Mu Shu pork and drinking wine, with a pretty little eleven year old half laying on you, her knee across your lap and a sexy expanse of her young thigh exposed from under a quite short skirt:

When a seven year old is on the other side, drinking her third glass of wine and giggling insanely, and looking over at you excitedly because you know and accept her (surprisingly adult,

or at least, surprisingly perverse) secret:

When your sister and her best friend and a pretty fifteen year old are sprawled on the floor, eating their food and taking turns kissing each other, or taking bites of food and sharing them around in the most amazingly erotic way they now call "playing baby bird:"

And you have every expectation of staying up all night and pleasing one another, even through three of the girls are under- aged and one still virgin to men:

Well, you see why I love this Chinese dinner in particular.

A piece of pork fell from my plate and landed on Lisle's thigh.

"Oops," I said, reaching down to retrieve it. It had fallen high on her inner thigh and I fumbled at it, working it up her thigh in my "attempt," to retrieve it. Lisle giggled.

"Maybe you should try your mouth," she suggested sexily.

I laughed, but moved down and began to lick her inner thigh, only inches from her panties, which were white and cotton and very girlish. I got the bit of pork, then moved up her thigh.

"Mmmmmm," I said. "This is delicious." Lisle giggled and moved her legs apart. The fragrance of her little pussy was strong and marvelous. I licked up higher, tasting the point where her inner thigh flesh became moist and soft as it melded with her genital flesh.

"Bud!" Kate laughed. "That's not Chinese!"

But it was too late. I slid my tongue along the edge of her panties, already quite moist with her excitement. The crotch of them molded to her little pussy, and were slightly transparent now.

And her salty girlish musk and the smell of preteen sex filled the space under her skirt.

I opened my mouth, sucking in her entire little pussy through the thin fabric. Lisle gasped, then writhed in pleasure, her coltish legs spreading even further to allow me access.

My mouth was suddenly flooded with the most delicious tasting moisture. Salt and a slight background of pee, mixed with the darker tones of female arousal and the fresh taste of clean panties: the fabulous taste of fresh pussy. I moaned and sucked harder, pushing her panties deep up into her cleft with my tongue.

I felt a hand on my hip, and then on my crotch.

"Yes, Bud," Alice said, her voice tight with excitement. "Yes, she's loving it."

"I want to play too," I heard Melinda say. "I don't want to be left out this time."

"You want to suck Bud's cock? I'll show you how."

My god, it was Kate, my sister, volunteering to help Melinda.

"I can too, honey," Alice said. "Don't worry. If you want to stop, you can."

I felt several hands on my crotch and my pants being unfastened.

"Wow," little Elaine said, in surprise, horror and dismay. I guess she'd never really seen my penis close up. "That's never gonna fit in my eenie."

"It fit up your butt," Alice said. "Would you like Bud to do that again?" Elaine grinned and nodded, and I just stared in delicious anticipation. Then I got busy with Lisle. This was going to be a great night.

I pulled aside Lisle's panties. God, her pussy was smooth and slick and gaping just a little. Little rivulets of wetness were dripping from her pussy hole and down between her butt cheeks. There was already a growing spot on the sofa.

I licked at her lips and into her little slit. Her little clit was hard, and I gently reamed around it, making her groan and her thighs tighten.

"Oh," she said. "That feels good. It feels kind of like Alice does when she sucks me."

"Bud knows what he's doing," Kate said.

"You're not bothered?" Alice asked.

"Fuck, no," Kate said. "I told you I only got upset about under-aged girls because I was jealous."

I'm hearing this while my tongue and lips are exploring Lisle, sliding along the bottom of her cleft. I sucked gently at her little pee hole and she moaned again. Then my tongue was up inside her tight little twat, inside her almost virgin hole.

"Ooooooh," Lisle moaned. "Oh, he's in me!"

"I want him in me," Melinda said. "I want to be fucked. I'm the oldest. You guys cheated."

Alice laughed.

"I thought you weren't ready for this," she chided her sister.

"I'm getting readier," Melinda said. "It looks fun. I want to see him in you."

"We could show you how it's done again," Kate said. "Then you could try it."

I groaned. The light joking atmosphere was just enough to fire over our sexuality, even shy little Melinda. Then I felt fingers on my cock.

"It's all slickery," little Elaine said. "It's neat."

"Do you want to lick it?" Alice asked. "Mommy can show you how."

I felt hot, soft wet lips on my cock. Alice was sucking me, in front of everyone. She gently sucked at the head, then ran her tongue over it wetly.

"See," she said, her fingers now massaging my knob, "just treat it like you would a very big clitoris."

I felt another tongue on me, softly licking at me. Then lips, and a gently sucking feeling.

"Harder, Elaine," Kate said. "Bud doesn't break."

Elaine's tongue reamed around my prick more confidently this time. I moaned. Shit, only seven years old, and she's going down on me while her mother and my sister help.

I slide a finger gently into Lisle's cleft, sliding along her wetting slit and up into her little cunt. She's tight, but not as tight as she was. And I push deeper, gently fucking her pussy as I lick along the length of her pussy cleft.

"Oh, he's in me," Lisle says. "He's got his fingers in me."

I feel a hand take mine and pull on it.

"I want to get some too," Melinda whines. Kate and Alice both laugh.

"Put his hand under your shirt," Amanda says. "That will get his attention.

It certainly does. Melinda's breasts are full and soft and she's rubbing them on my palm. God, that's sexy. I'm touching her and fingering her sister and getting sucked by their little niece, all at the same time.

Then Melinda is moving my hand down and I thrill as I feel her naked pussy, soft pubic hair and a very very wet little cunt.

"You've got a very willing fifteen year old over here, Bud," Kate says softly. It's a hint: she really doesn't want Melinda to feel left out.

I slid my finger out of Lisle and sit up. Lisle smiles at me, obviously very happy.

"Fuck Melinda first," she said. "I want to see."

"Why don't you wash your face, Bud?" Kate suggests gently as I sit up. But Melinda slides up against me, her eyes eager.

"I've tasted pussy on mouths before," she says. She kisses me, much more willingly now. She's completely naked and her body is against mine, her full breasts flattening on my chest.

I slide my hand over her smooth back and down to cup her slender ass. She moans a little, laying against me with her ass very available.

"I'm not a prude," she says, her eyes serious. "I'm just a little shy."

I nodded, and kissed her again. Everyone has their own pace.

I felt Elaine give my cock a final kiss and sit up.

"Bud's all hard," she tells us all. "Is he gonna put his cock in Melinda?"

"Am I going to put my cock inside of you?" I ask Melinda. She nods.

"Yes," she says. "I really want you to."

Yes, I know. Real women don't act this way. It's simply all too wild to really believe. This is just a nasty story.

That's how I feel too. It's like I fell into the most intensely pornographic novel I'd ever read, with every sick little perversion I ever imagined laid out like a banquet for me.

Only it wasn't a novel or a movie or any of those things. It was absolutely, deliciously real.

And I was right in the middle of it.

I lay Melinda back on the rug, admiring her slender teen- aged body, with surprisingly large breasts and a light spray of golden hair at her crotch, with a tiny line of hair leading up to her perfect little navel. Her pussy was pinker than Lisle's, with her slit gaping open invitingly. She lay back, closing her eyes.

I begin to touch her, starting with her fat little breasts. She's so slender and they're not, at all. I slide my hands over them and she moans softly.

I kneel between her legs and begin to massage her body in long, flowing strokes, sliding down over her breasts and over her flat belly, then sliding down over her thighs.

With the next stroke I come down just either side of her pubis, and down into her inner thighs.

And then I slide up, cupping her breasts, then sliding right down the middle of her, down over her crotch, pressing against her with the palm of one hand.

She moans.

So does her sister, Alice.

"That looks wonderful," she says.

"Kate taught me," I tell her. Kate smiles proudly. She's the massage therapist in the family, and she taught me well.

"I love that," Alice said.

I grinned. So do I. there's nothing nicer than very sensual massage as a preparation to sex.

I moved my hand against Melinda's pussy, rubbing it with my whole palm as I crooked my fingers and began to slide them into

her cleft. She moaned, spreading her legs even more. God, she was dripping wet.

My fingers moved down into her, sliding into her folds and down toward her opening. I touched the edges and she moaned, tightening nervously.

"Be careful," she said.

"I will be," I said as I began to slide a finger inside of her. She moaned softly as I slid up into her, feeling the tight flesh of her virginity stopping my probing. I pushed gently, then suddenly drove into her.

"OH!" she gasped as I tore her hymen. I pushed again, quickly. I wanted to deflower her as quickly and painlessly as I could.

But I'd didn't quite expect her groan of pleasure. Even pain can be pretty sexy.

"Not just your fingers," she moaned, her hands reaching down to massage her hips. "Fuck me. Open me up with your prick." I slid down and her hands were grabbing at me, trying to get me into her.

"Fuck me," she whispered. "Pop my little cherry, please. I want to feel you in me."

I found Melinda's opening and she shivered in anticipation as I pushed at her. She was very tight and my cock pressed at her for a moment, then began to penetrate into her spreading flesh.

"Oh, yes," she sobbed, her hands fists now as I pushed into her virgin passage. "Yes, Bud, fuck me. Make me yours."

I pushed again, hard this time and felt her flesh give suddenly as what remained of her hymen tore open. Then I was in her hot, very wet and marvelously tight pussy. Melinda was sobbing, but had her hands on my back, urging me deeper into her.

"Oh, god, oh, god, oh, oh," she was sighing. "Oh, get in me. God, it's so big. Get in me. Please fuck me!"

I pushed deep into her tight pussy, then pulled back and drove in again. She moaned and nodded.

"Fuck me hard," she moaned. "Fuck me harder."

I drove into her again, shoving deep into her, then pulling back to shove into her again. The harder and more aggressively I fucked her, the more she liked it. And now she was pulling at me, kissing me desperately as I filled her little cunt with my own prick.

I felt her legs around my hips and she was moaning and sighing and bucking her hips as we had sex. God, what a wild virgin ride.

"Oh, God, that's good," she gasped. "Oh, Christ, yes! Fuck me. Oh, God, fuck my virgin hole!"

I bit my lip. Yeah, I almost laughed. She was having a great time, but she sounded like she'd learned her language from porn movies. But she didn't care, but just kept up a constant barrage of words, urging me on and apparently getting herself more excited as well. It was really funny and really sexy at the same time.

God, she felt so good, her full breasts, now wet with sweat, rubbing on my chest and her very wet, very snug pussy engulfing me.

She was kissing, moaning and swearing and totally enjoying this.

And looking down into her young face, her eyes tightly shut as she got more and more excited, her white-blonde hair spreading out under her, watching her gasp with each deep stroke I made into her virgin twat, was just fantastic.

Then Lisle was there, kissing her sister.

"Can I have him?" Lisle asked. "I want him in my pussy too."

Melinda grunted, her eyes opening wide.

"Yes!" she gasped. "I wanna see."

Lisle turned and pulled me from her sister. I hated to pull out of her, but Kate was already moving down towards Melinda's hips.

"Don't worry, Bud," Kate said, looking at me with almost wild excitement. "I'll make her pussy feel better." As soon as my cock slid free of Melinda's little pussy, Kate was sucked at her now-gaping little entrance. Melinda moaned again as Kate began to eat her fresh-fucked, freshly deflowered opening.

Alice was just watching, her eyes shining. Her fingers were between her legs and her jean shorts were soaked though the crotch. She was touching herself as she watched. Alice saw me looking over at her and winked.

"You do the girls," she said. "I can handle this. You just have to promise to fuck my ass again later."

I grinned.

"I promise," I said.

Lisle slid up against me, taking my wet cock in her hand.

"Can we make mine different?" she asked. Her blue eyes were almost luminescent with excitation.

"Sure," I said with a smile. I looked over to see Melinda bury her face between my sister's legs. She was eating her through the thin white fabric of Kate's pants, and God it was sexy. Alice groaned and the groin of her cut-offs got so wet it looked like she'd peed herself. A spreading stain was soaking the carpet beneath her.

"Can I help?" Elaine asked. I got the feeling the two younger girls were closer to each other than to their older sister. And it made sense that they wanted to support each other.

Lisle smiled at her sister (well, her niece, actually. I still have problems with the relationships between them. Elaine's like a little sister to Lisle, only not).

"Sure," Lisle said. "But you have to do what you really want to." Elaine got an excited grin. Alice laughed as she moved down toward Melinda and Kate.

"You three have all the fun you want," Alice said. "But you have to clean up afterwards." Lisle blushed, but managed a smile.

I dad already learned that you didn't have to be from Hillsborough to be young and very twisted.

Melinda was sucking face with her sister now, and feeling up her nice boobs. God, it was sexy watching my sister, her best friend and her friend's sister starting to really get it on. Melinda was totally heated up from having sex for the first time, and her sister and Kate were taking advantage of that arousal.

Taking advantage isn't exactly the way to put it: Melinda was probably the most aggressive of the three.

My cock was raging and I moaned as Elaine touched it, her eyes shining. She was sitting with her legs folded under her, and I slipped my hand under her little skirt. I cupped her little twat and Elaine moved herself against my hand.

Lisle moaned.

"Yes," she whispered. "Elaine and I want to play again later, nasty games."

"How nasty?" I asked. Lisle jerked. She seemed to love this little game.

"Real nasty," she said.

"Dirty nasty," Elaine chimed in.

"How dirty?" I asked Elaine, sliding my fingers along her little pussy through her thin panties.

"Real dirty," she said, gasping softly. "Really, really nasty!" She giggled, flushing with embarrassment. But she was obviously very excited by this game too.

"Feeling up little girls nasty?" I asked, pushing deeper into Elaine's little slit.

"Worse," Lisle whispered. She was flushed too and I could smell her hot little cunt. Even at eleven, she was ready and willing.

"How much worse?" I asked, pulling Lisle toward me. Her hand joined Elaine's, touching the head of my hard prick, slick with my excitement.

"Much worse," she moaned. I kissed her, wetly opening her mouth with my tongue. She groaned and moved up against me, kissing back and rubbing my cock really salaciously.

I slid my hand from Elaine's little crotch to Lisle's, sliding under her skirt to cup her pussy and ass and pushing my fingers deep into her through her panties. She was soaking wet already and this just made her hotter and wetter. She moaned and kissed me harder.

"Wet panties worse?" I asked. She moved against me, groaning softly.

"Pissy panties worse?" I asked, rubbing deeper into her pussy and sliding her panties up into her ass cleft. She groaned again. I found her ass and pushed her panties up into her anus, shoving my finger deep into her. She gasped and held me tightly as I invaded her ass.

"Dirty panties worse?" I asked. "Shit on your panties worse?"

She groaned, trembling against me. Lisle was sweating now, she was so very aroused. Elaine was gasping too.

"I had an accident worse," Elaine whispered urgently. "I got my pussy fucked by a strange man worse. I wet my panties and Lisle sucked me through them worse."

I looked down at Elaine. She was frigging herself through her panties, her face flushed, her eyes bright. She was looking at me, her desperation obvious. She was really flying on the Root and wanted, needed, to get herself off.

Lisle looked at her younger sibling, or whatever she was.

"Elaine's worse than I am," she whispered proudly. "She's the pervert. I just try to keep up."

"My pussy hurts," Elaine said. "It wants to be rubbed."

"Would you rub my sister's pussy?" Lisle asked, even she got wetter. Her panties were soaked with her excitement. I couldn't believe these three sisters and their very wet pussies.

I turned and Elaine crawled into my lap.

"My butt hurts too," she whispered. "Touch me there too."

Elaine is looking up at me expectantly. She's so cute and her little lips so inviting. Her eyes narrow slightly as she looks at me.

"You wanna be my Daddy, Bud?" she asks. "You wanna fuck your little sister? You wanna be a real Hill?"

I stare at her, my hackles raising. I've been here before: with Amanda, with Mandy, and even last night. She's not just saying these things: she KNOWS.

My mind is spinning. My sister's daughter is my dad's: Mark Tash was her father and mine, and Kate's lover as well.

But this girl wasn't. She was just Alice's daughter.

And she was a witch. I know that sounds a little crazy, but I could feel it. She had something, an almost tangible energy, and she was putting it off like a perfume.

Elaine grinned up at me.

"You feel it too," she said. "I don't know what it is, but I can tell what Mommy thinks all the time. Mommy says I'm strange. Like magical."

I nodded. She definitely was.

"How did you know what to say?" I asked, wondering if she could explain it to me, since I still wasn't sure how I did it.

"I just do," she said. "It's like it's in my brain and I just let it out."

She opened her eyes real wide and shrugged. This little girl obviously wasn't sure what was happening, but she was equally sure it was really occurring.

And so was I. I could feel it. That sounds strange, I realize, but by now you know I've experienced a lot of strange things. I somehow knew it was real.

Suddenly I was angry. This is ridiculous. I come to Minnesota, to see what life is like on the Outside. Morgana has already told me I'd be leaving Hillsborough.

But I didn't leave at all. I come here, to find out my sister is my father's lover. She becomes mine too. Here I am, in a room full of willing, and very under-aged, girls, all about to have sex with me. Hillsborough isn't behind me: it's all around me.

Elaine looked up at me, puzzled and hurt. I didn't want to yell at her, but I very nearly did.

I felt used: manipulated.

I gently slid away from her and got up. I walked out of the room and onto the porch. The cold hit me like a wall, but that was good. I needed some cooling down right now.

I noticed I was trembling.

I took a deep, cold breath, feeling the icy chill in my lungs.

The door behind me opened and Katherine came out onto the porch.

"Bud, what's wrong?" she asked softly, laying her hand on my naked arm. "You should have a coat on. It's freezing."

I pulled away from her. She hadn't told me about our father, about her child, about our mom. I'd been raised in ignorance of everything. Kate looked hurt, but lowered her hand.

I was shivering. Yes, I was naked, though the porch faced the side yard and no one would likely notice. I sat on a chair, gasping as the icy cushion touched my flesh.

"Everyone knew but me," I said. I thought about that: Hillsborough knew when they hired me. Did my mother tell them? Did Kate? Did Alice know her daughter was a witch, and most likely of Hill blood?

What in the hell was going on here?

Kate sighed.

"I'm sorry, Bud," she said, kneeling beside me. "I'm sorry no one could tell you."

"Why not?" I asked. "Everyone knows but me? Dad wasn't our father, but I'm never told. You go off and fuck him and get pregnant, but no one bothers to tell me. You know about the carnivals. You know about Hills. Mom must have known too: hell, she was going to Tennessee to get fucked and God knows what else! And little Bud sits at home, ignorant and kept that way. When was I going to be told? When was I going to be let in the family secrets? When was I GOING TO BE A PART OF EVERYTHING, KATE?!"

I'd stood up. I was shivering, both with cold and with anger. I felt abused and lied to. I'd been naively playing along, believing what I was told. And it was all lies.

I suddenly realized what Morgana meant. She knew I'd learn this. She knew I'd find out I'd been lied to and misled and used.

No wonder she was afraid I'd never want to return to Hillsborough.

Kate watched me sadly. I looked into her eyes and saw Mandy

and Amanda. The family resemblance was suddenly startlingly apparent.

We were all related, Amanda and Mandy too. They were blood relatives of mine. And I was absolutely sure about that as well.

I headed back into the house, slamming the door behind me.

Alice had gotten up, but I pushed past her. I didn't want to bother with this right now. Her blue eyes were familiar and I didn't want to know why that was.

I took the stairs two at a time. I wanted to be alone, to lock out this sick world and try to figure out what the hell had happened to me.

And why I hadn't been told.

I went into the bedroom, slamming the door. I went back and locked it. Damn, the anger was rushing through my head.

I remembered how angry I got when I thought Amanda was being assaulted. This was like that: sharp-edged and hard.

And I wasn't even taking Root this time.

I sat on the bed, trying to breath normally and let myself calm down.

Kate was Tash. I was willing to bet Alice was Hill, at least. And Alice's little daughter had Tash blood: I was sure of it. She was a witch, whatever that word really means. She had the Power.

I took a very deep breath, slowly letting all of it out. Then I lay back on the bed, forcing myself to breath in slow, full breaths.

How many places had Hills and Tashes living on the fringes? I had kind of insulated myself in Hillsborough, though I knew about the place in Northern California where Leo and Cheryl were from, Merckison's Creek. And it was Leo, I think, who said that was just one of "their little towns."

It was all flowing in again, almost like Amanda's magical voice. All the wonderful, yet forbidden, things. I'd really managed to ignore it, to let it slide by without really thinking about it.

Yet I thought back to those first days, with Mandy and Amanda, and then Cheryl and Angel and Leo and Robert, and then Lea and her mom. All the wonderful, sexy and wicked things we did. I'd somehow lost something, by trying to see all this as "normal," though it was hardly normal at all.

It was special. It was something to be treasured and embraced.

Even here. My sister and I were both Tash. Alice was Hill. Her daughter, willing to be my lover despite her youth, was probably Tash too.

And both my sister and I were conceived at the carnival, most likely. Dark Hills Carnival, if I remembered the name right.

There was a tap at the door.

"Richard?" Kate's voice asked softly. I smiled. She seldom called me by my real name.

"Yes?" I asked.

"Are you all right?"

I shook my head. I really wasn't sure if I was all right or not.

I got up and opened the door for her. I smiled wryly at her.

"I think so," I told her.

"You scared Elaine. She's afraid you're angry because she was reading your thoughts."

"Does she do that often?" I asked.

Katherine nodded.

"Yes," she said. "She does. You get used to it."

I stepped away from the door so Katherine could enter. I walked back to the bed and sat down.

"I guess it threw me," I told her. "It all did. I didn't know."

Kate sat beside me, taking my hand in hers.

"I'm sorry," she said. "Mark made us promise not to tell you."

"Why?" I asked. But Kate shrugged.

"I don't know. I think you had to make the choice, and not be raised with the choice made for you."

"To be Tash, you mean?"

"To be one of us," she said. "Our mom is a Smyth. She told me some. None of us know a lot: it's like a family legend and not much more."

"Did you know about Hillsborough?" I asked. But Kate shook her head.

"No," she said. "I thought we were just a little family. I didn't know about any others, except with the carnival."

"What about Alice?" I asked.

"She got pregnant by a relative of ours," Kate said. "Mark's brother, Lucas. He came to visit. And her family is related to ours, though I don't know how. Just because you're married to one man doesn't mean your children are all his."

I nodded. It's another one of those odd things. It's always assumed the husband is the father of his children, but in these days of DNA profiles, it's becoming apparent just how wrong that assumption can be.

"So Elaine is related to me," I said. Kate nodded.

"She's our niece," she said. "Our uncle's child."

"And she's got that magical thing," I said.

Kate laughed.

"Yes, she certainly does. That's so strange, but I seem to have it too."

I nodded. Tash blood is apparently strong. No wonder incest is practiced. It keeps the magic alive, as it were.

"I get so confused by all this sometimes," I said. But Kate was reaching up and pushing me back onto the bed.

"That's why sex is so nice," she said softly. I suddenly had a vision of Arwen, from Lord of the Rings. God, my sister bore a resemblance to the actress who played her! "Sex makes it easier not to think, and to just feel."

She kissed me gently as she lay her body on mine.

"I don't know what's going on either," she said, sliding her hand over my chest. "But I do know how much I love having my brother's cock deep in my pussy and feeling your naked body on mine. And watching you with Alice and her sisters."

She kissed me again, very warmly and sexily. I moaned as her hot body slid onto mine. She was mostly naked, but so was I.

"Are you going to put that nice cock of your's into your sister's pussy?" she asked. God, if she was an elf, she was a wonderfully slutty one. "Are you going to fuck me, Bud?"

I kissed her in return, sliding my hands over her body. God, she felt wonderful.

"Remember when you caught me in the shower?" she asked. Of course I did. She was wet and naked and had gasped as I'd entered the bathroom. She was maybe thirteen, and had nice little breasts and a surprisingly dark pubic patch.

I'd jacked off over that one glimpse for years.

"Yeah," I said, touching the breasts I'd imagined touching a thousand times. "That was a high point for me."

"Really?" Kate asked, smiling at the complement. "You wanted to fuck your little sister?"

I nodded, actually finding myself blushing.

"Yeah," I said. "I used to fantasize you and your girlfriends got drunk and horny, and I was available."

"Awww," she giggled. "We'd abuse my poor brother?"

"Something like that," I said. "I was reluctant, but of course I was also very excited."

"Mmmmm," Kate said softly, sliding her hand down to cup my growing cock. "Poor Bud. All those horny girls and they all want you to fuck them."

I moaned. Kate was sliding her thumb over my cock head, very sexily.

"Am I forgiven for keeping secrets?" she asked. "Are you going to let me make it up to you?" I nodded. Hell, I'd do anything to keep her from stopping touching my cock that way.

"I'll let you make it up to me," I said.

"Me and Alice?" she added, her voice getting husky. "And maybe Elaine? God forgive me, when I saw her touching your cock, I almost came right there. And then she put her mouth on you. And you fucked Melinda, popped her teen-aged cherry..."

I slid my fingers up into my sister's twat, finding her hot and moist. Katherine moaned.

"Shit, Bud," she said. "I want to be your lover. I want to watch you with other women. I want to..." She groaned and her pussy tightened as she came. I groaned too, my fingers buried in my sister's pussy, feeling her come on me.

"Oh, Bud," she moaned. "Oh, God, watching you fuck Alice's unconscious body... Oh SHIT!" she cried as she came off again. Kate was rubbing my hard cock, it's head slick now.

And I was finger fucking her harder, excited by the fact I was making my sister orgasm.

"Are you having fun without us?" Alice asked from the doorway.

"Get in here," Kate said. "I want to watch Bud fuck some little girl pussy." Alice laughed as she entered.

"And Kate was making all the noise about baby-raping," Alice said. "I think she was just voicing her own desires." Melinda and Lisle were right behind her.

"Where's Elaine?" Kate asked.

"Downstairs," Alice said. "She was afraid Bud was angry with her."

"I'm sorry," I said. "She just shocked me. And then I realized..." Alice smiled and nodded wryly.

"Yeah," she said. "I know. We're related too."

"Bud's a sister fucker," Kate said. I looked down at her bright eyes. She obviously wasn't upset by that. I moved my fingers deeper into her pussy and she moaned in pleasure.

"Not that there's anything wrong with that," Alice added with a laugh. "I'm just a cousin, but that's okay, right?"

I looked at her and nodded. Hell, why not?

"Well, if we're getting nasty, we'd better hurry," Lisle said. "I really gotta pee and I want to do it in my panties. Is that okay, or should I run for the bathroom?"

Alice laughed.

"I told you to watch out for her," she said. "Would you play nasty games with my little sister, Bud?" Alice's eyes were shining. Melinda even looked turned on now.

And then Elaine was walking into he room.

"I'm not staying downstairs if you guys are gonna get all sick and perverted," she said, crawling up onto the bed. "I get to play too."

I laughed, shaking my head. Okay, it's crazy. I had no idea of what was happening or why. But right then I really didn't care.

I smiled at Elaine.

"No, Elaine," I told her. "Come on and join the party."

Elaine crawled onto the bed.

Oh, God, it was all happening again. And all I could do was grin in wicked anticipation.
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Chapter 23

"Hi, Daddy."

It was Mandy. The phone beside the bed had rung, and I somehow knew who was calling. I'd called home, of course, but the conversations had been short and simple. It was almost like Amanda and the others were giving me space, and not asking much about what was going on during my trip.

"Hi, Mandy," I said. God, hearing her voice I suddenly realized how much I missed her.

"Last night was so cool," she said. "Thanks for sharing."

I felt a little tremble go through my body. Sure, I knew she was there. But having that affirmed was still strange and exciting.

"I miss you," I said.

"I miss you too, Bud," she said, very softly. "I'm not supposed to push, but I hope you'll come home soon."

Home. That was a wonderful word.

"I will," I said. "I promise."

"I gotta go," she said. "But look in the bottom of your suitcase. Take everything out and pull up the flap down there. It's a surprise." I started to speak, but the phone just clicked softly as Mandy hung up.

The others looked at me curiously as I got up and went to my luggage, pulling out my clothes. They'd been so ready to party, and the phone call had interrupted everything.

I lifted the bottom flap. Underneath was a small zip-lock baggie.

It was full of Root.

"Did Mark Tash ever tell you about Root?" I asked, the question I had thought of earlier but never voiced. Kate looked at me surprised.

"You know about it?" she asked.

I nodded.

"They have it in Hillsborough," I told her. Kate's face fell.

"Oh," she said. "I thought maybe you had some now."

I picked up the baggie so she could see it.

"That too," I said with a grin.

"Well, if the girls are interested..." she said and raised her eyebrows.

Alice smiled in excitement.

"You girls can finally try root," she said. "And Mom said if you girls want to stay a few days longer you can, as long as you don't cause trouble."

"Darn," Lisle said with a grin as she came in the room. "That's what I do best."

I had to stair. She was barefoot and naked from the waist up, with her cute little tits exposed. But her pants were white jeans, and just skin tight. And she'd made up in the most slutty way imaginable. My cock gave a start at the sight.

"What's Root?" Melinda asked.

I sat down and showed the root around and explained what it did. I slid a small piece in my mouth and handed one to Kate. She chewed it, nodding at the familiar flavor.

"That's Root, all right. God the last time I had it, I must have gotten fucked by ten guys. It was really cool." Kate turned to Melinda, kissing her and slicing the root into her mouth. I did the same with Alice, who took her time kissing me before she took the root from my mouth.

Melinda looked at Lisle.

"I want to change too, she said. "It looks like fun."

"Chew first," Alice said, kissing her sister. The Root was already hitting me, and my mind seemed to suddenly go wonderfully soft.

I lay back on the bed, and let the girls talk about what they wanted to wear. Soon they were all going off to find clothes.

We'd dropped by their house after the funeral, since they'd attended with their parents, so they all had changes of clothes now.

Lisle smiled down at me.

"You aren't tired of nasty yet?" she asked a little nervously.

"How nasty is nasty?" I asked.

"Just pee?" she asked. "The other stuff is a little much. But I really want to pee pee my pants."

I nodded. I could understand that. Too much of a good thing, and all that.

"Pee is fun," I told her, reaching up to touch her small breasts softly.

"I love my butt played with too," she said, sliding beside me on the bed. "And I like doing what you tell me to." I reached over and pulled her roughly down onto the bed. Lisle let out a little pleasured cry.

"Oooh, please, mister," she said. "I'm virgin."

"Not any more," I said, kissing her. She melted against me, her young body molding to mine. She seemed to love getting as close to me as possible, almost like a second skin.

"Hey, quit hogging him. You have to share." It was Melinda, in shorts and a simple tank top, both maroon. She looked young, athletic and cute. She moved around and crawled onto the bed, still a little shy. I reached out for her and she moved up against me too. Her eyes were huge: the Root had definitely hit.

"Wow," Melinda said. "That's good shit!" She giggled happily.

"We need more men," Lisle laughed. "Get some fresh cock in here! We've got horny girls waiting!" She giggled wildly.

Melinda laughed.

"Boy, the Root sure hit you, didn't it?" Melinda asked her sister. But Lisle shook her head.

"I haven't had any yet," she said. "No one chewed a piece for me." She looked at me plaintively. "I guess I don't get any," she said, looking up at me sadly from under her lashes.

I got another piece of root and started chewing it. The glow was already there, but this piece just kicked it up a notch. My cock was so hard, it felt like a piece of metal.

Melinda reached over and touched it softly.

"Gee, maybe we don't need more cocks," she said. "This one seems pretty nice." I lay back between the two sisters, chewing the root. It was flooding my mind and releasing all those wonderfully forbidden things I like to complain about desiring and then do anyway.

"Bud likes Root," Lisle said softly. I turned and kissed her, wetly sharing my Root-thick saliva with her, then pushing the chewed woody piece into her mouth with my tongue.

"Nice sandwich," Alice said as she came in the room. I looked up and almost fainted.

Alice was on the dance squad in middle school and high school. And I'd always had a thing for her, in the tiny hot pants and crop tops the girls wore.

She was dressed in her high school dance squad outfit. I stared, seeing the lower swell of her large breasts under the now smallish and tight cropped top.

"You do remember," she grinned. "I knew it got you all horned up."

I nodded.

"Can I touch you?" I asked, trying to look like a horny, embarrassed teenager. It wasn't hard: I really felt like a horny, embarrassed teenager. Alice sat on the bed.

"You can do more than touch, Bud," she said. "You can do whatever you'd like."

I jerked. Damn it, I couldn't help it. Suddenly, I was back in college, coming home to where my sister and her friends were a constant parade of temptation.

"If this had happened in college, I would have probably just died," I told Alice. She laughed.

"We knew you watched us," she admitted. "We used to leave the door ajar when we were changing. We knew you snuck up to peek."

My sister came in, with Elaine in tow. She smiled when she saw my face.

"I knew you had the hots for Alice," she said. "She looks great, doesn't she?"

I nodded.

"So do you," I told her. Kate did, too. She and Elaine were dressed for bed, in little white baby-doll outfits. But it was definitely a sick bed they were headed for.

They were both made up in the most whorish way possible: my sweet sister looked like a slut and little Elaine looked a little like Jon Benet Ramsey done up as a hooker, a very desirable little hooker.

Kate laughed at my look.

"We're a team," she said. "Big slut and little slut. We're your whores for the night."

"Okay," I said. "We can't do this. I don't know where to start." The girls laughed.

"Poor Bud," Alice said, obviously pleased by the effect she was having on me. "So much pussy, so little time?"

"Something like that," I admitted. "God, I want you all."

"Good," Kate said, "because we all want you too."

I closed my eyes. The Root was just coursing through my body and engorging my brain. It's impossible to describe, except to say that it's like a whole body erection. Even my brain felt tumescent and throbbing.

And I was surrounded by very willing female flesh.

"I have to pee pee real bad," Lisle said. "I might not make it to the bathroom in time." Lisle smiled up at me. God, she looked fantastic.

"Well, it looks like that's a priority, then," Kate said, her eyes very bright. I'd never imagined my sister excited by such a thing, though now I knew better. "I guess Lisle gets to go first."

Lisle hopped out of bed, her tiny breasts bouncing. She stood in the middle of the room, her legs spread, her tight pants encasing her pussy like a second skin.

Elaine let out a little moan. I turned to see Elaine had her fingers over her crotch, touching herself. She saw me and blushed.

"I like this part," she admitted.

Kate saw now and reaching around Elaine, pulling her young body against herself and sliding her hands over Elaine's little body.

"Why don't you let me touch that for you," Kate said, sliding her hands down Elaine's body. She slipped her fingers under the little panties of Elaine's baby-doll and began to gently masturbate the seven year old. Elaine moaned softly and moved back against my sister.

Lisle was moaning, her eyes closed now. She was holding her legs together, as if trying to keep from peeing.

"Oh, where's the school bus?" Lisle asked quietly. "Damn, I should have peed before I left home." She was moving, holding her legs tightly together, her desperation obvious.

"Oh, God, please hurry," she moaned, her hands in little fist. "Oh, God, I have to pee so bad! Where's the stupid bus?"

She was writhing now, and beginning to sweat. Drops of perspiration began to run down her face and down between her little breasts as she trembled in growing discomfort. Her nipples were hard and jutting.

This was very sexy for her.

"Oh, shit," she said. "Please hurry. I've really got to go."

She was shivering with her growing need to relieve herself. Lisle groaned, reaching down and cupping herself, bending over to try to relieve the growing pressure.

"Oh, God, my bladder is so full!" she groaned, her eyes tightly closed now. "I'm not going to be able to hold it much longer. Where's the bus?" she moaned plaintively.

A tear began to run down her face. She was actually starting to cry.

"Please," she moaned. "Oh, God, don't let this happen. Oh, please, I can't hold it much longer."

She was crying more obviously now, tears running down her face. She was gripping herself desperately, as if trying to hold in her growing need, to physically stop the accident that was bound to occur. Her fingers were tight in her crotch, as if they were trying to block the urine from escaping.

They were also moving, as she masturbated herself though the material of her pants.

My cock was raging. She was sharing this fantasy with all of us. Kate was staring, her fingers rapidly masturbating little Elaine as Kate watched this scene.

Even Melinda was moaning softly beside me. I looked down and she looked at me with bright eyes. She was turned on by her sister's fantasy as well.

Melinda let out a sudden wail of horror.

"NO!" she cried. But a stain appeared in the crotch of her pants, a dark gray spreading on the white material of her jeans. It grew rapidly, soaking her crotch and spreading across the front ofher pants. Then rivulets of dark began to run down the inside of her thighs as well, as the spreading piss stain grew.

"Oh, God," Elaine moaned. "Oh, no. I wet myself. Oh, Jesus, I'm wetting my pants."

Her fingers were busy between her legs, dripping urine as she frantically masturbated herself.

"Oh, God, I'm all soaked," she moaned. "All the boys are going to see. What if they laugh? What if they want to touch me? Oh, God, what if they push their hands down my pants and start to feel me, pull my pants down on the bus and..."

She cried out, falling to the floor as she orgasmed. She lay on the floor, still pissing herself and still masturbated, completely immersed in her perverse little fantasy.

"Fuck her," Melinda urged, much to my surprise. "Feel her up and fuck her."

"Help me," I said and she nodded. She got up and I saw her own maroon shorts were soaked with her arousal.

"You had an accident too," I pointed out. She looked down and another blast of come literally shot out through the fabric of her shorts, pouring down her legs.

"Shit, yes!" she moaned. "I want to suck Lisle's pissy little cunt through her pants.

Melinda was trembling herself. She'd just broken through that shyness and suddenly realized how erotic fantasy could be.

And, of course, the Root was helping that.

I walked toward Lisle.

"Look, guys," I said, trying to sound like a teenager. "Baby Lisle had an accident in her pants! Lisle wet herself."

I knelt beside her, thrusting my hand up into her sopping, hot crotch.

"NO!" Lisle cried. "Please, don't touch me there!"

Melinda's hand was between her legs now.

"Baby had an accident," she said harshly. "Lisle peed her pants." We were both groping her roughly, as she cried and tried to get away. She was really fighting, her pussy getting even wetter, only now with that wonderful come she and her sisters were so full of.

"Eat your sister's twat, Melinda," I said, grabbing her hair and forcing her face down toward Lisles struggling crotch. Now it was Melinda's turn to yell and beg me to stop, even as she soaked her shorts more thoroughly as she came in them.

"No!" she begged. "Please, don't make me..."

I pushed her face into her sisters crotch, her pants totally soaked with urine and come. Melinda struggled mightily, which had the effect of forcing her face even deeper into her sister's wet groin. She opened her mouth, both eagerly sucking at the sodden fabric and fighting to get away.

Alice, Kate and Elaine had joined us and were feeling both sisters up roughly.

"Shit, I think Melinda peed herself too," Kate said, feeling her up through her come sodden shorts.

"The Hewitt sisters must all have weak bladders."

The scene was becoming less forced and more an excited little orgy. Lisle reached up, grabbing Alice and pulling her down to kiss her wetly. And Melinda had her legs spread wide, inviting Kate to grope her wet little pussy. My sister was eagerly feeling up Melinda, and finally grabbed her and kissed her roughly too.

"Kiss me, you little bitch," Kate said and then moaned and Melinda eagerly returned her kiss. Kate's fingers were up the leg of Melinda's shorts now and she was feeling her up big time. Melinda groaned and kissed my sister even harder.

Alice was groping Lisle's little breasts and Elaine reached over touch Lisle's soaked pants.

"I like this," she said almost wistfully. "I guess I'm a little young for you guys." I looked down at her. In all reality, she was too young. Far too young. Hell, she shouldn't even be here.

Then Alice was griping Lisle's wet crotch, and Elaine found her own little hand pushed away. She sighed.

"You're not too young," I said, sliding my hand down over her back. "I think you're just right."

Okay, my mind was split. One side of me felt sorry for this girl, and the other wanted to know what the hell I thought I was doing. I'd fully planned on fucking Lisle, and Alice, and my sister too.

But circumstances had put me, the eldest, with Elaine, the youngest.

And while part of me was shocked, another part of me was looking at this little girl with a most inappropriate level of arousal.

Baby-fucking. Pedophilia. A seven year old girl willing to please me.

"Yes, your honor. There you have it! Bud Carlson himself, showing both knowledge of the criminal and disgusting nature of his acts, and admitting his own excitement at the prospects. Intent to commit, and even eagerness to commit, the most horrendous crimes against nature imaginable."

And there I sat, Bud Carlson, defendant, with a big, silly grin on my face.

I leaned down and kissed Elaine. She kissed back very eagerly, sliding her little body in my lap.

"Be my wicked daddy," she whispered. "Be my nasty, perverted father, who does terrible things with his own daughter. Make me do the things my mommy won't, all the terrible, sick things you desire and I have to fulfill."

She was groaning, rubbing her pussy against my lap. I suddenly realized that, as young as this girl was, she also seemed eerily older than her sisters and even her mother. I pulled back slightly and she pulled away, looking rejected and hurt.

"I'm sorry," she said, her eyes filling with tears. She tried to get up, but I grabbed her arm and pulled her back onto my lap.

"Where do you think you're going?" I asked. "You aren't getting away that easy, girl. Come kiss daddy like a good little girl."

I kissed her, forcing her lips apart and pushing my tongue obscenely into her mouth. Elaine struggled, still upset, but I forced myself on her, pulling her to me and groping her little body. She began to struggle harder.

"No, daddy," she said, trying to push me away. "Don't! You're not supposed to do that."

I grabbed her baby-doll and tore it open. Elaine's eyes went wide and she gasped, pushing her pussy hard against my cock.

"Oh, Daddy," she moaned. "Why did you do that?" Her little pussy was suddenly damp against my prick.

Okay, so I'm a pervert. We all know that by now.

I pushed Elaine to the floor, beside where her sisters and mine were all involved in a increasingly wild group grope. I ripped open Elaine's little top and licked wetly at her tiny, hard nipples.

"You're gonna do what your daddy tells you," I said roughly. "If your momma ain't gonna put out, then her little girl sure as hell is."

I saw the roughly hewn walls of the room, the fire in the fireplace, even the tintype picture of Alice on the mantle. I was shocked, until I realized I was in Elaine's mind, sharing her fantasy. I was in rough clothes, several days growth of beard on my jaws, and the smell of cheap whiskey on my breath.

"You're gonna put out, little girl, so do what daddy says and you won't get whipped." I wasn't even talking now. It was all in Elaine's mind.

I looked down at her pussy, barely covered in a pair of old white cotton panties, worn nearly through, with holes in them. I reached down and put a finger in one of the holes, ripping at the rotten fabric.

"No, daddy," Elaine was sobbing. "No, please!" But her tiny cleft glistened from her excitement.

Yes, I raped her. I forced myself on this little girl, pulling my pants down and putting my prick to her little entrance and shoving until my cock forced it's way between her now-bloody lips. Elaine cried and screamed and fought, and her mind was filled with the most erotically charged energy I've ever experienced. I didn't get far into her, but I didn't have to. The pressure of my cock in her virgin cunt was enough to make her come and I certainly shot off, filling her tiny pussy with a huge load of come.

Elaine was crying and kissing me, and writhing, reaching down to touch her freshly wounded pussy in awe and excitement.

"You popped me, daddy," she said, her eyes huge with arousal. "You fucked my little pussy."

She smiled and kissed me, so wet and hot I felt like my mouth was under attack.

Damn, it was fantastic.

Elaine was all over me, and suddenly, so was her mother.

"Oh, Bud," Alice moaned. "You fucked her. You really did it. You raped Elaine." She was kissing me, and Elaine too and touching both of us.

Okay, it became an orgy. Melinda actually sucked my bloody cock, moaning in arousal. And Kate was kissing me and rubbing herself on me. Lisle crawled over, her pants unfastened and pulled down on her hips and I helped myself to her, pushing my hand down to cup her soaking, open twat.

Alice was moaning and pulling her shorts down off her great hips.

"Fuck me next, Bud," she moaned, her voice hoarse. "You fucked my daughter, now fuck her mommy. Shove it up me, like you did her. Make me be your slut too."

It was wild. I pulled Alice onto my lap, slamming my prick deep into her wet, hot cunt. Then Melinda was down licking my balls and sucking at her mother as well. I felt Melinda's fingers on my cock, then Alice moaned.

"Oh, yes," she said. "Whoever has their fingers up my ass, go for it. Shove deep up my fucking asshole."

Melinda did, as I fucked Alice and as Lisle was pulling her pants further down so I could get at her wet twat. I went for her ass too, and got four fingers inside of her. Kate was kissing Alice and Melinda and tearing her own clothes, practically crying in arousal.

And Elaine certainly wasn't finished either. She was kissing whoever was available and groping them just as aggressively as the older women.

I came again, another big shot of come, as if I hadn't come yet at all. Alice moaned, grinding her cunt on me, and then my sister was getting in my lap.

Arwen. I saw her clearly. I smiled and somehow Kate knew, because she smiled.

"You ever fucked an elf, Bud?" she asked. "You want to fuck your little sister, and do Arwen at the same time?"

My brain was swimming. But all of ours were. Each in our own perverse world, each giving their most perverse thoughts free reign, we used each other as we fulfilled our own needs. It was tremendous and went on for hours.

I fucked Arwen. Hell, I raped her as she cried and begged for mercy. I fucked Kate and Alice, my childhood sex fantasies, and they were both fourteen and wonderfully willing. Melinda was a shy virgin, and I the romantic pirate captain. I don't know where that came from, but it was in Melinda's mind and I shared it. It was an oddly sweet little fantasy that we shared.

And Lisle and Elaine were still connected in their very dark, twisted, filthy fantasies. I fucked Lisle through a hole I tore in her soaked pants, feeling the fabric of the pants of a dressed girl, even as my cock was plunging into her hot, quivering flesh.

And Elaine: I ass-fucked her again, and though she was empty inside, her brain was a riot of filth, of shit filled asses and brutal rape. Of all the women there, Elaine's won out as the darkest thoughts, filled with harsh, brutal and very erotic fantasies.

It went all night. I was gone much of the time, in a half dreaming, half aware state. The Root had so opened our minds, and we were all related by blood, which seemed to make it stronger.

Our thoughts were so mingled it was hard to say what I was thinking and what I was picking up from someone else.

It was the most fantastic thing I have ever experienced and, as you all well know, that's saying an awful lot.

WE slept together, if you can call it sleeping. I would actually wake up with my cock in someone, and realize I'd been dreaming what they were thinking about. I didn't care who wanted me or how, or what was happening. It was all an insane, wonderful mixture of sexuality, limited only by the vastness of imagination.

I woke the next morning to an armful of Lisle. My cock was buried in her pussy and she was moaning in her sleep and moving against me.

"Good morning, Bud," Kate said softly. "My fucking brother." She kissed me, wetly and still hot. I fingered her, finding her soaking wet, though not so wet as the Hewitt sisters.

"Good morning," I said.

"Was I Arwen part of the night?" she asked.

"I guess so," I said. "I noticed the resemblance."

Yes, I rolled over and had sex with Kate again. And that woke up lisle, who wanted me back in her right after.

And that got the rest going, so we went another round.

Okay, there was a problem. My cock was actually sore in spots. I'd been literally fucked raw.

So we used lots of oil and screwed some more anyway.

What a night.

Later I was sitting on the porch, enjoying my first cigarette of the day.

I allow myself five a day, maximum, and often don't even do that. Oddly, I seem to enjoy the ones I do smoke even more that way.

Alice came out and took my cigarette, inhaling deeply from it and handing it back.

"We're all going to miss you terribly, Bud," she said. "This has been wonderful."

I nodded. Alice still wore the outfit from last night, which was soaked through with sweat and stained with come and sweat. She smelled wonderful and looked absolutely slutty.

"I'll miss you too," I said. "I love this little family."

"You have a family of your own," she said, looking wistful.

"Yeah," I said, but I know that's not true, not in the way she means it. I have a family, but they could be part of it.

I began to speak, but stopped. God, here I am trying to get away from Hillsborough, and I'm thinking of importing people back to it. I didn't want to just gather whoever I fucked and keep them, like some sick trophy.

Then I realized I wouldn't be. These girls would love Hillsborough. So would Kate.

"Hey, I have an idea," I said.

We didn't fly home. We took Alice's van, which was big enough for the five of us. I was surprised when I called home and got two bits of information.

One was that the big house was ready to move into. And the other was that Amanda, Mandy and Angel were all three aware that I was bringing my sister, Kate, along with Alice and her sisters to live with us. And Elaine too.

I guess it's not easy to keep secrets when you live with witches.
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Chapter 24

"BUD!" Mandy ran out of the house and leapt into my arms. She clung to me, showering me with kisses.

"Oh, Daddy, I missed you so much!" she said.

"I missed you too, honey," I told her. God, she felt wonderful in my arms.

"Hi, Bud," Morgana said, looking over my new brood. "Out recruiting fresh talent, I see." laughed. I've gotten used to Morgana. Darkness is just her style.

Amanda came out and my heart leapt. I forget what a beautiful woman she is. And then little Angel ran out and I wanted to cry. God, I'd missed them all so much.

The next few minutes was a flurry of kisses and hugs and introductions. I felt really awkward at first. After all, here I am introducing the new nookie to the old nookie. Fortunately, no one seemed to take it that way. Both groups seemed interested in meeting the other, and Lisle and Angel were instant friends. Then we all went into the house, where Leo and Cheryl and their son Robert were waiting.

The new house, that is. It was massive. We all got taken on the tour, through the huge kitchen and the Great Room, which beat a living room all to hell. We went upstairs where the four bedrooms were and the sunny Atrium, with the raised deck on the second floor. Then went back down the wide stairway to the Conservatory and the huge main bathroom.

Finally, we all went to see the main bedroom, adjoining the Great Room. It was all just amazing. It was a mansion. We had just gone back into the Great Room when Melinda squealed in delight. She found just found the hot tub, in it's own small room off the Great Room. Kate looked at me and shook her head.

"It's wonderful," she said. "We'll have to visit often."

"You're staying here for now," Amanda told her. God, I'd even missed her throaty Southern-tinged voice. "There's plenty of room. And I'm sure we all want to get to know each other." Amanda smiled sweetly, but I think everyone in the room knew exactly what she meant. There were looks exchanged.

"Uh, oh," Angel giggled. "I think Uncle Leo is gonna need his Viagra. Robert too." She and Lisle laughed, then Elaine and Melinda and Mandy, and soon the whole room was filled with laughter.

"Well, Bud," Alice said, "I guess there's no beating around the bush around here."

"Bush gets beaten around here all the time," Cheryl said. "You haven't seen the size of my husband's prick yet." Yes, that got even more laughter.

"Thank God," Lisle said, winking at me to let me know she was kidding. "We're getting real tired of "Bitty Bud" over here." That got another big laugh, at my expense. But hell, I was laughing too.

"Tell us that after you get old Donkey Dong in you," Amanda said. "You may regret those words." Yeah, we'd been in the house maybe twenty minutes and we were all joking like old friends. And that happens a lot in Hillsborough. It's almost... Well, I was going to say magical, and maybe that's what it is. Because we were all suddenly very comfortable together, no longer total strangers at all. Leo was grinning at Melinda and Mandy laughed.

"I think Uncle Leo has designs on her," she told me. "He likes teens."

"And tweens," Leo said, putting an arm around a somewhat startled Lisle.

"To Leo, all women are tweens," Amanda said to Alice wryly. "He just wants to get "tween" their legs."

Mandy moved up against me, delightfully. "I really missed you, Bud," she said softly. I smiled down into those beautiful blue eyes and perfect face.

"I missed you too," I told her. "I thought about you a lot." Mandy wrinkled her nose wickedly.

"Every time you fucked another girl, you thought only about me?" she asked. I looked innocent.

"Something like that," I said. Mandy hit me gently, then kissed me. The kiss became very warm, then passionate.

"Well, we know what Bud wants," my sister said. "It's been so long since he had sex, he's horny again." Lisle came over and gently insinuated herself into Mandy and mine's embrace. I realized Leo scared her a little. She was, after all, very nearly virgin.

"Can I join you guys?" she asked.

"See?" Cheryl said, winking at Leo. "She realized that wasn't his thigh Leo had against her. That was his cock!" Another laugh and Alice approached Leo.

"Okay," she said, "Now I gotta see." Yes, I know. If this were fiction, I'd be asking a lot of you. We all get together and in less than a half hour, Alice is pulling out Leo's cock right in front of everyone? No way, right? Not even in a porno story. But it was happening. And there was a gasp as Leo's cock fell free. He is pretty damned big.

"No way," Lisle said, covering her crotch. "I want to live!" That sparked more laughter, but it was also the green flag for more of the same. Melinda had turned to Robert, blushing furiously but trying to hide it. And Robert found her embarrassed interest very sexy. He reached out and touched her, and she jerked. Kate stepped up to Robert.

"Let's warm up and see if Melinda gets more interested," she said, and kissed Robert.

Alice was going down on Leo now, sliding her whole mouth over the big knob of his cock. I stared in amazement, then felt Mandy's hand on my cock.

"I missed this, Mister Carlson," Mandy said softly. We kissed wet and deep, and I began to reacquaint myself with her body. Lisle was beside us and Mandy turned and kissed her too, very wetly. I saw Angel over with Elaine and Angel was already pulling up Elaine's dress and feeling her twat.

I wish I could give you a blow by blow (pun intended) description of the whole thing. But it was so big and complex, I missed a lot of it. I got to see Alice getting fucked by Leo, her legs obscenely spread as he drove his big old prick into her. And my sister, Kate, had sex with Robert, and then Leo. And Cheryl and Amanda too. The little girl pile got bigger, as Lisle moved over to make out with Angel and Elaine, and then Amanda joined them.

Cheryl was over with Kate and they were sharing Melinda and Cheryl's son, Robert. I was everywhere. But Mandy stayed close beside me. We had really missed one another. We made love, just to each other, then began to make the rounds.

Angel was in love. She and Lisle and Elaine were having a great time. Both new girls seemed shy of Leo and Robert at first, but soon Lisle was letting Leo kiss her, and then he was fucking her as she screamed in unholy passion. It was half pain, half arousal and all pleasure. I almost came just watching this little eleven year old girl getting fucked by her second guy.

Angel wanted me, and then so did Cheryl,. And then Amanda and I were together, along with a very wet and dripping Melinda. Amanda loves cream pie: come-glazed pussy, she calls it. And she ate Melinda's pussy while I had sex with her. Amanda, that is.

The party only lasted about 90 minutes. It was almost like a "nice to meet you, lets try a quickie," kind of thing. The sexual tension still hung heavy in the air, but people were getting up and wandering around looking for their clothes. Lisle came over and showed me her gaping cunt, taking a strange pride in it. I understood. She'd had sex with Leo and wanted to share her excitement.

"I think I'm ruined," she said, only half jokingly. I laughed.

"No, it closes up," I told her. "Pussies are very flexible."

"I hope so," she said. "Otherwise, I'm gonna have to masturbate on the top of light poles." That really got me laughing and I hugged Lisle.

"I don't think that will happen," I told her. "But if it does, tell me, so I can bring my camera and get some pictures."

Amanda is very much a natural mother-goddess type. She soon began to round up some people and they went in to prepare some dinner. I took that chance to walk out of the back door. There was a low redwood deck, looking out over a meadow with hills nearby. It was just beautiful. I sat in a big Adirondack style chair and just enjoyed, both the view and the afterglow. And the wonderful feeling of being home.

I heard the door open and looked up to see Morgana. She smiled and sat beside me, flipping back her long black hair. "So, you decided to come back," she said. The skin around her green eyes wrinkled as she grinned at me.

"Yeah," I told her. "And worse yet, I'm importing new people." Morgana chuckled.

"Not only have we ruined you, you're out looking for more souls."

This time I laughed. Yet her words were somewhat unsettling as well. In a way, that was exactly what I was doing. "And bodies," I pointed out.

"Yes, their bodies too," Morgana said archly. "We like both." I smiled at Morgana. She's such a strange woman, but she's also very likeable. With Morgana, what you see is definitely what you get.

"I missed Hillsborough," I told her.

"It's addictive," she said with a wink. "Once you start, it's a hard habit to break."

"Sex?" I said.

"Life," she answered. "Really living, with no artificial barriers or boundaries to hold you back. It's hard to go back to the "normal" world when you find out how wonderful the "real" world can be." She actually had her hands in the air, using two fingers on each to make the parenthesis in the air.

"So, you think it's like an addiction?" I asked.

"It's freedom," she said, smiling wryly. "Of course it's addictive. Once you find it, you can't go back."

I looked at Morgana. Of all the people I'd met in Hillsborough, she was both the darkest and the most honest.

"So, I like freedom," I said. She nodded, reaching into my pocket and helping herself to one of my cigarettes.

"Everyone craves freedom," she said, moving her hand down into my pants pocket and pulling out my lighter. She lit her cigarette and settled back into her chair. "Yet they fear it too. The freedom to decide what you want? What's right for you? What's not? It's much easier to have someone tell you all that. Otherwise," she took another drag from the cigarette and exhaled appreciatively. "Otherwise," she repeated, "you're on your own."

I smiled, retrieving my lighter and cigarettes and getting one out for myself. What Morgana did, taking my cigarettes and all, might be considered really rude, but somehow it didn't come off that way. It was just Morgana, being Morgana.

I lit the cigarette, looking out over the quiet meadow.

"I guess I like the freedom," I said softly.

"It's wonderful, if you have the balls to enjoy it," Morgana said.

"I guess I do," I observed. Morgana laughed.

"Yes, Bud, you do. I had my doubts there, but you're just the type who likes to go slow. You're getting much better."

"I'm still unsure at times," I admitted.

"Who isn't? " She shrugged. "Doubts are common. No doubts means no brain is working. That's just stupid. Intelligent sin: That's the way to go. Decide, then go for it."

I inhaled from the cigarette again, thinking about her worlds. Morgana is like an entire philosophy class in one conversation. Yet she's so light about it, like it doesn't really seem to mean that much. It's just thoughts.

It's later when the depth of her philosophy becomes apparent.

"I missed you guys," I told her.

"You missed the pussy," she said, grinning wickedly. "You missed us pushing you to do all those nasty things. And then you go to Minnesota and find other women to do the same thing. You just need the excuse that it's not your fault: it's all the perverts around you exploiting your weaknesses." I shrugged, but grinned too. There was a lot of truth in her words.

"I found them," I pointed out.

"You always will, Bud," she said. "They're attracted to you, just like you are to them. It's kind of like gaydar: You find the free ones and they find you."

"Free," I repeated.

"Free," she said. "Free of conventions. Free of morals, if you will. Free to take delight in life, and not worry about some staid standard of behavior they have to fulfill." She smiled at me and winked.

"Hill Folk," she said softly.



Leo was strumming on a guitar in the big living room. There were people everywhere, but that's just the way Hillsborough seems to be. Visiting others is a way of life.

"Have you given any thought to Summer Vacation?" Amanda asked softly. We were sitting together on the sofa, watching the others as they lounged or talked.

"Not really," I admitted. "I still can't believe it's already the second semester. I haven't taught that much." Amanda smiled, toying with my hair.

"I'm sure Bull Rohrer doesn't mind teaching your classes when you're gone," she said. "I don't think there's much that Lucinda wouldn't mind you doing."

"She's gay," I said.

"That's what she says," Amanda sighed. "I'd love to watch you fuck her, though." I have to admit, I'd like to see me fuck her too.

"I missed your accent," I told Amanda. She laughed delightedly.

"Why, Mister Carlson," she drawled. "What a nice thing to say!" Amanda leaned over and nuzzled my neck.

"You just missed this part of my accent," she whispered. And yes, it reverberated though my head.

"Not just that part," I told her.

"No?" she whispered. "You don't miss me telling you those things you used to deny excited you? Little girls? Women? Force Fucking?" Her voice was echoing, damn it. She went on:

"Screwing who you want, how you want, where you want, and not giving a fuck whether her screams are in pleasure or pain.? Or fucking boy ass, and not caring who knows." I moaned. God, she can do anything she wants to me.

"My brain is putty in your tongue," I said. Amanda let out a little snort.

"That is really disgusting, Bud," she said, actually sticking out her tongue and wiping it. "Uhhh, putty!"

"Sorry," I said. "I was trying to come up with a compliment." Amanda leaned over and kissed me, reaching down to touch my rock-hard cock.

"This is my compliment," she said softly. "I love turning you on." She looked up at me with those deep blue eyes, set off by her strawberry blonde hair.

"My pussy hair is all grown back," she said with a little smile. Okay, I jerked in arousal. Damn, this woman knows all my buttons. Amanda laughed delightedly.

"Why, Mister Carlson," she said. "I do believe you almost came in your pants."

"Almost," I said.

"Would you prefer to come in my pussy, Mister Carlson?" Amanda asked. "Or maybe way deep in my ass? Or maybe you'd like to fuck my daughter, while I watch." I covered my ears playfully, but Amanda starting that wonderful damned whispering, the voice that doesn't care if you have ears, because it soaks right into your brain as well. Amanda kept talking softly:

"Maybe you'd like to just lay back and listen to nasty fantasies, so nasty I have to whisper them, because they're just to terrible to spoken of aloud. Maybe you'd like to be a rutting warrior, taking a village, looking for women to sate your lusts on and uncaring whether they are willing. Perhaps you like when they cry and fight and beg you not to violate them as you rip at their clothes..." I moaned, and Amanda laughed, her laughter echoing through my head.

"It's okay, Bud," Amanda said. "I won't bother you any more."

"Damn," I said, uncovering my ears. "I was almost ready to come." Amanda laughed again and slid into my arms.

"You can come any time you want," she said, kissing me very erotically. "My pussy would really like you in it."

Well, there's nothing like a woman who isn't afraid to let her needs known, is there? And my needs were getting pretty specific at the same time. I really wanted to have sex with Amanda.

"Mister Carlson, are you bothering my mother?" Mandy asked, sitting on the other side of me. "Do I have to protect her, again?" Mandy smiled up at me, very appealingly. She slid her skirt up on her young thighs a little, looking up at me with exaggerated innocence.

"Mister Carlson and I were just talking about how long it had been since we'd had a parent/teacher conference," Amanda said to her daughter. Mandy looked up at me.

"Can I be there?" Mandy asked. "After all, I am the student, aren't I?" I looked at her, then over at Amanda, who nodded.

"I do believe she's right," Amanda said. "We should let her come along." I smiled. God, I can't believe how much these two women turn me on. I felt a little guilt and looked around for Angel.

"She's upstairs with Lisle and Elaine," Mandy said, knowing exactly what I was doing. "They're playing some very nasty games already." She grinned, obviously proud of her uncanny ability, her Knowing.

"So I guess it's just me and my daughter," Amanda said, her Southern accent more distinct now. "That should be all right, shouldn't it?" I grinned at her.

"That should be just fine," I said. Amanda got up, reaching down for my hand. She and Mandy led me into the new master bedroom.

I looked around, really seeing the room for the first time. The bed was obviously antique and much larger than I'd ever seen before. It wouldn't fit in a normal sized room, but here it was perfect. Amanda smiled as I looked at the oversized bed.

"It's a Hill bed," she explained. "We have large families. And it's an old Hill expression that the family who sleeps together, keeps together." Mandy giggled.

"Isn't that the family who screws together, hews together?" she asked. "Or the family who fucks together stays stuck together?" Mandy laughed. "How about the family who humps together lumps together?" Amanda sighed and rolled her eyes.

"The kids have to make it dirtier," she explained. "We adults all know you can't just sleep with kids."

Michael Jackson can," Mandy said with a smirk. "He's absolutely appropriate. Just ask his defense attorneys."

"She's your daughter," Amanda sighed. "And your girlfriend. I don't take any responsibility."

"My mommy doesn't love me any more," Mandy said, looking up at me pitifully. "Would you love me, Mister Carlson?" She moved against me, rubbing herself on me invitingly. Amanda chuckled darkly.

"Why don't you come over here and we'll relax during our conference?" Amanda asked, patting the bed beside her. Mandy pulled me toward the bed.

"Yes," she said. "Mister Carlson is very busy. He should be comfortable, shouldn't he, Mommy?" Mandy pushed me backwards down onto the bed, straddling me with a wicked leer. I looked up at her, this youthful bundle of sexual energy, this girl/woman.

I felt Amanda slide up beside me on the bed. She kissed my neck gently.

"We both missed you, Bud," Amanda said. "It wasn't the same without you here."

Amanda kissed me, very deeply. Mandy lay on me and joined her, and the three of us shared a lazy, three-way kiss. Mandy's crotch was against my cock and she was already moving against it, making me more excited and herself as well.

"Bud is learned to accept himself," Amanda whispered, her words reverberating in my mind. "Bud is finding out you can take the pervert out of Hillsborough, but you can't take the pervert out of Bud." Amanda was kissing me, her tongue and Mandy's wrapping around each other's, and mine as well.

"Mister Carlson has a very stiff pointer," Mandy said. "I think he thinks I need a special lesson." I moaned. Damn her. She knew how much her wicked little puns got to me.

"I need a lesson too," Amanda said. "I like to home-school my daughter as well. Would you help me learn how, Mister Carlson?"

"Show my Mommy how to teach me," Mandy moaned. "Show her what we do together after class." Mandy slid off my lap, laying beside me, pushing back her long dark hair. She spread her youthful legs, letting her skirt ride up on her thighs.

"Enjoy, Bud," Amanda whispered. "She's only fourteen once. She's all yours, to pleasure and to please yourself with." I groaned. Amanda took such delight in this. Then I remembered my own experience, in Minnesota, and knew why. Amanda was just as much a part of my own arousal as she was her own. We were sharing this, in a way that was far more intimate than sex could ever be.

I cupped one of Mandy's small breasts. She was so warm and soft, her flesh resilient against my palm. She moaned softly as I massage her breast, feeling her nipple grow hard against my hand. I rubbed Mandy's breast harder and she moaned even louder. I felt a hand on my cock and realized Amanda was reaching around me, massaging my cock through my pants. I moved back toward her and she took the invitation, rubbing my cock more lasciviously.

"My cunt is getting wet," Amanda whispered. "My panties are all damp and hot. My cunt missed Mister Carlson, a lot. It really wants him to visit." Yes, I had fucked Amanda, and Mandy earlier, but it was a group thing. This was personal, and much much better.

I turned, pulling Amanda against me. Her house dress was loose and I slid my hand up under it, finding soft cotton panties and the wide swath of pubic hair that had excited me so much the first time we had sex. I cupped her hotness, rubbing her softly.

Mandy was on my other side, unfastening my pants.

"Are you going to suck my mommy's pussy?" Mandy asked excitedly. "Are you going to eat my mommies cunt? Are you going to eat my pussy, too, Mister Carlson?" Mandy pulled my cock out, sliding her little fingers over it's wet surface. "Oh, Mister Carlson is all hard and wet," she said.

"I think Mister Carlson likes us, Mommy." Damn her! She was merrily pushing all my perverted little buttons, just like her mother loved to.

Amanda was creaming, in that delicious way I always got so turned on by. She certainly wasn't as wet as The Sisters, but she had such thick, warm, copious fluid that felt like warm hand creme and tasted like fucking. I slid down her body, pulling up her dress and exposing her panties. They were high cut, and her reddish pubic hair spread amply out from under them, obscenely growing across her hips.

I went down on her, her heady muskiness filling my mouth and nose.

"Oh, yes, Bud," Amanda said. "Suck my cunt. Show me why my daughter loves to go to school so much. Suck me like you do all your little students." I moaned, remembering the shower room at school, the girls I had fucked there. All the wonderful pussy, young and old, I'd enjoyed.

"Oh, Mister Carlson," Mandy said softly. "I'm so glad you like my mommy. I think my Mommy likes you too." She slipped down over my prick, sucking me deep inside of her mouth. I groaned. I was with my little daughter and her wonderful mother, and we were all sharing each other.

It really was a homecoming.

I pulled down Amanda's wet panties and buried my face in her cunt. She moaned as I sucked and reamed at her. I love the taste of pussy, and Amanda's has a specialness it's hard to describe, both sublime and at times almost harsh, but wonderful.

I felt movement beside me and Mandy was there, joining me to suck at her mother's pussy. I love seeing her full little lips against her mother's cunt, sucking eagerly at her. Yeah, it's sick and perverse. And I love that part.

I left Mandy to suck at her mother while I moved around behind Mandy. She was on her knees, legs spread for stability, and I pushed up her blue skirt, exposing her tiny white thong. God, it was up between her fourteen year old's smooth, hairless pussy lips. It was enough to give a pervert a heart attack.

I slid my finger down into her cleft, past her panties and up into her tight, hot snatch. Mandy moaned.

"Oh, Mommy," she said. "Mister Carlson is touching me down there. Mister Carlson has his fingers in my pussy, really deep. Oh, Mommy, it feels so good." Amanda was groaning, excited by her daughter's words. And Mandy was breathing hard, as I fingered her deeply.

I reached up and pulled her thong down, exposing her smooth, full twat, gaping slightly open. Her little asshole was right there too, inviting me. I pushed a cunt-wet finger against it, sliding deep inside her greasy back passage.

"Oh, Mommy," Mandy gasped. "Mister Carlson has his finger up my butt. Oh, Mommy, I love when he does't that." Mandy had her fingers inside of her mother now, fucking her pussy as she rubbed Amanda's clit with her thumb. Amanda was groping her own breasts roughly and biting her lower lip in growing arousal.

I knelt behind Mandy, sliding the head of my cock into her slit, sliding up toward her cunt hole. I reached it, and pushed into her, feeling her tight pussy give as my cock penetrated deep into her.

"Oh, Mommy!" Mandy cried. "Mr. Carlson has his thing in me! Oh, Mommy, it feels so tight. Oh, Mommy, my pussy is so full. Oh, shit, Bud," she groaned, dropping her little girl voice, "Oh, fuck, yes! Oh Christ, I'm going to come!" She let out a little scream as she did just that, sitting back to drive my cock very deep inside her pussy and jerking as the waves of her orgasm hit.

"Oh, Bud, fuck Mommy, please," Mandy begged, moving forward so my cock slipped out of her. "I want to beat off watching you fuck my mommy." She moved aside and Amanda was there, her dress obscenely up and her panties more obscenely down. Her pussy hair was wet and matted and looked great.

I put my cock to Amanda and pushed into her. Amanda grunted as I entered her.

"Oh, Bud," she whispered. "Fuck me, Bud. Fuck me hard." She was kind of withdrawing and I realized she had her own fantasy going. I fucked her very hard and she was pulling at her breasts, so hard it would likely leave bruises. I know she likes rough, and she was most likely imagining it that way.

I would have helped, but Amanda had already gotten there. She cried out as she came, very hard, her dampness squeezing out around my cock.

"GOD!" Amanda screamed, arching as she had a great orgasm. "OH, YES!!" She was shaking and coming and it was just wonderful. The hard contractions of her vagina were squeezing my cock so tightly, I lost it too, coming off in her as she continued to orgasm. I, too, cried out and arched as I came inside of her. Then I slid down onto Amanda's gasping, still dressed, body.

Mandy slid up beside me and kissed me passionately.

"Oh, yes, Bud," she said softly. "Thank you for fucking my mommy." Amanda looked up at me and smiled.

"Yes, Bud," Amanda said. "Thank you."

Yes, I was definitely home.
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Chapter 25

It was a cloudy, cool day in Hillsborough. I walked to school, even though it's several miles now. It seems to set my day in place: I have time to think and plan.

A cute girl waved as she drove past. I waved back, recognizing her as one of my students. And realizing with a little shock of arousal she'd been at the Dump Party. I hadn't had sex with her, but I'd seen her naked and fucking the coach, Mr. Loams.

I thought back on the past few months. Madness, some might say, and I still wasn't entirely sure I disagreed with them. What had happened was certainly stretching any limits of what was considered normal, right or proper. And I still had a sneaking suspicion that I was doing something awful, and simply letting everyone around me tell me it was all right.

I'd left Hillsborough, but it seemed I couldn't really escape. It followed me, like a wonderful illness you can't help but enjoy having.

Maybe it was the cloudy weather, and the chill to the wind. But I shivered suddenly, almost as if a cold premonition hit me.

I was once again running down a steep hill, I realized, heedless of the warning signs popping up in my brain. In fact I delighted in ignoring them, reading them aloud and laughing maniacally as I broke every rule they suggested. Each time I managed to hang on to something, trying to slow my descent, someone came along to smilingly pry my fingers free and urge me to slip further down into the wonderful darkness.

It wasn't just the child sex, the perversion, the twisted way Hillsborough looked at the world and at itself. It was the freedom. Maybe people just aren't meant to be as free as Hillsborough seemed convinced they should be.

I got to Martin Milner in a real funk. What a stupid name for a school anyway. Wasn't he some actor in the Seventies?

"Hi, Mr. Carlson." It was Yolanda, the lovely black girl I knew much better than any teacher should.

Lush and sexy, she took my arm and smiled up at me, almost as if she read my mood.

"You been fucking too much white pussy, Mr. Carlson," she said, licking her very full lips. "You need a little nigger cunt in your diet."

I shook my head. Cunt was what was getting me in trouble in the first place. I seemed to have a weakness, and didn't need it exploited any more than it already was.

"You don't need to listen to those voices, Mr. Carlson," Yolanda said softly. I must have looked surprised, because she grinned at me.

"Don't think only those white girls got the Power," she said. "We Smyth Niggers had it for a long, long time. Generations. Why you think Black folk all get accused of doing Voodoo?" She stopped and turned toward me, her big breasts caressing my chest. "Cause we really do," she said.

"Sometimes I wonder," I told her. "Why all this happened. Where I'm going." She looked up at me, her brown eyes both inviting and slightly amused.

"You think too much up here," she said, touching the side of my head, "and not enough down here."

Her other hand caressed my cock, which was already responding to her very close proximity and almost feral odor. "You gotta learn your prick wants what's best, always."

"Really?" I asked, amused. I'd certainly never had anyone tell me that before. She ran her fingers gently around the head of my cock through my pants.

"Isn't this better than worrying?" Yolanda asked. "Wouldn't you rather be gettin off than be gettin all stressed about whether you should?" Her fingers were very convincing. My cock was straining at my pants as her fingers toyed with me.

"Maybe," I said, looking at her very full lips. Nigger lips, she'd called them. They just begged to be kissed, fondled and sucked. Yolanda smiled, turning her face up toward me.

"You want to kiss me, don't you?" she teased. "Why don't you?"

"Are you bothering poor Mr. Carlson?" It was Ms. Rohrer, with a small grin on her face. "Is this student bothering you, Bud?" she asked. She glanced down at my raging cock and shook her head.

"Well, it seems you aren't minding too much," she said. Lucinda Rohrer winked at me and walked on down the hall and Yolanda looked up at me again.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Carlson," she said softly, her eyes bright. "I shouldn't have got you all riled up. You want me to take care of that?" I certainly did. Damn it all to hell. Here I am getting all worked up about how wrong, how awful, how terrible all of this is and hating the situation in Hillsborough. And now I want to fuck this little student, and love every second of it. Yolanda looked up at me, all invitation.

What can I say? We both know I'm a weak, pathetic excuse for a man. And right then I was a weak, pathetic, very horny man. With a very willing, very desirable, partner with lips that just begged to be kissed.

So I kissed her. God, her lips were so full and resilient, and she moved her mouth against mine before opening them and letting her hot tongue free. I moaned, pulling her lushness against myself. She pulled away, looking around the mostly deserted hallway.

"Come on," she said, taking my hand. Yolanda pulled me down the hall, and into a side room. Then she was right against me, the musky spice of her growing arousal enveloping me like a cloud. "I'm available," she said softly. "You want a little nigger girl to fuck, you've got one." Damn her! Not only is she sexy, she's wicked. She can tell her perverse use of that terribly pejorative word excites me.

Or maybe she just uses it because it excites her as well. In either case, I was sweating with arousal.

I slid my hand down and cupped a big, soft breast, its hard nipple caressing my palm.

"We can take our time," she said. "Class doesn't start for a while. You could feel me up, like a guy might at a dance." I looked at her and realized that excited her. She was sharing a little fantasy with me.

"Would you like that?" I asked, sliding my hand over her other breast too. She moaned softly. I slipped a hand behind her neck, pressing my mouth against hers, kissing her boyishly and a little clumsily.

She giggled and kissed back harder.

"Oh, you're so bad," she said. "What makes you think I'm that kind of girl?" I pulled her tighter, sliding my hand down and lifting her skirt.

"I don't care if you're that kind of girl or not," I whispered, grabbing her panties and pulling them tight against her pussy. Yolanda groaned very deep in her throat.

"Oh, yes," she said. "I like it when a guy takes charge." I kissed her harder. Her lips were like cushions for mine. Damn, it was sexy. We were both breathing hard now. My doubts were being swept away on a rising tide of testosterone. "I'm not just a slutty little nigger," she moaned. "I can be sweet and virginal and helpless." Okay, that hit me like a below the belt punch, only much much nicer. This time I groaned, pushing my fingers between her full thighs. Her panties were up in her slit and her full, smooth cunt lips were as soft and cushioned as her mouth.

"You won't be sweet and virginal long," I said. Yolanda trembled and my finger was suddenly coated in the thick, mucous of her excitement. She reeked of "fuck me" odors.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," she said, pushing at me gently. "This isn't helping me with my homework! What are you doing?!"

Okay, I raped her, if you can call a fantastic rough fuck with a very willing, coming girl a rape. I forced her panties to the side and roughly forced my fingers into her slit, probing for her cunt hole even as she fought and tried to bring her thighs together. That just put more pressure in her pussy, and she moaned and soaked my fingers even more as she came. I forced my fingers up into her, ignoring her little cries and moans, which were obviously in pleasure despite her protestations.

Finally, I forced her down over a desk, pulling up her plaid skirt and roughly dragging her silky panties down around her knees. I got out my cock and slid into into her inviting cleft, dripping wet with her excitement, then roughly shoved deep into her cunt, forcing myself as far into her body as I could.

Yolanda cried out, her pussy tightening as she came again.

"Shit, yes!" She cried. "Oh, Christ, yes. Fuck me, Mr. Carlson. Rape your little nigger bitch." Now, I'm not going to get into the dark and tangled sexual pathology of that particular statement. She said it, I played along. We both had a great time.

More than a great time. God, watching her ass bounce with each stroke, feeling her naked thighs against mine and my balls hitting her pubic hair, which only existed above her smooth little twat, and eliciting exciting groans of pleasure with each deep, slick stroke: it was great. Her dark twat shined with gold, rather belying the "virginity" that Yolanda was urging me to fuck out of her.

That wonderful dark energy was flowing over me. I realized a large part of it was coming from her, from the excited arousal of Yolanda itself. It was as if I was both creating and consuming her arousal, sharing it with her even as she shared mine. Her pussy was so excited, rivulets of her thick white come were dripping down the insides of her full, very dark, thighs.

I yelled out as I shot off deep into her cunt, filling her with my come, mixing it with hers. I kept coming too, jerking as spasm after spasm hit.

"Wow!" she said softly. "That was really nice." She kissed me, very nice and very full contact with her soft, delicious lips. She smiled at me hopefully. "Can we play again later, maybe some evening?"

I chuckled, laying over her and holding her hot, sweaty body.

"Yes," I said. "We have to do this again."

Okay, I have to admit that great sex with a student before classes start seems to make for a good day at school. I was happy, relaxed and very effective. I'm not suggesting this for all teachers, but it certainly worked for me. My doubts from that morning seemed far away, and frankly, a little silly.

Why would I ever want to let go of what I had found here?

Mandy was in my afternoon class. She sat in the front row, as usual, her skirt high on her thigh and her legs parted. She wore no panties and her pussy was right there. She flirted and I watched, just loving the idea that this little teenager, pregnant with my child and soon to be my wife, was flashing herself at me. I was appropriately sneaky, so the rest of the class seemed oblivious, and that just made it better.

After class, I asked Mandy to stay.

"Have I been bad?" Mandy asked, putting her finger to her mouth and looking at me from under her eyebrows. She swung her lower body provocatively, making her skirt swish around her thighs. "Do I need to be spanked? Mommy doesn't spank me nearly enough." She looked at me with wide, wickedly innocent eyes.

God, first Yolanda, and now Mandy.

"Do you need a spanking?" I asked. Mandy's blue eyes flashed.

"I don't seem to get them often," she said, sliding onto my desk, giving me that wonderful view up her milky thighs to her full, inviting, delightfully smooth pussy slit. "Maybe I'm just too good. Maybe I have to be wicked more often." She sighed. She was swinging her right leg, which made her pussy dance invitingly. "Would you like to spank me?" she asked with a wicked little grin.

I could smell her hot little cunt and her girlish perfume. My cock was ready willing and able.

"You're pregnant," I reminded her. Was spanking a pregnant girl safe? I wondered. But Mandy laughed.

"That doesn't mean I'm crippled," she said, wrinkling her cute little nose at me. "God, it's a spanking, not a beating. You don't want to make my bad little butt all red and hot?"

She smiled again, bringing up a leg to expose her pussy even more, and I could see part of her butt, just inviting getting spanked. She spread her legs even more, and reached down to touch her pussy.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," she said, touching herself along her little slit, inserting her index finger into the soft flesh. "If you aren't going to spank me, I may just have to take care of myself. Poor little Mandy, having to Jill herself off, because her Daddy can't be bothered."

She was frigging herself, her fingers wet now. I was staring. Okay, you already know: it's all exciting.

But this was great.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," Mandy sighed, spreading her legs even more. "I want my pussy fucked so bad.

And I'm so wicked, but no one will give me a nice, hot spanking." Her fingers were moving faster now, spreading her cunt lips to exposed her glistening pink slit, her clit swollen and excited. She was rubbing it, and down in her cleft, masturbating herself openly for me.

"Oh, Mandy is so horny," she moaned. "Oh, God, I'm going to make my pussy come, right here." She moved her other hand down, using both now to frig herself, her fingers seeking her little cunt and going inside of that as well.

"Okay, damn it," I said. "I'll spank you." Mandy laughed.

"Boy, it's really hard to get abused around here," she said, sliding off the desk. "Make it nice and hard, and do things to my pussy too. I want you to be the nastiest teacher imaginable." Her eyes were shining and her little nipples were erect under her thin shirt. She pushed my chair back, practically throwing herself across my lap. She pulled up her dress, exposing her perfect little thighs, and almost uncovering her ass.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," she moaned, moving her body against my hard cock. "Is it appropriate that you should spank a female student? And why did I have to take off my panties? Is this right?" She turned and looked up at me helplessly.

It hit. Like a switch turning on, I was suddenly there, only more so. Mandy was Mandy, only younger and much more innocent. And I was the older teacher, the lecherous pervert who was about to use his authority and control to abuse and molest this young girl.

Okay, I know. That's twisted, perverted and sick. I was submerged in a relay wicked fantasy, only it was much more than just fantasy. There was a girl on my lap, I was in school, and I was going to abuse this girl. And the connection we had just established was going to make this scene very real, almost more than real.

I reached down and pulled up Mandy's skirt, ignoring her embarrassed struggling. She gasped, putting her hands back and trying to cover her little butt.

"No, Mr. Carlson," she moaned. "Don't look. My butt's all naked."

"Move your hands," I told her coldly. She moaned softly but moved them. I brought down my open palm, hitting her right on the ass. She cried out and a red handprint was left on her butt.

"Ow!" She moaned. "Is that it? Can I get up now?"

"Just shut up and lay there," I told her. She moaned, half in horror. But I knew it was also a moan of arousal. I slid my hand over her naked ass lasciviously, then raised it and brought it down hard.

WHAP! Mandy let out a little cry.

"Why are you doing this, Mr. Carlson?" she cried, wiggling her ass delightfully. Her sexual musk was strong now. "You're scaring me." Her mind was playing with this idea, seeing herself as scared, helpless and very aroused by this male teacher's interest and perverse intentions. She was a young virgin, unable to quite understand why this was both so scary and so terribly arousing.

I kept spanking her, taking the opportunity as well to feel her little naked pussy. She moaned and struggled, both trying to escape and pushing herself against my probing fingers. Her pussy was very hot and moist.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," she moaned. "Don't touch me there. That's nasty. My mommy says no one should ever touch that." The mention of Amanda just made me hornier. Amanda would thoroughly enjoy playing this game. I pushed at her pussy harder, forcing a finger inside her struggling cunt.

I popped her cherry. I mean, I didn't really. But it was in Mandy's mind: my finger touching her soft membranes and ripping through them and the sudden appearance of blood. She cried out as she came, and I came at the same time, right in my pants.

"Oh, Daddy," she moaned. "Oh, shit, Bud, that was great." She was still bucking on my lap, still having orgasms as she imagined the sexual assault that had just taken place. Her mind was spinning and mine was spinning with hers.

"Oh, wow!" Mandy said softly. "We gotta get perverted more often. I love getting abused like that."

Just like that. Abuse: not real, of course, but imagined and enjoyed with no shame or embarrassment.

It excited Mandy, so she enjoyed the feelings. Mandy moved on my lap, feeling my wetness on her belly.

"Mr. Carlson had an accident," she said. "You aren't gonna make me clean it up, are you?" She smiled, going on her knees and sucking at my damp pants. Then she unzipped me, pulling down my pants and sucking my wet, softening cock.

The next class I had a large wet spot on my pants. Students looked, and some smiled.

"Is that come?" one cute little blonde asked. I nodded and she winked.

"I can help you do that again, later," she offered. "Only I'm good about not making messes. I swallow."

She licked her lips salaciously, making her offer very clear. And after class, I took her up on it.

Damn, this cute girl, maybe thirteen, kneeling by my desk in very low cut pants, sucking my cock like a little pro. I felt her small breasts and slender ass as she sucked my prick, eagerly and very thoroughly. And when I came, she kept her word and sucked up and swallowed every drop of my come. Then she got up and sat on my lap.

"You wanna make me come now?" she asked without embarrassment. "I love getting jacked off through tight jeans." So we kissed and I brought her off, becoming very familiar with her young body while I did so.

I walked home from school in a wonderful mood.

Morgana was on the front deck, smoking a long pipe. She smiled as I walked up.

"You look well-fucked," she said. "Been checking out the Student Bodies, I see." I nodded.

"Yeah," I said. "I'm starting to like this place." Morgana laughed.

"It's taking long enough," she said. "You keep backing off and running back. Sometimes I wonder if you like being a yo-yo. You sure act like one." She looked at me wryly. "Are you going inside, or would you join me a while?" she asked in that lovely brogue of hers. I sat beside her, sighing as I relaxed.

"So, you got some good pussy today?" Morgana asked conversationally, as if asking how my lunch had been.

"Oh, yes," I said, grinning. She looked over at me, shaking her head gently.

"You're a strange one, Bud," she said. "I'm never sure if you're going to be fucking everything in site or trying to play monk this week." I shrugged. Hell, I'm not sure either. "Do you remember Lynn and Gwynn?" Morgana asked.

"Sure," I said. The wonderfully lush little sisters I'd fucked one night. Them and Dusty. It was a pretty great memory.

"The offer still stands," Morgana said. I looked at her, trying to think. Oh, yeah, they'd both said something about kinky and showing me around. But I'd been to a Dump Party. What would thirteen year old twins know about really kinky?

"You mean the kinky thing?" I asked. Morgana smiled.

"Yes, Bud, I mean the kinky thing," she said.

"I've been there," I told her. Morgana threw back her head and let out a wonderfully amused laugh.

She kept laughing, long enough to start being embarrassing. I'd obviously said something very funny.

"Oh, Bud, you're so funny," Morgana said, wiping tears from her eyes. "I've been there! My Lord, do you really believe that?" I shrugged, feeling my face going red. Actually, I think I had.

"I haven't been there?" I asked. Morgana smiled at me and shook her head slowly.

"No, Bud," she said. "You've barely scratched the surface. Hillsborough is a lot more dark and twisted than what you've seen."

"But," I objected, "how would Lynn and Gwynn know about that? They're just kids." This got Morgana laughing again. She finally managed to stop and took a few breaths, calming down.

"You're a funny guy, Bud," she said. "They were born and raised here. They go with the Carnival every year. They know all the Freaks, the entertainers and the other less visible denizens of our little world. Lynn and Gwynn have had a lifetime to learn about Hillsborough. Sure, they're young, but they're a lot more worldly than you might imagine."

I nodded. I keep making stupid assumptions. I'm reminded of when I go skiing and see the kids, five or six years old, skiing like they were born on them. They were raised around it.

So were Lynn and Gwynn.

I found myself remembering Lynn's lush body, all soft and flabbily sexy. Morgana laughed.

"Getting excited already?" she asked. "Bud Carlson, sexual adventurer?"

"Something like that," I said, as I got up to go into the house. Damn, my prick was raging.

All right, I have to say something here. I often talk about how beautiful and thin and lithe my lovers are. But Lynn and Gwynn didn't fit that mold. And they were fantastic Yolanda was marvelous rounded and fabulous sexually.

So maybe I was learning that sex doesn't have a whole lot to do with looks. Or, even more strange, that sometimes things that aren't considered "sexy," like Cheryl's sexily sagging breasts, or Lynn's pudgy ass or a wetly pissed-in pair of panties, can be very sexy, just because they are so out of the norm of things.

Why confine yourself to what society says is right and proper and "sexy?" There's a hell of a lot more out there, and it can be very sexy too. Yes, I've become Bud Carlson, horndog. I was laughing at that as I went to find Amanda.

"Bud!" Amanda said, kissing me sweetly. Well, mostly sweetly. She looked so good in tight capris and a loose blouse that fell sexily over her large breasts. I'd found her in the huge kitchen of the new house. "How was school?," she asked. "I hear you were busy." She grinned up at me. "Spring must be hitting you too." Amanda touched my cock, which was already hard from thinking about Lynn and Gwynn, and raised her eyebrows. "Are you ready already?" she asked and laughed. "Good thing there's lots of pussy around."

Your honor: look at this man. A normal, fine, upstanding citizen, who was exposed to a world no man could resist. It was not Bud Carlson who failed: it was Hillsborough! An entire town must bear the blame for this man's downfall. Who could possibly resist the blatant temptations of the flesh that Hillsborough offered? Who could resist beautiful woman, some very young, admittedly, but every single one with one goal and one goal only: to lure, entrap and debase my client? Bud Carlson is innocent: Hillsborough is the guilty party here!

Admittedly, with Amanda still touching my cock, my thoughts weren't entirely innocent. In fact, I was looking at this lovely older woman with increasing arousal. Amanda looked up at me and smiled softly.

"Is Bud getting horny?" she asked. "Is Spring bringing the animal out in you?" Something sure as hell was. I was so aroused my heart was pounding. Amanda sighed. "I love Spring," she said. "Hill men get all horned up, and no woman is safe. I like not being safe." Her eyes glowed up at me invitingly.

I grinned and grabbed her.

"NO!" She cried. "Oh, God! This terrible man is going to rape me."

Well, I couldn't make a liar out of her, could I? I tore her blouse and Amanda gasped with pleasure. I smiled at her, relaxing my grip slightly. Big mistake. She spun, ripping her blouse away as she made for the interior of the house, her big breasts bouncing as she ran.

"Help!" She cried. "Rape! There's an awful man trying to rape me!"

I ran after her. God, she looked wonderful. And the fantasy of chasing a really unwilling and scared woman was really arousing. So I guess I am becoming a pervert.

I caught up with her as she tried to flee up the stairs. I grabbed the waistband of her pants and dragged her pants down. Her panties were cotton and particularly exciting because they were "everyday" panties, not anything special. She fought, kicking back at me as she tried to crawl up the stairs. I grabbed her panties waistband and pulled them down, exposing her lovely womanly ass.

"No!" She cried, trying to slap my hand away. "No, please! My husband will be home soon. Please leave."

I jerked her panties lower. She's let her hair grow back and her pussy is lushly hairy and definitely nasty looking, in a wonderful way. I rub her cunt through her wiry pussy hair.

"Oh, God, not that," Amanda moans. "Please, anything but that!"

I crawled onto her, pulling at my pants. Amanda had pretty well quit struggling, and I think she thought the same thing I did: rape on the stairs is fun and sexy, but it's also hazardous. One good kick and I'd end up in a bloody bundle at the bottom of the stairs. So Amanda begged and pleaded, but was careful not to fight too hard.

I crawled onto Amanda, pulling her hair back gently.

"Harder!" She ordered. "Damn it, Bud, rape me!" I was filled with a dark arousal. Yes, rape her, just like a real rape. I began to roughly paw at her cunt and she fought to hold her legs together, moaning and begging me to stop.

I didn't. I forced my fingers into her pussy, which was delightfully wet, soaked with her excitement. I then crawled up, pushing my cock between her legs.

I fucked her, right there, hard and unfortunately fast. I came a lot quicker than I meant to. But Amanda seemed very happy. She rolled over and kissed me.

"Thank you, Bud. I know I love it when you're forceful." I nodded, then saw movement at the top of the stairs. I looked up to see Mandy and three of her girlfriends standing at the top of the stairs, watching.

"And these are my parents," Mandy sais with a wicked smile. "They forget what bedrooms are for sometimes." The girls giggled, but it was a knowing laughter. They were neither shocked nor surprised to see me "raping" my dear wife. Well, almost wife.

"I'd give it a nine point four," the cute blonde said. The girls laughed as they went to Mandy's room and left us alone, thank God.

"Well, Bud," Amanda said. "I forgot to tell you Mandy brought her friends home from school." She winked. "One of them is really cute. Maybe you want to go up and meet them."

We both laughed and I kissed my lovely fiancee.

Just another day in Hillsborough, right?
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Chapter 26

"Hi, Mr. Carlson."

I look up into a pair of blue eyes and a very full set of breasts below, almost in my face. I'm kicked back in my chair reading, but it's hard to ignore a big, lush set of breasts six inches from my eyes. And Lynn grinning at me from above them.

"Hi," she says again, pressing her breasts into my face. "Can you see me up here?" I can't see a damned thing now, but I don't really care. She's not wearing a bra and her big boobs are soft and fragrant and delightful.

I say something indistinguishable, purposely muffling my mouth with her delightfully soft boob flesh. Lynn giggles and moves even closer to me.

"Morgana said we shouldn't wait for you to call," she says, rubbing her fat breasts in my face. God, they're just huge. "She said Gwynn and I have to take you on the tour."

I was going on a tour of my own, rummaging around in her hefty cleavage. There's something very sexy about all that ample soft flesh, sort of like an embarrassment of riches. Lynn liked it, because she was starting to moan and I could feel the flesh on her nipples tighten and move against my face.

"I'm only thirteen," she said softly. "Don't you feel bad taking advantage of me?" She giggled. Damn it, that just got me hotter. Her big nipples were getting hard under her thin blouse and I moved my lips over them. They were very large and rubbed softly against my mouth.

"Mmmm," Lynn moaned. "I hear you got over that silly fear of fucking little girls." I groaned. Damn these women. They knew every button I had and just how to push it.

"I hope you like big girls too, cause there's a lot of hungry pussy out there."

I groaned, having to reach down and adjust my cock in my pants. I used my other hand to start unbuttoning Lynn's blouse. Lynn's youthful fragrance was everywhere, making my head spin. And her breasts were so large and warm and soft, almost obscenely ample. Visions of fat, fuckable flesh danced in my head. Lynn moaned softly again.

"Oh, yeah, you're a quatrasexual," she said. I moved back, looking up at her uncertainly.

"A quatrasexual?" I asked. Lynn grinned and nodded.

"Yeah, a quatrasexual," she said. You'll do anything with anyone for a quarter." I laughed and held out my hand.

"Where's my money?" I asked. Lynn frowned.

"Hey, it's free baby-fat pussy. I hear you don't discriminate any more."

I laughed again, and buried my face into her now-uncovered breasts. No, I'm not gonna worry this is a thirteen year old girl. She's a Hill. I suck one of her big, still only semi-erect nipples into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue as it grows harder.

"Mmmmm," Lynn moans. "You'll be fun to take on the tour." I pulled back and shrugged up at her.

"I'm afraid I've been on most of it. Hell, I've been to a dump party." Lynn laughed, thoroughly and genuinely amused.

"Oh, Mr. Carlson," she said, shaking her head in mock pity. "You really think you've seen Hillsborough, don't you?" She leaned over me, putting her full lips right next to mine. She stared into my eyes with her liquid blue ones.

"You haven't begun to see the real Hillsborough yet," she said. "You've been on the kiddie rides up till now." She kissed me wetly, her mouth promising untold delights, then pulled back and smiled at me.

"I'm gonna show you the E ticket rides, Mr. Carlson," she said. "You're gonna be real surprised."



Okay, I know. All this that has happened is just a prologue to the real thing? I didn't believe her. But the next day, she proved herself right.

Lynn and Gwynn showed up that morning, in matching dresses that were much too young for their thirteen years and made even (alright, I admit it) sexier by their very lush, maturing bodies. I had to drive, since they aren't old enough to get licenses yet, a fact that was really strangely arousing to me. I have two wild women in my car, and I have to drive since they are both years away from getting driver's licenses.

Yeah, I was already sliding downhill. And it didn't help that both girls were riding up front with me, flirting by revealing their pudgy thighs under their little skirt and touching each other very inappropriately.

We drove into Hillsborough and down a quiet residential street.

The house was set back from the road, with big trees in front. It appeared to be perfectly normal. But when we went to the door, a tiny woman appeared. She was the dwarf I'd seen at the dump party.

She grinned up at me.

"Hi, Bud," she said. "We really haven't met yet. I'm Annie." She posed, looking just adorable. "Her body's tiny," she said, doing a great carnival barker imitation, "but her pussy is full sized, just like a big girls!" She leered up at me, starting to pull her pants down. "Ya wanna see?" she asked.

I laughed and she quit pulling at her jeans and grinned.

"Come on in," she said. "Delilah's waiting." We walked through the tidy home, and I could hear the grunts and moans of sex coming from the back of the house. I was staring at Annie's tiny ass, rather large and bulging for her size, but also incredibly sexy on her tiny body. My cock was already throbbing.

Okay, I know. Dwarfism is simply a common genetic error. It's a normal thing. It's both understandable and understood. And Annie was very human and deserving of both empathy and respect.

But I was imagining fucking her little ass and feeling her tiny body writhing beneath me as I groped her woman's breasts sprouting from that tiny body. And I wondered if her pussy really was, "just like a big girls."

Then Annie opened the bedroom door and I forgot about her entirely.

A woman lay on the bed. She appeared to be spread-eagled, but her arms and legs weren't visible. I wanted to look more, but was staring at the girl above her now, fascinated.

She was naked, her head shaved, her pussy glistening. Grey and black tattoos snaked over her body, sensually caressing her small breasts and taut thighs. Actual whiskers, long and black, sprouted from her upper lip. She looked over at me, her eyes devoid of any white: they were black and bright.

But it was her hips I was staring at. She was crouched over the woman below her, her legs spread and something white and obscene moved between the two of them. It was in the lower woman's cunt, I realized, and it led up between the squatting woman's leg and over her ass, where it seemed to melt into her body.

It was a tail. And the black-orbed woman was fucking the spread-eagled woman with it.

"We have company," Annie said, stepping aside and motioning us into the room. The crouching woman's tail pulled free of the lower woman, snaking back and coming up behind her like a real rat's tail.

"Rat-Girl!" Gywnn cried happily, pushing past me. "I didn't know you'd be here." The woman smiled, showing a row of very sharp, small teeth.

"You know how rats are," she said in a surprisingly soft voice. "We find any hole we can and go for it." She whipped her tail and Lynn laughed. Lynn crawled onto the bed and hugged the spread-eagled woman. She said nothing, but held the woman tightly. The woman embraced her in return and I realized with a start why her spread-eagled position was so odd looking.

She didn't have arms or legs.

Lynn looked over at me and motioned me forward.

"This is Delilah," Lynn said. "Come say hi." I walked over to the bed. Rat-Girl was already kissing Gwynn and I tried not to stare. I looked down at Delilah, and realized with a start that her face was badly scarred. Her eyes were not just closed, but obviously damaged beyond repair.

"Delilah can hear you," Lynn explained matter-of-factly. "And she can make sounds, though her words are hard to understand until you get to know her. She doesn't have any teeth, so she gives one hell of a great blow job." The woman beneath her let out a short series of sighs, which I quickly realized was laughter. Her mouth, which was large and soft looking, moved up on the edges. She was grinning.

I was suddenly struck by the sight. This woman looked alien. She had been so changed by some terrible accident, she didn't look quite human any more. Yet Lynn was hugging her and laughing and treating her as very human. For some reason, that struck me as one of the most beautiful things I'd had seen in Hillsborough. There was no trace of pity or disgust or sadness in Lynn, just a total acceptance of her friend as she was.

Lynn took my hand and pulled me toward her.

"She's helpless," Lynn said. "She can't stop you if you want to fuck her." Lynn grinned up at me invitingly, then her eyes went wide and she let out a cry as she fell backwards. I caught a glimpse of the "helpless" woman's body moving, her short leg stumps used as a vise to throw Lynn down onto the bed.

"She doesn't seem helpless," I said, noticing that Lynn's skirt was up and her light green panties were visible between her full, spread thighs. My cock was really going, already. The woman laughed again.

"Nobatol," she said. But I translated her words right off. 'Not at all, ' she had said.

"Feel her up, Mr. Carlson," Lynn urged as she got back onto her knee on the bed. I could see Gwynn kissing the Rat-Girl, and that fascinatingly prehensile tail sliding up between the young girl's lush thighs. Lynn noticed and giggled.

"Mr. Carlson's checking you out, Mary," she said to the oddly arousing woman. "I think he likes the idea of fucking rats."

"Rodents," the girl said, smiling over at me. "I'm the rodent-woman of the Amazon Jungles." She winked at me.

"Rat-girl," Lynn said. "That's what she really is. Just another rat."

"At least I'm not just a pudgy human slut with a cavern cunt," the whiskered girl said, and Lynn jumped on her, knocking both the woman and Gwynn onto the bed. They all wrestled, though it was obviously more sex-play than a real fight.

"You take that back!" Gwynn yelled. "I'm Hill, not human!"

It was like when Mandy and Yolanda had traded racial insults. Put-downs, but in fun. Gwynn was feeling up the strangely erotic young woman. She was very slender and sinewy, and her body seemed to have other differences from the average as well.

The whiskered and tattooed girl was wrapping her slender legs around Gwynn and her smooth pussy was gaping open. Her tail was between her legs, slapping at Gwynn's ass. The rodent-woman was swearing and laughing, and feeling up Lynn.

I felt a body against me and realized Delilah had rolled over against me. I reached down and touched her and she smiled.

"Tough," she said, obviously meaning touch. "I know where you are when you touch." Her speech was very slurred, but I'd had a friend in college with muscular dystrophy and had learned to interpret words that weren't quite normal, but obviously had meaning. I slid my hand along her body, realizing she was lightly oiled.

She turned her face up toward me. Her nose was flattened and I realized that she had suffered severe facial burns. Her ears were small nubs of flesh and her hair was gone, replaced by oddly pinkish, puffy skin. But her mouth was wide and her lips, though obviously not made from lip at all, were full and moist.

I kissed her and she quickly responded, moving harder against me and seeking out my tongue with hers. I slid my hand over a full, soft breast and she moaned.

"I love fucking," she mumbled. "Fuck me, mister." I slid my hand down over her belly and found her lightly furred twat. She spread her short thighs and my fingers moved into her soft folds, all downy and damp. I found her slit and pushed my fingers into it.

Her kisses were almost unsettlingly sexy. It was like no other kiss I'd ever experienced. She had no teeth and her soft mouth was wide and deep. Her lips, or what passed for lips, were much wider than my own mouth. Yet as we kissed, she relaxed and began to use her mouth on me, wide and arousing.

Okay, I admit, the whole thing was wildly sexy. It was like kissing an alien being, something that was certainly beyond human. And that was so wickedly sexy, as was the strange experience of this armless, legless woman in my arms, her body inviting my touch. I was kissing her marvelously inhuman mouth when I felt pressure on my cock. I looked up to see Annie working at my pants.

"Let's see what you got in here," she said with a smile. "You gotta fuck all of us, so I hope you're ready." I glanced over to see Lynn's pudgy ass, her panties pulled askew by the Rat-Girl's white, obscene looking appendage, which was burrowing its way between her ample ass cheeks. Then Annie was unzipping me and sliding her pudgy fingers into my underwear. I stared as she pulled out my cock and slid her little mouth over it.

I just let it happen. Hell, I helped, kissing this wildly erotic woman whose body was writhing against me, her unusual mouth hot wet and very soft, as they were no teeth to get in the way of our kissing. Annie was sucking my cock and moving around, offering her little, jean clad ass to me. And Lynn, Gwynn and the rodent woman were going crazy, and quickly overflowing onto us as well.

Okay, I admit it. Getting my asshole reamed by a long appendage while I fucked an armless, legless woman was a high point for me. And Delilah was sucking Annie's hot little fuzz-hole as well. Damn, her short, full thighs and that big twat, at least as hairy as Amanda's, were so hot looking. And she had full, small breasts, very conical and soft.

Lynn and Gwynn were soon stripped for action, and going for whatever was available, including each other. Watching Lynn eat out her sister's cunt was so sexy.

And fucking little Annie, this child sized woman with a very adult body and a mouth like a whore was fantastic. Her pussy really was ample, and I loved the feeling of being buried inside of her.

Meanwhile, Mary was taking advantage as well. She was having a great time, using her tail (which I quickly found out was quite real and quite motile) to fuck whoever she could get close enough to. It was like an extra hand, or perhaps a tentacle, and she felt us all up with that, as well as with her hands and oddly prehensile feet.

I found myself fucking Mary from behind, her tail wrapped around my waist and its tip once again invading my ass. She was groaning and writhing and her sweat really did smell strange, a mammalian scent that made the whole experience very non-human. Not that I cared: hell, I was having a wonderful time immersing myself in the almost feral experience.

When Lynn kissed me and I tasted Root, I knew this party would be lasting a while. And I made the conscious decision to relax into it, and have every bit of fun I could.

Okay, fucking under-aged girls is fun: I admit it. And fucking two pudgy little thirteen year old sisters is great. But this went way beyond that. The three other women were both sexy and fascinating in their strangeness. It was so twisted and perverse, it just blew my mind. And of course, the Root just helped it all along.

Having a woman, sightless and limbless, crawling onto you, using her stumps as both appendages and feelers, sounds sick. Yet it was great, and she was truly having a great time as well. Annie helped her, and me, so we could fuck in ways not possible with arms or legs to get in the way. And Annie herself was great: fully functional and very aware of how her own tinyness was both arousing and disturbing.

Mary was the wildest, however. With her long rat whiskers and black, shining eyes, she looked very provocatively animalistic. And that tail of hers was in constant use. I held her down and fucked her as she hissed and fought and urged me on, her tail whipping around as she struggled with me, though it was obvious she wasn't trying hard at all. It was more a way to get our bodies together than to force us apart. And her sharp nails were as sexy as they were painful.

I lay on the bed, my head spinning. I'd just come, spraying off in Delilah's marvelously non-human mouth. Annie was sucking Gwynn's pussy, while Lynn and Rat-Girl were going at it once again. I lay back on the sweat-damp bed and felt Delilah crawl up against me. She lay against me, sighing happily, as I slid my hand down over her pussy and began to masturbate her gently. She spread her abbreviated thighs for me.

"That's nice," she whispered. "I'm glad you don't mind my disabilities." I have to admit, I was taken aback. Damn Hillsborough anyway. I didn't consider any of this a disability, just something different. Yet this woman was blind, crippled and severely disabled, even though she was also very functional in so many ways.

"You're disabled?" I asked and Delilah laughed that soft, breathy laugh of hers.

"Some think so," she said. "I just consider it my gift. I never appreciated my life until I damn near lost it." She sighed and moved closer as I masturbated her, using her own reactions to judge her likes. Her clit was big and very sensitive, and she liked having my fingers slide around it, not quite on it but teasing it into excited pleasure.

"I like that," she whispered. "I'm glad you're not put off by me." It took me a second to translate: she was quite hard to understand. But when I figured out what she'd said, I shook my head.

"So you're different," I said.

"She's a freak, but not a real one," Annie said. "I'm a real freak." I looked at her in shock.

"No, you're not," I said. "You're lovely."

"You just say that 'cause you're into freak-fucking," Annie laughed. "Dwarf pussy. Girls with tails. And accidental freaks like Delilah."

"Morgana said he'd have fun," Gwynn said. "And he did. He is a freak fucker. And he likes us fatties too."

"Anything with a hole," Mary laughed. "He probably fuck guys too. At least," she said, smiling behind those strange whiskers, "I'd like to watch if he did."

"Fag Hag!" Annie laughed. "You just hope he'll fuck your brother." Mary laughed, her dark eyes shining.

"I'm sure Sam wouldn't mind," she said. "You like little boy ass, Mr. Carlson?"

I grinned. Hell, I was high on root. Boy ass sounded pretty damned good. Mary grinned.

"I'll hold you to that," she said. "Of course, Sam is all normal and boring, but not all of us are unique."

"You cheated," Annie said haughtily. "I'm one hundred percent real Freak. You got modified." Mary nodded.

"Yeah, I'm only part freak and part geek. But the tail is one hundred percent real." I reaching over, petting it gently. Mary grinned and wiggled both her butt and tail.

"I think Bud likes my little rat ass," she said. I really did. She was small and muscular and her hips were slender. Mary squatted invitingly, waving her tail. I took a few moments to really look at it.

It started at the base of her spine and actually extended up from her ass crack. It was light colored, like her skin, and obviously had vertebrae of its own enclosed in the muscled flesh. It extended down to her knees, and was smooth and soft, not like a real rat tail at all. Mary moaned softly.

"That feels nice, Bud," she said. "I like my tail petted." She turned and winked at me, moving her tail invitingly.

"It's very facile," I commented and she twisted it around, almost back on itself. Mary slid it along her own pussy, sliding her tail right up inside her own cunt.

"I was lucky," she said. "Not all tails work this well."

"You know a lot of people with tails?" I asked.

"There's a few out there," Lynn said. "Usually, they're just vestigial and the doctor cuts them off at birth. Delilah was lucky: she was born in Hillsborough. They leave stuff like this alone. It's considered a good thing to be born with something different."

"Like the Sisters," Delilah said softly.

"Yeah," Annie replied. "Have you met our Siamese Twins yet?" she asked me. I shook my head.

"He hasn't met hardly any Carnie folk," Gwynn said. "That's our job now. Kind of show him around."

Annie grinned at me.

"Can I help?" she asked. "I know lots of them. And I think Bud is just open-minded enough to have lots of fun with." She grinned up at me with open invitation. "I just can never get enough good sex."

"You're just a slut," Lynn laughed.

"Yup," Annie said, laying her cute tiny body beside me. Her torso was very nearly full sized, even though her arms and legs were short. She was just adorable. "I'm just a little slut with a very hot pussy that loves big cocks in it." She grinned up at me and winked.

"I like cock sometimes too," Delilah said in her soft voice. "It's nice you didn't scream and run." I looked over at her, realizing she couldn't see my face. But she didn't have to: her thigh was against my cock, rubbing me between the short stump and her belly. She knew I was aroused.

"I think you're pretty great," I told her. She grinned with her wide mouth.

"Sure," she said. "I got a big, soft mouth, a cunt and ass and nice boobs. I can't see you checking out other women and I can't get away when you want sex. I'm the perfect girlfriend."

"No, you're not," I said. "You can still talk." Okay, I deserved the beating I got from all the women present. It was all in fun, though in Hillsborough, that can mean bruises. But it did seem to endear me to Delilah, who spent the rest of the day convincing me that a woman can be mostly missing and still pretty great. She seemed very happy I was comfortable enough with her to crack tasteless jokes.

And she was sharing more Root around, so the whole party was getting more fun by the hour. It became apparent that Annie and Delilah were a team, though Delilah was pretty capable on her own. She couldn't walk, but she crawled like a demon. Her short arms and legs were fully utilized by her. It was both fascinating and a little daunting to realize both the extent of her injuries and how little she let them effect her. Though she was blind, she knew the rooms and seemed quite at home.

She had gone in to use the restroom when I turned to Annie.

"How was she injured?" I asked.

"Motorcycle accident," she said. "Her boyfriend was killed outright. She slammed into a wall and the bike exploded and burned her. She was pretty touch and go, but she made it. She was fourteen when it happened."

I nodded. I could imagine, in another place, she would have been shunted aside and abandoned, or kept in a hospital somewhere. But in Hillsborough, she seemed to fit right in.

"So she's a freak now?" I asked.

Annie shook her head.

"Naw, she's just a gimp," Annie said. "I'm a freak, and so is Mary. We're different, and born that way. Mary is also a geek, because she's had changes done: the tattoos and whisker implants. Delilah is a gimp because hers was accidental. It's not a put down, just a fact of life." She looked up at me, this adorable little woman who was very comfortable in her skin.

"Does she work the carnival?" I asked. Annie shook her head.

"No, she goes with us, but she mostly keeps to herself. She doesn't like people staring at her." Annie stretched back, making a surprisingly sexy little pose for me. "Far as I'm concerned, they can stare all they want if they pay first."

"That's because you have no shame," Mary said, grinning.

"Look who's talking!" Annie shot back. "Rat Woman! Like you won't pull down your pants for a few bucks and let them see some tail." Both women laughed.

"Yeah, we're both cheap sluts," Mary said. "Give us a buck and we'll let you have a gander. A little more, maybe you can touch."

"Give me fifty, and you can taste my twat," Annie said, touching her full folds invitingly. "Dwarves taste special, you know."

Mary grinned at me wickedly. "Yeah," she said, "normal women taste like tuna, but she tastes like anchovies. They're smaller, you know."

I laughed and Annie screamed in pretend shock and anger.

"Watch it, Rat-face!" she warned. "At least you can't catch plague from me."

Both women began to wrestle. Now, when I say they play wrestle, I don't mean that it's some very light, purely sexy, erotic wrestling. I mean, yeah: It's very erotic. But in Hillsborough, play wrestling means they don't try to draw blood or break bones. But bruises and pressure burns are pretty common.

So the fight was fascinating, especially since Mary used her tail as a short whip, leaving reddening and welts where it landed. The "fight" was soon called a draw, and both women lay back, even more exhausted than they already were.

Delilah moved up against me again, sliding her head into my shoulder. With no sight, touch was her main sense. And she made the most of that, obviously enjoying being against another warm person. Sure it was sexual, but there was an intimate humanity to it as well.

I dozed off, my Root-soaked brain dredging up images to making a strange, delusional kaleidoscope in my mind. Dwarves and very rat-like women were mixed with teen-aged girls, many of them Siamese twins, and very good friends with their connected sibling. I watched, a small portion of my mind very aware this was all hallucinatory and delighting in the insane sexiness of it all.

I felt something on my cock and realized Delilah was gently stroking it with her thigh stump. Strange, but it was really sexy too. Then I felt soft flesh on my other side and Lynn, or maybe Gwynn, was kissing me.

"Gee, Mr. Carlson," she said. "You are really open minded. Now you gotta put up with some old pussy you've already fucked." She slid onto me, spreading her fat thigh and rubbing my cock in her deep, damp folds. "You don't mind fucking my thirteen year old pussy, do you?" She asked. "My sister will help, if you just can't get turned on enough." She moved tighter up against me.

Of course I was plenty turned on. But the other sister, Gwynn, I think, was sliding over too. She kissed Delilah very wetly and I saw their mouths working. Delilah didn't look human, but damn, she sure looked sexy. Of course, with the Root coursing through me, everything looked sexy. I joined Gwynn, and both of us kissed Delilah's broad mouth.

I heard the door close softly and looked over. Morgana put her finger to her lips, shushing me, then leaned back on the wall. I watched as she silently pulled up her long dress. She exposed her long legs, and black lacey panties. Morgana winked darkly at me as she slid her long fingers and scarlet nails down over the fabric, touching her pussy as she watched us.

"It's your fuck," she said smiling. Her lips didn't move and I felt like I was with a very evil Galadriel in Lord of the Rings. She continued to smile and her voice was right in my head. "Fuck them, Bud. They're yours. You're the teacher. They'll do whatever you ask. Almost any woman in Hillsborough would, and a lot of others too. It's your oyster, Bud, and all you have to do is taste whatever you want of it."

I groaned as I felt Lynn's ample lips closing around my cock. Her little tongue was already darting against the slick, aroused tip of my prick.

"Take what you want, Bud," Morgana's disembodied voice continued. "You are Tash. The world is your home, your playground. That which is hidden is open to you. You have gone through your initiation and passed. Now you are ready to really experience Hillsborough and the dark worlds it leads to."

I groaned. Annie was behind Lynn, her face buried between her pudgy legs as she ate her pussy. Lynn was groaning and sucking my cock as Gwynn felt up Delilah, spreading her legs and riding Delilah's leg stump, masturbating herself on it. Her stump glistened with Gwynn's juices and the sight was just hot, totally hot.

Then Mary, Rat-Girl, was up against Morgana and they were kissing. Mary's fingers moved down over Morganas and she slid the black panties aside and moved up into Morgana's eager cunt.

"You think you've walked the whole path, Bud," Morgana said in my head. "But you've just stepped onto the road. The world is yours, Bud. Your darkest desires are waiting to be realized. All you have to do is take them."

I wanted to. Okay, my brain was full of Root. But that's no excuse, and you and I both know it. I knew exactly what I was doing.

"More than this?" I thought, and Morgana turned away from Mary, looking right into my eyes. Her green eyes were tinged with golden and red.

"Far more," I heard. "This is just the appetizer. Choose now, for the feast is about to begin."

I groaned. Lynn was sucking my prick like a confection, and I was getting ready to come right in her young mouth. Annie was sucking her twat and Gwynn was coming onto Delilah's stump, her juices dripping down the obscenely lovely thigh of the crippled girl. I was getting ready to shoot off, and yet knew this was far more than that.

"Yes!" I groaned. "Yes, I want it all. I want to..." I yelled out as I came, filling Lynn's youthful mouth with my come. She moaned and opened her mouth, letting my hot juices pour down my shaft and balled. She was fucking me with her mouth, letting my come spray all over.

Morgana laughed, not aloud, but in my brain. And that laughter grew until it blocked out everything else.

