Little Blossoms

Written by JKP

            Located in the middle of nowhere, in the west Texas desert, is a unique garden center and arboretum-an oasis.  It's called 'Little Blossoms.'  Actually the whole thing is a façade.  There is no public advertising, marketing, or promoting of the place performed, catering instead to a very select clientele.  Visitations are by invitation only and that is how I came to know of the place.  My invitation was courtesy of a friend of mine, Janice.

House sitting for Janice one weekend I was using her computer and came upon some very disturbing data.  Hidden inside of a folder named 'gardening' were hundreds of files depicting lesbian incest, s/m, and pedophilia.  Janice and her daughter, Cunni, were on display in many of them.  I spent hours perusing those files and ended up putting one on her system as the desktop wallpaper.  It was an outdoors photo of nude tanned 10 year-old Cunni lying on a blanket with her mother kneeling beside her.  Janice was pulling both of Cunni's nipples straight up and she was pulling them hard.  Protruding halfway out of Cunni's pussy was about 3 inches of a large pink dildo.  They were both smiling.

When they arrived home on Sunday, I savored their beauty in a more perverse way than I had before as they came up the front walkway.  Janice was wearing shorts and a lightweight cotton tee shirt with patch pockets over each breast.  She was barefoot and her physique was that of an athlete-about 5' 8" and 110 lbs. muscled in all the right places but not overly so.  For a woman of 32 years, she wore her long black hair in a youthful style and could still get away with it-pigtails tied with small bows.  Her native Indian blood was evident in her high cheekbones, black pupils, and deep 'red' skin tone.  

Cunni was wearing a string bikini bathing suit. The top consisted of 2 triangles of white cotton that just barely covered her small conical nubbins-true puffies at their best.  On her bottom she wore a thong that she had to adjust every once in a while to keep it covering her pussy, not bisecting it.  She was losing, more than winning, the modesty battle and didn't seem to care.  Her mom's genetic make-up flowed just as hard through her veins.  She was a little Indian doll.   

Greeting them on the front porch, they smiled and we hugged. Janice told me that they had had a relaxing weekend and that, again, she was very grateful for me staying over.

"Well, you might change your mind about that," I replied as I told Janice that I thought I had screwed up her computer. 

"Well, let's go see.  Maybe it's just something simple.  Cunni, go on and bring in our bags while I help Jim," Janice said as she and I went into the computer room.  "Did you try the control, alt, delete command?"

"Yes.  I tried everything I knew to do.  I just hope you can figure out what I did wrong," I said.

Sitting down at her computer, Janice turned it on and when the photo came up she looked over at me and smiled.  In a loud voice she hollered for her daughter, "Cunni, come in here honey.  Quick."

Coming into the computer room, Cunni approached the computer and seeing the photo on the screen, she squealed with delight, "Oh Mommy!  Jim finally found the folder."

Janice and her daughter were squealing with laughter and they were laughing at me.  I was standing there, mouth agape, with a look of puzzlement on my face as I uttered "I don't get it, YOU wanted me to find these photos?"

Lifting Cunni so that she was sitting on her thighs facing her, Janice explained-"Jim, we belong to a group or club that is devoted to the carnal love between adults and children.  Some call it pedophilia or incest, but we call it love-pure and simple.  Our membership is unique in that we are 99% female-mothers, daughters, sisters, etc.  You get the idea.  A man and his wife started this many years ago and he has decided that it is time for him to step down as the leader.  The group has voted that if I could get you to agree, you could become the new leader of the group.  What do you say?  From the looks of your pants, it seems like your interested."

Janice and her daughter were smiling and giggling as they stared at my raging hard on barely contained in my pants.  "Why me?  Why was I chosen for this?  I mean I'm blown away.  Of course I am interested, but, again, why me," I replied with a bewildering look on my face.

"Jim, have you really sat down and took a long hard look at yourself?  Well, I have and this is what I see and the group concurs.  You are a fucking hunk!  Your 6 feet tall and weigh, what, about 185 lbs.?  You have a hard, weathered face yet handsome and those piercing blue eyes.  My God, women wet themselves fantasizing about men like you. I have never seen you in a bad mood and you always have a smile on your face and kind words to say.  You are in excellent health and have a hard muscled body.  You are an independent single man with very little garbage in your head.  You exude serenity and yet there is an underlying, determined strength that pulls people towards you-magnetism.  Is that enough or do you want me to continue?" Janice asked.

"No, that's enough.  I see what you're saying.  Have I been under some sort of surveillance or something?" I reply with a smile as I adjusted the position of my hard on.

"In a way you have been under investigation and Cunni and I have been the lead investigators.  After each time you've housesit for us we've looked at the history on the computer to see what and where you are surfing.  We knew the first time we looked that you were the man for the job.  You hit all the newsgroups dealing with incest and children and a lot of great story sites that deal with the same thing.  The thing that really did it though was when we saw that you loved the D/s sites.  You see our group's philosophy is that women are for the enjoyment of men.   We take that one more step though.  Our group is dominated by one, and only one, strong male-the Alpha male and it's you baby.  That is if you want it."

"Yes I do want it.  Where do we go from here," I replied

"Okay let me explain what will happen.  The group meets every weekend and this coming weekend will be the transference of leadership to you.  We will have an initiation and it will be quite a scene.  At the oasis, all members will defer to your leadership but out in public is another matter.  We are a very private club with some very public personalities.  If knowledge of this club got out it could ruin a lot of people.  You will be pleasantly surprised when you meet the members.  We will leave from here next Friday evening if that's all right?" Janice said smiling.

"Mommy can I show Jim what your shirt does?" Cunni asked.  She was grinding on her mother's thighs and the white cotton thong was providing her with great pleasure.

"Jim, Cunni is going to show you a clever innovation of the shirt I am wearing.  All the adult women have the option of wearing these shirts while at the club.  I like wearing mine so much on the weekends and Cunni is going to show you why," Janice said.

Reaching up with her little hands, Cunni grabbed hold of each pocket and pulled.  The pockets broke free of the velcro that was holding them in place and Janice's firm tits popped out on display.  Cunni used her fingers to twist and pull on her mom's rubbery nipples until they were standing erect.  

"Take your dick out Jim and come play with my mommie's tits and I will play with you," Cunni said.

The last thing I remember is Janice with her head lolled back and a smile on her face and Cunni's little hands grabbing my dick.  Damn I can't haedly wait until next weekend.   


Judy Kent got to her classroom earlier than usual, planning to get caught up on some work before the first class started.  She draped her suit jacket over the chair and thought to herself that she would have to put it back on before the students started coming in.  The blouse she was wearing today was much too sheer for the kids, 5th graders, to be looking at.  You could definitely see the bullet bra she was wearing today.  She so delighted in teasing them, especially the boys.  The girls too, but the boys loved her and if truth be known, she wished she could love them back--literally.  If it weren't so cold in the room she wouldn't need the jacket, but the cold was making her nipples hard.  And they were definitely spiked today.  You could actually see them protruding from the cut-outs in the tips of the bra cups. 

     Judy had been teaching at Mission elementary for 2 years and she felt comfortable now.  She had gotten the job just after her husband divorced her.  It had involved a move across the state of Tennessee, but it was for the best.  After what she had been accused of, but had never been proven, it was just as well.  It allowed her a brand new start and she felt free and alive again.  She was still young enough to start over and had a body that most women would die for.

     It was the beginning of another week and she was reliving her weekend of porno surfin when she noticed the manilla envelope laying on her desk.  Wondering what is was, she picked it up and noticed her name scrawled across it, in a childs hand, in crayon. 

     Smiling, she thought one of her "boys", who had a crush on her, had written some kind of anonymous love letter to her.  Chuckling, she unclasped it and shook the contents out onto the top of her desk.  Some sheets of copy paper fell out.  She reached down, picked them up and turning them over, was staring at a photo of herself!  

     There were 2 pics.  One showed her in the school hallway bending down to scruff a young boys' hair, but whoever had taken the photo had caught her in an excellent down-blouse shot.  Her tits looking like 2 ripe melons.  

     The second pic was fake but a damn good one.  It showed a fully dressed woman kneeling in front of three young boys who were pissing on her.  The woman was smiling as boy-piss was filling and running out of her mouth.  Her clothes were soaked and there was an ever widening puddle on the floor.  The face on the woman was hers!

     Judy wasn't so much pissed off as she was scared.  What kind of cruel shit was this and who was doing it.  It certainly wasn't one of her kids.  They weren't that talented.  They were only 10 years old!

     She made it through the rest of the day but didn't know how.  She'd looked into the eyes of everyone she spoke with and was no closer to knowing who was doing this than she had been.

     Tuesday she arrived at school and walking down the hall towards her classroom she saw something sticking out from under her door.  Getting closer she realized it was another envelope.  "Goddammit," she mumbled to herself, "someone could have seen this!  What the hell is going on?"

     Going inside the classroom she opened the envelope and one photo fell out.  Another fake.  This one was much worse.  It showed a woman hunched down and shitting a turd into the small cupped hands of a nude, smiling young boy behind her.  The turd was a rich dark brown in color and was so big that it overlapped both sides of the small hands holding it.  The little boy's dick was hard. The woman's face was hers again and there was a caption on this one.   It said,  "Thank you Mommy."

     This couldnt keep up!  The suspense was killing her.  She didn't think whoever was  doing this was going to cause her any harm but WHY were they doing it. That's what was driving her wild.  Did they know how she really felt about things like this?  That she liked them?  They couldnt possibly know her past.  Could they?

     That evening, she got online and went to Mr. Double's chat site and discussed what was happening to her.  The only thing she found out there was that everyone else was envious as hell.

     She went into the Palisades section and found a good story by Red Rose.  Propping her newly "acquired" photos up so she could see them as she read, she fucked herself silly with her ever growing assortment of toys.  Her favorite toy, the 4" latex 'boydick' dildo, really got a workout.  She would fuck herself, getting it good and coated with her juices and then savor it like a lolipop.  All the while wondering what tomorrow would bring.

     Arriving at her classroom Wensday morning and finding that there was no manilla envelope, she felt a little let-down.  Wondering if it was over with, she pulled her chair out to drape her coat and saw the post-it note stuck to the seat.  Pulling it off, she read it---Love your cars' bumper sticker---wondering what the hell it meant?

Her bumper sticker simply read---VOLUNTEER---as in the volunteer state--Tennessee.  

     Having a few minutes before class started, she went back outside to the parking lot to check it out.  The VOLUNTEER sticker was still there on her back bumper and was fine!  What did the note mean?  Walking around to the front of her car, she saw the "new" sticker.  It read---I LOVE TEACHING little girls to fuck---and she was horrified.   Looking around frantically to see if anyone was looking, she noticed that unless you REALLY looked hard, you didnt see the last part of the message on the sticker.  Taking a magic marker from her coat pocket, she started marking through the message.

     "Hey Teach!  What are you doing?" she heard, causing her to wheel around with panick striken eyes.  There stood Mr. ReVollrig, the principal, the man who had hired her. 

     "Oh, uh, nothing really," she stammered.   "Someone's idea of a practical joke and I was just erasing it."

     "Well if you think it was a student, you can fill out a vandalism form and if we catch who did it they will be disciplined.  What did they write?"

     "Oh nothing.  It was just a joke.  It's no big deal.  Really.  Thanks anyway though," she replied as they both started in towards school.

     "Well, if you have any problems at all Judy, just let us know in the front office.  Your a good teacher and we don't want to lose you.  You have a good  day now and I'll see you later.  Keep up the good work," he said as he left her in lobby and went towards his office.

     "Damn that was close," she said under her breath.  The rest of the day was uneventful.  Again, throughout the day, she looked in everyones eyes that she spoke with but this time HER eyes were pleading----Please if you are the one, tell me.  Please!----and again she didn't get an answer.  Or even any clues as to who was doing this to her.

     Well it wasn't a bad way to spend a week, she thought, but it would have been much more enjoyable if she knew who was doing it and what THEY knew about her, if anything.  She felt like she was being watched and it excited her.  Her panties were constantly wet, when she wore them.  Judy wasn't above giving a child or two a couple of bald beaver shots during the course of a day.  It made her feel good.

     Arriving home that evening, she was smiling to herself that she had made it through yet another "hump day" without a hump.  Well, she would fix that soon enough.  

     Looking through the mail she noticed a plain white envelope with the words---Bet you don't know what this is---printed on it.  That was all, no addresses or anything else.  Opening it up, she pulled out the piece of blue-lined notebook paper and unfolded it.  Scrawled in pencil was a website address---www.childrenaremyfuture.org.  That was it.  Nothing else.

     Running to her computer, Judy got online and typed in the address.  The site came up fast and was just one page.  No links or anything else to click on.  Just one page.

     The one page was another morphed photo that took up the entire 20" screen of her monitor.  It showed a woman sitting in a throne-like chair in the middle of an empty red carpeted room.  There were ten young, naked boys and girls surrounding and climbing all over the chair.  They were all involved in various acts of self pleasure.  

    Some of the boys were jacking off for the woman and some were suckling at her huge tits.  One little girl, no more than 10 years old, was riding the womans knee like a horsey and another was pissing in a little tea cup.  The same kind of cup that the woman was drinking from!  Everyone in the pic was doing something to get off, except the woman.  She just sat there with a smile on her face---Judy's face.  The photo was excellent, with the same hair color and style that she wore and the womans body could have been a duplicate of her own.   Still firm and ripe for a woman of 35. God it was like looking at a mirror image of her dreams come true, she thought.

     So was so absorbed in the photo that she almost missed the small type at the bottom of the page. It said---If LITTLE BLOSSOMS like this excite you, wear the red heels tomorrow.  

     Judy was so excited her panties were drenched.  Several years ago she had read or seen a news story about a private club out west somewhere that was called "Little Blossoms" and wondered if there was any connection.   The news had been about the arrest of the 'child pornographers.'  A lot of high profile men and women had been arrested but the ring leader, whose name was never mentioned, had never been apprehended.  

     She was excited about the new pic but also more excited that she was being stalked.  That's the only way that the person doing this could know where she lived and worked AND that she had a pair of 3" red heels.  It was someone who saw knew her well.  

     Leaving the web page up, she headed for her toy collection to get the biggest dildo she had and wondering what would look good with the red heels tomorrow!

     All day Thursday, Judy felt as if she were on display for her unknown stalker.  She was excited yet frustrated that there were no pics, no notes, no nothing waiting for her when she arrived at school.  She was at her wits end.  Leaving school that evening, very disappointed, she was just getting into her car when her cell phone rang.  With trembling hands she answered the call.  Hoping, no praying, that it was her stalker calling.

     "Hello," she said.

      "Hello Miss Kent," the childs voice said.  A girls voice.  A young one.  "I can't talk long because I have homework to do, but my mommy and her boy friend wanted me to call and say hi.  They have been watching you for quite a while now.  They told me that you probably liked to 'toss salads' and I was wondering if you liked little salads or big salads?"

     Judy was dumbstruck.  Her mind was going a hundred miles an hour when she said, "You tell your mommy and her boyfriend that I like to toss any size salad as long as the dressing is to my liking."

     "Okay.  I'll tell them.  I think they are going to invite you for dinner soon.  Would you like that Miss Kent?"

     "Yes I would love that," Judy replied as she racked her brain trying to figure out WHO this little girl was and more importantly who her mommy and boyfriend were.

     "Well I gotta go now, but I know we will meet soon and I will love feeling that pouty, pink, teachers tongue of yours poking at my little redbud asshole.  Bye bye."

     "NO!  Please!  Dont hang...," Judy screamed into the phone but all she heard was the dial tone.

     Getting home wouldn't be a problem for Judy as long as she didn't have to get out of the car.  She had gotten so excited she had pissed herself and she was thrilled.  Finally!   She was back to her old self and someone knew.  Not only knew, but wanted to meet her because of her depravity.  

     She had held it in check for years now.  Ever since the divorce and the charges she had avoided-- possesion of child pornography.  She and her husband had had no children but Judy had run a day care and during nap time...well Judy had not only experimented but had also photographed and filmed too.  Her fucking no count wimp of a husband had freaked out and turned her in when he ran across some photos one day and the whole thing had unraveled on her.  Only a good lawyer and a no fault divorce had gotten her off.

     That evening Judy bathed and shaved extra close to get the little girl look she so loved and had desired for so long.  She indulged in an extra warm rose water enema and later that evening she lounged in her study and looked through all of her pictures.  She was quite the collector.  She went to bed that night and dreamed of tossing 'little salads'.

     Going into work Friday morning, Judy felt like she was on cloud nine.  She didnt know what or when it was going to happen but she knew it would be soon and she hoped it would be today.  During her mid-morning break, she was called to the office and told by the secretary that the principal wanted to speak with her, to have a seat and he would be right with her.  Waiting in the outer office Judy was racking her mind trying to figure out how, or even IF, Mr. ReVollrig figured in this.

     "Judy?   Hello, earth to Ms. Kent?" she heard the secretary  asking.  "I don't know where you were Judy, but it musta been nice judging from the smile on your face."

     Blushing a bit, Judy apologized, "I'm sorry.  I'm just preoccupied today for some reason."

     "Well he's ready to see you now.  Just go on in."

     Walking into Mr. ReVollrig's office, he asked her to take a seat and then started asking her if she had heard about the play that the school was doing.  "The reason I am asking is because I was going over some records and noticed that you have some theater experience.   We'd love to have your input on the play and I told the director I would ask and see if you could help us out.  Can we count you as part of the team Judy?"

     This was it?  This is what he fucking wanted?  Judy was trying not to act disappointed and did a pretty good job as she told him she would be happy and honored to help out.  Mr. ReVollrig thanked her and sighing that he had a busy days work ahead of him told her to check with the secretary on the way out and she would give her the schedule of play practice times.  And that was it.  She was out the door and confused as hell--let down was a better word-- as she took the practice times from the secretary.  She flipped through the pages, about 10 of them stapled together, as she walked back to class still shaking her head.  As she riffed the pages a second time, a loose one fell to the floor.  bending down to pick it up her heart started fluttering.

     Standing still in the middle of the hall she read the page of paper--which was an invitation. 

     ++You are invited to dinner.  A prelude to a formal invitation to become a Little Blossoms member.  Wear nothing but an outer coat.  Dinner is at eight o'clock.  Please be prompt.++

     The address was listed and Judy knew she would accept.

      Arriving at the address listed on the invitation, she knocked on the door of the house and was greeted by Sally.  The secretary.   Taking Judy's coat Sally addressed her, "From this moment on, you are a cunt.   You are here to serve the children and the men and boys we honor.  If you can't handle it, leave now!  If you want to stay, then show us how much."  Walking and guiding Judy into the foyer a little further, she stopped in front of a room filled with others.  All of them dressed except for a little girl who was kneeling on all fours with her little ass stuck up in the air.  Kneeling in a room of red carpet!

     "Now get down and crawl for us like the filthy little boy whore you are.  Crawl over and show us how to toss a 'little salad'.

     Shuddering, Judy fell to her knees and started across the carpet.  Unaware of the eyes that followed her every move.  Only aware of the hunger she felt.  Only aware of the taste of the little girl's asshole as her tongue started probing and she thought she heard clapping but she couldn't be sure.

     She was finally where and what she wanted to be.  A groveling cunt to be humiliated and used by those who knew her secret.  She could hardly wait for the FORMAL invitation which she knew would be coming soon because she was going to do a good job tonight.  She wanted and needed to please these people who were just like her.

     So enthralled was Judy in the asshole-loving that she was giving her little lover, that she didnt notice that all the guests had left.   Raising her sweaty, stained face from the crevasse of the small cheeks in front of her, she noticed only Sally still in the room.


About to speak, Judy was shushed by Sally.  "Just be quiet and listen.  You have done well tonight and passed with flying colors.  You have only one more test and that is the formal one.  I will give you a note in the office tomorrow with the details.  Now go home and don't dare tell anyone what has happened here tonight.  Do you understand?"


"Yes.  I understand and I thank you," Judy answered.


"Don't thank me Judy.  You have always been a slut.  We just awakened it for you.  Now get out of here."

    Driving home she was so wet she could hardly keep from sliding off the car seat.  She dreamed dreams of depravity that night and awoke with a smile for the first time in years.

Excited was an understatement.  She was reved-up and hot for any and every thing.


Going and getting her mail in the office at school that morning she also picked up the "formal" invite.  It simply said "DO NOT READ UNTIL THIS EVENING AT YOUR HOME!"   


Judy was never so happy in here life than when school ended that day.   Arriving home she literally ripped the invitation open and started reading.  There was a lot to read and the gist of it was this-----If she passed this test, which amounted to a popularity contest, she would then belong to a club of people like her.  Many people.  The majority of these people worked in the school system in some capacity.  She had one week until the formal test and all the test required was for her to state her case before the membership.  Why should she be allowed to become a member?  What could she bring to the club as a member?  The invitation was an invite to her to plead her case.


The week drug along very slow.  No one mentioned the meeting she had been to and she recieved no further notes or calls.  Judy was left with her imagination.  It ran wild.


Finally the night of the "formal" arrived.  According to the directions in the invitation, she arrived at the out-of-the-way dinner theater at the time stated and was met by Sally at the door.   The theater itself was dark but Judy sensed that an audience was present.  She was taken down a side aisle to the stage and one lone light shown down on them.


"Members, tonight I present to you a try-out for the club.  Judy you may begin," and with that, Sally left the stage.


The light shining on the stage, and into her eyes, kept her from recognizing anyone but the seats were all taken.   "This is it," she thought to herself.  "Showtime."


"Hello everyone.  My name is Judy and I am a cunt.  I have always known this but just had never had an opportunity like this present itself to me so that I could act on it.  I want to become a member very much and will do whatever is asked or ordered of me.  Excuse me for just one moment."


Judy removed her coat and revealed her body to the audience.  Her cunt was shaved as smooth as a child's and above it was printed,  in Magic Marker, 'HONEY POT'.  Her full ripe tits were capped with 1/2 inch erect nipples which she pinched and pulled.  She slowly turned a full circle so that everyone could see her ass too and then continued on with her plea to become a member.


"I first knew I was a cunt many years ago and especially so when I married.  My husband was very conservative in matters of sex and with me running a day care center, well one thing led to another and I became a true lover of children."


"It was also at this time that I knew I had great 'followship' desires!  I didn't want to lead, I wanted to BE led.  To be shown the way.  I was not a leader but a follower.  I want to be led by all of you.  To be led deeper into degradation than I have ever allowed myself to go."


As Judy continued to talk, she started to piss.  Slow at first and then it just flowed.  The piss ran down her inner thighs and calves until it puddled around her on the floor.  She pissed for a full minute and continued talking and pleading her case.


"As you can see, I love piss!  Hot, strong smelling piss.  I love the different colors of it.   Sometimes a pale yellow and then sometimes it is almost an orange color."


Judy crouched down and with her hands flat on the floor, she swished them back and forth and then brought them to her face and began washing herself.  Using her tongue to clean her hands she started to beg.


"Are the any little boys here who need to empty their "little spigots"?  Please!  I don't care anymore.  I just want to be a cunt.  Please come and use me as you wish.  While I wait, watch this."


Turning around so that her ass was to the crowd, Judy spread her legs wide and bent at the waist until her hands touched the floor.  Slowly the tip of a turd started to poke out of her asshole.  Judy teased the crowd buy pushing it out and then pulling it back in.  In and out it went until finally she groaned and produced a huge hard black turd with little flecks of yellow in it.  Corn!  She would later tell everyone that she had eaten nothing in the past 2 days but oreo cookies and kernal corn. 


Just as the turd was about to break away and fall from her asshole, a pair of tiny hands reached out and grabbed it.  


"Oh thank you honey.  Thank you so much,"  Judy said.


"Shut up Cunt!  Get on your back and lay down," the little boy holding her turd said.  He was about 11 years old and was taking charge.


She did as she was told.  The boy placed the turd on Judy's face.  Laying it lengthwise and bi-secting her face, he molded it to her until it stuck where he wanted it.  It ran from her forehead almost to the tip of her chin, her fat black, corn turd laid there.  Right between her eyes, following the bridge of her nose and then across her lips.   Judy's cunt was spasming involuntarily as she shuddered from orgasm to orgasm.  The next thing she heard sent her to another level that she knew she would never want to leave.  Ever.


"Okay everyone!  Listen up.  I am claiming Judy to be MY own personal cunt.  I was the first to come on stage and now I invite all of you to join me.  Beginning with the youngest and ending with the oldest, I want you all to come up and welcome her to the club.  She is a member and she is MINE.  You can piss on her, jack off on her, shit on her, and I know some of you other cunts will want to kiss and play with the turd and the hole that made it, so go ahead and help yourselves.  Let's make Judy feel at home on her first night as a member ."


Judy listened to the boy and agreed with all he said and still she wanted more.  Little did she know what was in store for her as a member.  She was about to live out her dreams.  She was home and didn't really know it yet but that is another chapter that will soon be coming.
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     Smiling, she thought one of her "boys", who had a crush on her, had written some kind of anonymous love letter to her.  Chuckling, she unclasped it and shook the contents out onto the top of her desk.  Some sheets of copy paper fell out.  She reached down, picked them up and turning them over, was staring at a photo of herself!  

     There were 2 pics.  One showed her in the school hallway bending down to scruff a young boys' hair, but whoever had taken the photo had caught her in an excellent down-blouse shot.  Her tits looking like 2 ripe melons.  

     The second pic was fake but a damn good one.  It showed a fully dressed woman kneeling in front of three young boys who were pissing on her.  The woman was smiling as boy-piss was filling and running out of her mouth.  Her clothes were soaked and there was an ever widening puddle on the floor.  The face on the woman was hers!

     Judy wasn't so much pissed off as she was scared.  What kind of cruel shit was this and who was doing it.  It certainly wasn't one of her kids.  They weren't that talented.  They were only 10 years old!

     She made it through the rest of the day but didn't know how.  She'd looked into the eyes of everyone she spoke with and was no closer to knowing who was doing this than she had been.

     Tuesday she arrived at school and walking down the hall towards her classroom she saw something sticking out from under her door.  Getting closer she realized it was another envelope.  "Goddammit," she mumbled to herself, "someone could have seen this!  What the hell is going on?"

     Going inside the classroom she opened the envelope and one photo fell out.  Another fake.  This one was much worse.  It showed a woman hunched down and shitting a turd into the small cupped hands of a nude, smiling young boy behind her.  The turd was a rich dark brown in color and was so big that it overlapped both sides of the small hands holding it.  The little boy's dick was hard. The woman's face was hers again and there was a caption on this one.   It said,  "Thank you Mommy."

     This couldnt keep up!  The suspense was killing her.  She didn't think whoever was  doing this was going to cause her any harm but WHY were they doing it. That's what was driving her wild.  Did they know how she really felt about things like this?  That she liked them?  They couldnt possibly know her past.  Could they?

     That evening, she got online and went to Mr. Double's chat site and discussed what was happening to her.  The only thing she found out there was that everyone else was envious as hell.

     She went into the Palisades section and found a good story by Red Rose.  Propping her newly "acquired" photos up so she could see them as she read, she fucked herself silly with her ever growing assortment of toys.  Her favorite toy, the 4" latex 'boydick' dildo, really got a workout.  She would fuck herself, getting it good and coated with her juices and then savor it like a lolipop.  All the while wondering what tomorrow would bring.

     Arriving at her classroom Wensday morning and finding that there was no manilla envelope, she felt a little let-down.  Wondering if it was over with, she pulled her chair out to drape her coat and saw the post-it note stuck to the seat.  Pulling it off, she read it---Love your cars' bumper sticker---wondering what the hell it meant?

Her bumper sticker simply read---VOLUNTEER---as in the volunteer state--Tennessee.  

     Having a few minutes before class started, she went back outside to the parking lot to check it out.  The VOLUNTEER sticker was still there on her back bumper and was fine!  What did the note mean?  Walking around to the front of her car, she saw the "new" sticker.  It read---I LOVE TEACHING little girls to fuck---and she was horrified.   Looking around frantically to see if anyone was looking, she noticed that unless you REALLY looked hard, you didnt see the last part of the message on the sticker.  Taking a magic marker from her coat pocket, she started marking through the message.

     "Hey Teach!  What are you doing?" she heard, causing her to wheel around with panick striken eyes.  There stood Mr. ReVollrig, the principal, the man who had hired her. 

     "Oh, uh, nothing really," she stammered.   "Someone's idea of a practical joke and I was just erasing it."

     "Well if you think it was a student, you can fill out a vandalism form and if we catch who did it they will be disciplined.  What did they write?"

     "Oh nothing.  It was just a joke.  It's no big deal.  Really.  Thanks anyway though," she replied as they both started in towards school.

     "Well, if you have any problems at all Judy, just let us know in the front office.  Your a good teacher and we don't want to lose you.  You have a good  day now and I'll see you later.  Keep up the good work," he said as he left her in lobby and went towards his office.

     "Damn that was close," she said under her breath.  The rest of the day was uneventful.  Again, throughout the day, she looked in everyones eyes that she spoke with but this time HER eyes were pleading----Please if you are the one, tell me.  Please!----and again she didn't get an answer.  Or even any clues as to who was doing this to her.

     Well it wasn't a bad way to spend a week, she thought, but it would have been much more enjoyable if she knew who was doing it and what THEY knew about her, if anything.  She felt like she was being watched and it excited her.  Her panties were constantly wet, when she wore them.  Judy wasn't above giving a child or two a couple of bald beaver shots during the course of a day.  It made her feel good.

     Arriving home that evening, she was smiling to herself that she had made it through yet another "hump day" without a hump.  Well, she would fix that soon enough.  

     Looking through the mail she noticed a plain white envelope with the words---Bet you don't know what this is---printed on it.  That was all, no addresses or anything else.  Opening it up, she pulled out the piece of blue-lined notebook paper and unfolded it.  Scrawled in pencil was a website address---www.childrenaremyfuture.org.  That was it.  Nothing else.

     Running to her computer, Judy got online and typed in the address.  The site came up fast and was just one page.  No links or anything else to click on.  Just one page.

     The one page was another morphed photo that took up the entire 20" screen of her monitor.  It showed a woman sitting in a throne-like chair in the middle of an empty red carpeted room.  There were ten young, naked boys and girls surrounding and climbing all over the chair.  They were all involved in various acts of self pleasure.  

    Some of the boys were jacking off for the woman and some were suckling at her huge tits.  One little girl, no more than 10 years old, was riding the womans knee like a horsey and another was pissing in a little tea cup.  The same kind of cup that the woman was drinking from!  Everyone in the pic was doing something to get off, except the woman.  She just sat there with a smile on her face---Judy's face.  The photo was excellent, with the same hair color and style that she wore and the womans body could have been a duplicate of her own.   Still firm and ripe for a woman of 35. God it was like looking at a mirror image of her dreams come true, she thought.

     So was so absorbed in the photo that she almost missed the small type at the bottom of the page. It said---If LITTLE BLOSSOMS like this excite you, wear the red heels tomorrow.  

     Judy was so excited her panties were drenched.  Several years ago she had read or seen a news story about a private club out west somewhere that was called "Little Blossoms" and wondered if there was any connection.   The news had been about the arrest of the 'child pornographers.'  A lot of high profile men and women had been arrested but the ring leader, whose name was never mentioned, had never been apprehended.  

     She was excited about the new pic but also more excited that she was being stalked.  That's the only way that the person doing this could know where she lived and worked AND that she had a pair of 3" red heels.  It was someone who saw knew her well.  

     Leaving the web page up, she headed for her toy collection to get the biggest dildo she had and wondering what would look good with the red heels tomorrow!

     All day Thursday, Judy felt as if she were on display for her unknown stalker.  She was excited yet frustrated that there were no pics, no notes, no nothing waiting for her when she arrived at school.  She was at her wits end.  Leaving school that evening, very disappointed, she was just getting into her car when her cell phone rang.  With trembling hands she answered the call.  Hoping, no praying, that it was her stalker calling.

     "Hello," she said.

      "Hello Miss Kent," the childs voice said.  A girls voice.  A young one.  "I can't talk long because I have homework to do, but my mommy and her boy friend wanted me to call and say hi.  They have been watching you for quite a while now.  They told me that you probably liked to 'toss salads' and I was wondering if you liked little salads or big salads?"

     Judy was dumbstruck.  Her mind was going a hundred miles an hour when she said, "You tell your mommy and her boyfriend that I like to toss any size salad as long as the dressing is to my liking."

     "Okay.  I'll tell them.  I think they are going to invite you for dinner soon.  Would you like that Miss Kent?"

     "Yes I would love that," Judy replied as she racked her brain trying to figure out WHO this little girl was and more importantly who her mommy and boyfriend were.

     "Well I gotta go now, but I know we will meet soon and I will love feeling that pouty, pink, teachers tongue of yours poking at my little redbud asshole.  Bye bye."

     "NO!  Please!  Dont hang...," Judy screamed into the phone but all she heard was the dial tone.

     Getting home wouldn't be a problem for Judy as long as she didn't have to get out of the car.  She had gotten so excited she had pissed herself and she was thrilled.  Finally!   She was back to her old self and someone knew.  Not only knew, but wanted to meet her because of her depravity.  

     She had held it in check for years now.  Ever since the divorce and the charges she had avoided-- possesion of child pornography.  She and her husband had had no children but Judy had run a day care and during nap time...well Judy had not only experimented but had also photographed and filmed too.  Her fucking no count wimp of a husband had freaked out and turned her in when he ran across some photos one day and the whole thing had unraveled on her.  Only a good lawyer and a no fault divorce had gotten her off.

     That evening Judy bathed and shaved extra close to get the little girl look she so loved and had desired for so long.  She indulged in an extra warm rose water enema and later that evening she lounged in her study and looked through all of her pictures.  She was quite the collector.  She went to bed that night and dreamed of tossing 'little salads'.

     Going into work Friday morning, Judy felt like she was on cloud nine.  She didnt know what or when it was going to happen but she knew it would be soon and she hoped it would be today.  During her mid-morning break, she was called to the office and told by the secretary that the principal wanted to speak with her, to have a seat and he would be right with her.  Waiting in the outer office Judy was racking her mind trying to figure out how, or even IF, Mr. ReVollrig figured in this.

     "Judy?   Hello, earth to Ms. Kent?" she heard the secretary  asking.  "I don't know where you were Judy, but it musta been nice judging from the smile on your face."

     Blushing a bit, Judy apologized, "I'm sorry.  I'm just preoccupied today for some reason."

     "Well he's ready to see you now.  Just go on in."

     Walking into Mr. ReVollrig's office, he asked her to take a seat and then started asking her if she had heard about the play that the school was doing.  "The reason I am asking is because I was going over some records and noticed that you have some theater experience.   We'd love to have your input on the play and I told the director I would ask and see if you could help us out.  Can we count you as part of the team Judy?"

     This was it?  This is what he fucking wanted?  Judy was trying not to act disappointed and did a pretty good job as she told him she would be happy and honored to help out.  Mr. ReVollrig thanked her and sighing that he had a busy days work ahead of him told her to check with the secretary on the way out and she would give her the schedule of play practice times.  And that was it.  She was out the door and confused as hell--let down was a better word-- as she took the practice times from the secretary.  She flipped through the pages, about 10 of them stapled together, as she walked back to class still shaking her head.  As she riffed the pages a second time, a loose one fell to the floor.  bending down to pick it up her heart started fluttering.

     Standing still in the middle of the hall she read the page of paper--which was an invitation. 

     ++You are invited to dinner.  A prelude to a formal invitation to become a Little Blossoms member.  Wear nothing but an outer coat.  Dinner is at eight o'clock.  Please be prompt.++

     The address was listed and Judy knew she would accept.

      Arriving at the address listed on the invitation, she knocked on the door of the house and was greeted by Sally.  The secretary.   Taking Judy's coat Sally addressed her, "From this moment on, you are a cunt.   You are here to serve the children and the men and boys we honor.  If you can't handle it, leave now!  If you want to stay, then show us how much."  Walking and guiding Judy into the foyer a little further, she stopped in front of a room filled with others.  All of them dressed except for a little girl who was kneeling on all fours with her little ass stuck up in the air.  Kneeling in a room of red carpet!

     "Now get down and crawl for us like the filthy little boy whore you are.  Crawl over and show us how to toss a 'little salad'.

     Shuddering, Judy fell to her knees and started across the carpet.  Unaware of the eyes that followed her every move.  Only aware of the hunger she felt.  Only aware of the taste of the little girl's asshole as her tongue started probing and she thought she heard clapping but she couldn't be sure.

     She was finally where and what she wanted to be.  A groveling cunt to be humiliated and used by those who knew her secret.  She could hardly wait for the FORMAL invitation which she knew would be coming soon because she was going to do a good job tonight.  She wanted and needed to please these people who were just like her.

So enthralled was Judy in the asshole-loving that she was giving her little lover, that she didnt notice that all the guests had left.   Raising her sweaty, stained face from the crevasse of the small cheeks in front of her, she noticed only Sally still in the room.


About to speak, Judy was shushed by Sally.  "Just be quiet and listen.  You have done well tonight and passed with flying colors.  You have only one more test and that is the formal one.  I will give you a note in the office tomorrow with the details.  Now go home and don't dare tell anyone what has happened here tonight.  Do you understand?"


"Yes.  I understand and I thank you," Judy answered.


"Don't thank me Judy.  You have always been a slut.  We just awakened it for you.  Now get out of here."

    Driving home she was so wet she could hardly keep from sliding off the car seat.  She dreamed dreams of depravity that night and awoke with a smile for the first time in years.

Excited was an understatement.  She was reved-up and hot for any and every thing.


Going and getting her mail in the office at school that morning she also picked up the "formal" invite.  It simply said "DO NOT READ UNTIL THIS EVENING AT YOUR HOME!"   


Judy was never so happy in here life than when school ended that day.   Arriving home she literally ripped the invitation open and started reading.  There was a lot to read and the gist of it was this-----If she passed this test, which amounted to a popularity contest, she would then belong to a club of people like her.  Many people.  The majority of these people worked in the school system in some capacity.  She had one week until the formal test and all the test required was for her to state her case before the membership.  Why should she be allowed to become a member?  What could she bring to the club as a member?  The invitation was an invite to her to plead her case.


The week drug along very slow.  No one mentioned the meeting she had been to and she recieved no further notes or calls.  Judy was left with her imagination.  It ran wild.


Finally the night of the "formal" arrived.  According to the directions in the invitation, she arrived at the out-of-the-way dinner theater at the time stated and was met by Sally at the door.   The theater itself was dark but Judy sensed that an audience was present.  She was taken down a side aisle to the stage and one lone light shown down on them.


"Members, tonight I present to you a try-out for the club.  Judy you may begin," and with that, Sally left the stage.


The light shining on the stage, and into her eyes, kept her from recognizing anyone but the seats were all taken.   "This is it," she thought to herself.  "Showtime."


"Hello everyone.  My name is Judy and I am a cunt.  I have always known this but just had never had an opportunity like this present itself to me so that I could act on it.  I want to become a member very much and will do whatever is asked or ordered of me.  Excuse me for just one moment."


Judy removed her coat and revealed her body to the audience.  Her cunt was shaved as smooth as a child's and above it was printed,  in Magic Marker, 'HONEY POT'.  Her full ripe tits were capped with 1/2 inch erect nipples which she pinched and pulled.  She slowly turned a full circle so that everyone could see her ass too and then continued on with her plea to become a member.


"I first knew I was a cunt many years ago and especially so when I married.  My husband was very conservative in matters of sex and with me running a day care center, well one thing led to another and I became a true lover of children."


"It was also at this time that I knew I had great 'followship' desires!  I didn't want to lead, I wanted to BE led.  To be shown the way.  I was not a leader but a follower.  I want to be led by all of you.  To be led deeper into degradation than I have ever allowed myself to go."


As Judy continued to talk, she started to piss.  Slow at first and then it just flowed.  The piss ran down her inner thighs and calves until it puddled around her on the floor.  She pissed for a full minute and continued talking and pleading her case.


"As you can see, I love piss!  Hot, strong smelling piss.  I love the different colors of it.   Sometimes a pale yellow and then sometimes it is almost an orange color."


Judy crouched down and with her hands flat on the floor, she swished them back and forth and then brought them to her face and began washing herself.  Using her tongue to clean her hands she started to beg.


"Are the any little boys here who need to empty their "little spigots"?  Please!  I don't care anymore.  I just want to be a cunt.  Please come and use me as you wish.  While I wait, watch this."


Turning around so that her ass was to the crowd, Judy spread her legs wide and bent at the waist until her hands touched the floor.  Slowly the tip of a turd started to poke out of her asshole.  Judy teased the crowd buy pushing it out and then pulling it back in.  In and out it went until finally she groaned and produced a huge hard black turd with little flecks of yellow in it.  Corn!  She would later tell everyone that she had eaten nothing in the past 2 days but oreo cookies and kernal corn. 


Just as the turd was about to break away and fall from her asshole, a pair of tiny hands reached out and grabbed it.  


"Oh thank you honey.  Thank you so much,"  Judy said.


"Shut up Cunt!  Get on your back and lay down," the little boy holding her turd said.  He was about 11 years old and was taking charge.


She did as she was told.  The boy placed the turd on Judy's face.  Laying it lengthwise and bi-secting her face, he molded it to her until it stuck where he wanted it.  It ran from her forehead almost to the tip of her chin, her fat black, corn turd laid there.  Right between her eyes, following the bridge of her nose and then across her lips.   Judy's cunt was spasming involuntarily as she shuddered from orgasm to orgasm.  The next thing she heard sent her to another level that she knew she would never want to leave.  Ever.


"Okay everyone!  Listen up.  I am claiming Judy to be MY own personal cunt.  I was the first to come on stage and now I invite all of you to join me.  Beginning with the youngest and ending with the oldest, I want you all to come up and welcome her to the club.  She is a member and she is MINE.  You can piss on her, jack off on her, shit on her, and I know some of you other cunts will want to kiss and play with the turd and the hole that made it, so go ahead and help yourselves.  Let's make Judy feel at home on her first night as a member ."


Judy listened to the boy and agreed with all he said and still she wanted more.  Little did she know what was in store for her as a member.  She was about to live out her dreams.  She was home and didn't really know it yet but that is another chapter that will soon be coming.

