STAYING WITH AUNT EVELYN

By Roderick Shafton bawdypen@hotmail.com
I was 16--the folks wanted me out of the house--it was

summertime--so they got the bright idea of shipping me off to

Vermont to stay with my Aunt Evelyn.

   "But, John," my mother warned, "she's a spinster, and she

used to be so..."

   "Karen, that was a long time ago. She's ten years older

than me--practically qualifies as an old maid--and she can

certainly handle a boy for a couple of months, Besides, she's

excited about it. I think she's been rather lonely for a long

time now."

   I wasn't given any choice, so I just resigned myself to it.

Maybe it wouldn't be so bad up the woods. I could fish, and run

around exploring, and just lay back. And I wouldn't have to

listen to the folks jabbering and complaining all the time

about what a layabout I am. I'd have my own room, and after

getting a big country breakfast, I could just flip the old lady

off and go out on my own! Well, I wouldn't really flip her off,

that's just how I described it in my mind.

   Actually, I've been brought up rather polite and sheltered,

even though I'm always accused of having a big mouth that

always speaks first...not before thinking--but without

thinking! But maybe a different environment would break me out

of my shell. I needed new horizons...new ventures to explore.

Or something like that. Heck, any change would be a relief.

   Actually, Aunt Evelyn was older than I expected, but not

really old enough for what you'd think of as an 'old maid'.

Mostly, she was just a rather sweet, rural lady, who seemed to

think of no more than ladies' socials, bingo at the church, and

her occasional nip of brandy!

   So you can imagine my uh, perplexedness (?) when I had a

strange encounter on my second day.

   "Uh, Aunt Evelyn? There's a guy on the back porch says he's

got some big sweaty b-balls that need a good lickin'! He, uh,

even dropped his pants right there and showed me! He's kinda

grubby--you want me to call the cops?'"

   "Oh, lordy no," she giggled. "That's just Horace. He's a

mite better lookin' when he's cleaned up, but mostly he comes

from workin' the mill. He's a horny rascal, I can tell you. Uh,

do they still use that word? Horny?"

   "Uh, y-yeah!" I stammered.

   "Well, that's what he is, alright." She straightened her

hair, then made a bee-line for the back door. When I heard the

back screen slam, I rushed to the kitchen window and peeked

out. I couldn't make out what they were saying, but it seemed

to be quite friendly with a lot of laughter. The guy still

stood there with his pants down, holding out his ballsack in a

really lewd way. I rushed to the back door and knelt down so I

could peek out the screen door. They were only a few feet away

from me.

   "Been storin' up all day, pretty lady. I know how you like

'em good 'n ripe!" Then he let go of his genitals and lifted

his shirttail, still letting 'em stick out there.

   "Oh, you nasty so-and-so," she admonished him in a kidding

way, flicking her wrist. "You shouldn'ta scared the boy that

way!" Then she hiked up her dress and crouched down. She

grabbed the man around his naked butt and pushed her face into

his balls! My eyes flew open, and my mouth dropped to the

floor. I could hear her plain as day. She was down there

smelling up the man's 'sweaty balls'!

   "Mmmm, stick your nose up the side there, babydoll. Best

smell gets caught right there 'tween my nuts and muh leg! Been

workin' like a dog all morning...they oughta be just the way

you like 'em."

   "Oh, Horace, you got the best nuts I ever smelled on a man!

And I've sniffed a lot of hot knockers in my day!"

   "Oh, lady, you sure make me feel special! Listen, can I

come over later? I gotta get back early now--special order. You

want a whiff o' the old crankcase to hold ya?"

   "Sure, honey," Aunt Evelyn totally agreed, "spin it

around!"

   I gasped aloud as the man turned and bent over, sticking

his bare butt in my aunt's face! She must have heard me, but

she just took hold of his pale cheeks and pulled his hairy

crevice open. Then she pushed her nose in there and smelled his

asshole! Yikes! And it wasn't no lady-like polite sniff she

took...no sir! She let out every bit of air in her lungs then

breathed in a massively loud dose of what had to be pungent, if

not putrid, previously-captive aromas from the fella's

asscrack. Dogs takin' a nap half-a-mile away must have perked

up at the sound! The minister in the next county had to be

aware that somebody had just smelled somebody else's asshole!

It wasn't just loud...it was all-telling!

   "Like that, gal? Sniff me up some more before it goes to

waste."

   "That's real nice, Horace. Now don't you go gettin' all

cleaned up before you come back here. I want some more of that,

you hear?"

   "Keep muh legs clenched tight the rest of the afternoon.

I'll have a real good buildup for you! Gotta go!" He hiked up

his pants.

   I dashed from the doorway and made for the living room. I

was sitting in a chair, reading a magazine upside down, when

she came in--all smiles! I tried to keep no expression on my

face while I was thinking you filthy, dirty, old lady! But her

cheery manner made me wonder.

   I'd just imagined it all...sure I hadn't just seen this

lady, my aunt, on her knees smelling a man's raunchy asshole. I

must be losing it!

   "D-did you run him off, Aunt Evelyn?" I ventured, not

knowing what else to say and not wanting her to know that I'd

been spying.

   "Heavens no, Jeremy! Horace is kinda my man-friend. He just

gets a bit rambunctious at lunchtime, that's all." Then in a

sly whisper, "a little sniff 'n a feel, and he's on his way!"

   I gulped. She knew I watched them, and she didn't care!

   "Hunh?" I dumbed out.

   She just smiled. "Now, let's get you some lunch, young man!

How 'bout a double-decker bacon & tomato?" I quickly agreed.

   I spent the rest of the afternoon checking out the

countryside. There was so much to see. Still, I mostly kicked

stones and banged on things with a stick. I just couldn't get

out of my mind what I'd seen. I'd heard of people being weird

in the city--really weird! But out here...and my own aunt, for

goodness sake! Oh, well. I just tried to put it out of my

thoughts.

   Dinner wouldn't be til around 6, and I got back to the

house more than an hour before that. Aunt Evelyn gave me some

photo albums she thought I might like to browse through. Lots

of old pictures of the family, and my folks, that I'd never

seen before. They were really interesting, and I was engrossed

in them when shortly after 5:00 who shows up but Horace! Had a

few words with Aunt Evelyn, then he came right into the room

and plopped himself down on the sofa.

   "Nice to see you again, young man," he said brightly. I

nodded.

   "Heck of a busy day! Heck of a busy day! Kinda bushed! Sure

ready for some of your aunt's relaxin'!" With that, he undid

his pants and pulled them down to his ankles! He smiled at me,

then spread his legs apart and started to play with himself!

There wasn't any fooling around--he just wacked his pecker side

to side until it rose up stiff and long! I gasped at what he

was doing, but he just seemed to take it another way.

   "Fine one, ain't it?! Yessir, always been proud of it

myself. Long, with a nice big head. Not too bad in the

shootin' department, either. Course I can't do like I could

when I was your age. Coupla times I even hit the ceiling! You

ever get good ones like that, boy?" Totally flabbergasted, I

just shook my head.

   He kept working his bone up good and hard. I didn't know

what to think. I'd never seen a grown man's thing before...even

soft. And here he was playing with a roaring hardon right in

front of me like it was no big deal! It was the biggest one I'd

ever seen. Course, I'd only seen my own...and Herbie Dunwik's a

couple of times...at full staff. Sure, I knew men had bigger

ones--I sure hoped so! Mine was growing up pretty good, I

guess--at least it was bigger than Herbie's--and I sure hoped

it'd get even bigger. But I never imagined that they got THAT

big! Hell, it was a whopper! For all I knew, they got even

bigger on a man. Maybe he had a small one. Cripes! He musta had

a good 9 or 10 inches sittin' right there! It was sure a sight,

and I started to get a boner. I don't know if it was looking at

his, or imagining what mine would be like in a few years, but I

had to push it down. I think he caught me doin' it.

   "Never seen one like this, have you...uh, Jeremy, isn't it?

You wanna come give it feel?"

   I flipped my head back and forth in no uncertain terms!

Fuck no, I didn't want to go over and feel his prick. What did

he think I was, a  queer? I'd felt Herbie's, but that was just

playin' around. Herbie wasn't any queerer than I was. But I

sure couldn't go over and just put my hand on a man's hard

thing and feel it up!

   He laughed. "It's alright, kid, it don't bite! Sure does

feel good!" He stroked his hand all up and down the underside

of it, making it bounce around when he let it loose! "OK, Why

don't you pull yours out then? Let's see how it's comin'

along."

   I stared at him in disbelievement. Even if I wanted to do

something like that, I sure wouldn't do it with something like

that staring me in the face! Talk about feeling puny!

   "Bashful, hunh? Listen, kid, there's no need to be. Even if

it's twice as long and twice as thick, I'm more like 3 times

older than you. It's to be expected. You got lotsa growin' to

do. Just be proud of what you have, and it'll serve you well.

Sure would like to take a gander at it, though. Bet a

strappin' kid like you has one that gets hard as a steel bar!

You do, doncha? Bet you're playin' with it all the time. I sure

did. Couldn't keep the little bastard down!" he chuckled.

   I had to crack a smile myself. Not only did I play with it

all the time, and have regular problems with 'keeping it

down,' but I was having a problem at that moment! A problem he

could plainly see. If I was going to open my mouth, I should

have asked what the hell he thought he was doing! And what he

did on the porch. Instead, I asked, "W-why do you wanna see

it?"

   "Why? Well, I guess cause a boner stickin' up hard 'n

ready from a fella's pants is one of the prettiest sights in

creation. Doncha think so? All those times you jerked it up and

stared at it? Yeah, you know what I mean. All boys do. And men,

too. Lookin' down at your own hard prick is jus' about the

prettiest sight there is! And, maybe most fellas won't admit

it, but the second prettiest sight is lookin' at another

fella's big erection! Just the way you're lookin' at mine!"

   "NO! I wasn't," I blustered, "I...well, I couldn't help it.

Y-you got it stickin' right out there! But it ain't cause I'm a

queer."

   "Hunh? What's that? I sure don't think there's anything

strange about you, Jeremy. Nope, nothing strange at all. Why

would you think such a thing?"

   "What?" I got the feeling he didn't even know what I meant.

I leaned over and said directly to him, "I said I'm not a

queer!"

   "Unh huh, a queer...not queer, but...a queer, right? Now

what in tarnation is a queer? You're confusin' me a bit, boy."

   "A queer! A faggot! A...a..." I racked my brain for another

word. "A COCKSUCKER!"

   "Now, cocksucker I know!" he said happily. "But those other

words I never heard used like that. Course, a faggot is a stick

of wood. And..."

   "Everybody sucks cock!" Aunt Evelyn finished, coming into

the room. "Just got the pies in the oven," she said, taking off

her apron. "Oh, Horace!" she caught sight of his nakedness, and

his raging prick. I expected her to severely berate the man.

Boy, did I guess wrong!

   "My, my. That is simply lovely! Hasn't he got such a nice

one, Jeremy?" She didn't look at me when she asked it, she just

got down on the floor and knelt between the man's legs. Horace

layed back and yanked his legs apart so she could get right in

at his balls! Right where she had her face just that afternoon.

With his other foot, he worked his pants and shoes completely

off. Then he really spread 'em! He wrapped one leg up over the

sofa arm, and threw the other one as far to his left as he

could. His whole crotch area was lewdly exposed! He'd moved so

far down in the seat that I could even see the hairy valley of

his ass! Aunt Evelyn was nuzzling her face right in there!

WITH ME WATCHING!

   "Oh, lady, you treat me so fine! Smell those nasty balls,

and start licking them for me! Yeah, got some big hot nuts for

you to suck!" She mashed her face into his crotch, going wild

at his aroma, and even starting to lap her tongue all over

them! I just sat there, stunned! I wanted to run from the

room...but I didn't want to. I hardly knew my Aunt Evelyn, so I

didn't have any real emotional things at stake. Thinking nasty

to myself, as I always did, I figured if the old cow wanted to

get down on her knees and suck a man's hairy, smelly balls...I

was gonna stay put and watch!

   "LICK THOSE FUCKIN' BALLS, BITCH!" He blurted out. Aunt

Evelyn didn't seem in the least fazed by his outburst. "LICK

'EM ALL OVER AND UP THIS SIDE. DON'T LICK UP THE OTHER

SIDE, BABY, YOU DON'T WANNA LICK ALL THAT GOOD SMELL

AWAY, DO YOU?" He turned and winked at me

   "N-no," she muttered, deeply entrenched, and reached up to

wrap her hand around his big poker! She stroked it, slowly and

lovingly, obviously enjoying the feel of his big, stiff penis!

He put his own hand down and grasped it at the base--flopping

it around in the air. "BLOW ME! WRAP YOUR LIPS OVER MY

KNOB AND SHOW YOUR LITTLE NEPHEW HOW MUCH YOU LOVE

SUCKING COCKS!"

   Obediently, Aunt Evelyn opened her mouth wide and took it

in. Then she began giving it a rather noisy knobwash as her

lips and tongue slurped all over the bloated flesh, making it

grow purple! Horace moaned, so she pulled off and began

slapping her tongue up and down, up and down!

   "WASH THAT COCK! GET THE TOPSIDE, TOO. LICK EVERY

INCH OF IT, EVIE. LICK THE SWEAT AND GRIME OFFA MY PRICK!

Come on over here, boy! Sit right down here and get a good look

while your aunt shows you how much she loves a hot prick!"

   My dick was raging in my pants, but I declined the offer.

I knew...I just knew...that if I went over there the man would

get me to pull my cock out. I wanted to. I fucking wanted to. I

wished I could just run upstairs and strip all my clothes off

and jack myself silly! I wished I had the nerve to strip right

there and jack myself silly. But it just wouldn't be right. I

wasn't going to let that man talk me into anything...no matter

HOW hot I got! I didn't count on Aunt Evelyn! She pulled her

face away from his prick--her tongue still hanging out of her

mouth--and waved me over! "You come right down here, Jeremy.

Right next to me so you can see what I'm gonna do next!"

   What? But I obeyed. Almost in a trance, I got up and walked

over to where she was crouched between the nasty man's legs. I

got down on my knees next to her, not even realizing that I was

casually fingering the hard prick in my pants. I just couldn't

take my hand off it! I would have figured the man to smirk at

me then, but he smiled.

   "You wanna help...or just watch?" she asked me.

   "I-I-I'll just watch, thank you very much," I said, dumbly.

   "Why don't you take those silly pants off to make it

easier?"

   I couldn't believe she even suggested that! But then...

I couldn't believe any of this! I wasn't sure of my own

existence, just then, but one thing I did know. If I didn't get

my prick out, real quick, I was gonna shoot a heavy load in my

pants! Horace had thrown his head back, again, and Aunt Evelyn

was busy licking up and down on the inside of his thighs. I

loosened my trousers and pushed them down to my knees. I felt

relief as my boner sprung out--the pressure off. I didn't even

feel all that embarrassed suddenly being naked in that area.

   "Here comes the part I like best!" Aunt Evelyn cried,

turning to me. "Oh, child! You have a very luscious prick

between your legs! Look at this, Horace. The boy has a splendid

tool!" I blushed several shades of scarlet, and my cock

flinched several times, acknowledging the praise!

   "OH, YES!" Horace glanced down, admiringly. "MAN SIZED!

DEFINITELY A COCK MADE FOR A MAN! SHOW IT OFF, BOY, SHOW

IT OFF. THAT'S SOMETHING TO BE PROUD OF, THAT'S FOR SURE!

JUST TRY TO HOLD YOUR JUICES!"

   I took his warning to heart. The things they were saying

about my hard, skinny dick made me ready to shoot off! But I

had to touch myself, so I reached under and fiddled with my

balls.

   Taking a deep breath, Aunt Evelyn lifted up Horace's

thighs. He helped by pulling them back for her, completely

exposing his hairy anus and making it squinch in and out! She

reached under her dress with one hand and started to play

around in there. All the time, she was scooting closer up to

the man's dirty, rotten, asshole! I thought I'd die when she

started sniffing at it!

   "OH, THAT IS LOVELY! THAT IS LOVELY!" she gasped. "OH,

HOW I LOVE THE SMELL OF A MAN'S SPECIAL PLACE!"

   "Yeah...that s my special place, alright. Rub your nose in

there, you cunt! SMELL MY SHITHOLE! SWEATED ALL DAY TO GET

IT LIKE THAT. DOES IT REEK, HONEY! IS IT RIPE ENOUGH FOR

YOU!"

   "Oh, Horace...it's never been better!" she blurted, the

ring of total honesty in her voice.

   "GOOD, LICK IT!" he cried, pulling his thighs all the way

back to his chest. "CLEAN ALL AROUND IT WITH YOUR TONGUE!

GET INTO EVERY LITTLE CREVICE AND LICK AWAY THE SWEAT AND

CRUD HIDING THERE. I TRIED TO LEAVE SOME FOR YOU...I KNOW

HOW MUCH YOU LIKE THE FULL FLAVOR! You're a real treasure,

baby. Gals lick shitholes...but you're the only one I know that

truly wants a bit of shit there when you lick a shithole! I

left you some...can you taste it? Only wiped once so there'd be

a nice coating for you to smell and lick! SUCK MY ASSHOLE!

CLAMP YOUR LIPS OVER MY ASSLIPS AND SUCK THAT FUCKER!"

He looked my way again, and again, he winked at me!

   Shit, shit, everything he was saying was shit all of a

sudden. Did she wanna smell it...did she wanna lick it? I guess

so, cause she was sure burying her face in there! I just shook

my head, side-to-side. I was beyond any judgements. He said she

wanted to lick his shit, and she was right down there licking

his shit! At least, I supposed so. Were they kidding me? Was it

really clean and they were trying to blow my mind?

   Unconsciously, I leaned forward--almost to where Aunt

Evelyn was licking his crack. No, they weren't kidding. I could

smell his asshole from there! Aunt Evelyn pulled back for a

breath. She smiled sweetly at me!

   "You want to taste him, Jeremy? It's really good. Go ahead.

I've licked most of it away, but I'm sure there's still some

left!"

   I just stared at her. How could she possibly think I'd want

to do such a filthy thing? All these denials were going through

my mind in the most adamant way. But my mind had somehow been

separated from my body somewhere along the line. Because when I

didn't answer, she must have supposed that I wanted to. Softly,

she pushed my face into his butthole! I wanted desperately to

pull away! But I didn't know how. I had no control. I found my

face stuck into a man's dirty, rotten, hairy asshole and I had

no choice about breathing. I had to breathe.

   And, even though the man had been thoroughly washed down

there, the unmistakable smell of butthole was being driven up

my nose! It was so horrible! Well, maybe not horrible. But it

was sickeningly putrid!

   Well, I didn't get sick...and...maybe not exactly putrid!

But without a doubt, it definitely was...was...uh, something I

couldn't remember...something nasty, though. Hell, I'd smelled

my own finger when it was worse than this! OK, so the smell

didn't bother me so much. Besides, as she pushed my face in

closer, I realized that the mushy (YECH!) skin of his asshole

(MY NOSE WAS ACTUALLY TOUCHING A MAN'S ASSHOLE!) was

really quite clean from her lickings. It was the hair around it

that held the smell in there! That was interesting to know,

especially when Horace grabbed me by the hair, and gently

pulled my face up. He stared right into my eyes, pleasantly,

and said quite slowly, enunciating every syllable, "Lick my

asshole, Jeremy. Lick it on the outside. See how my skin feels.

Go ahead, do that."

   I did that. I don't know why. I just did it. It was funny.

It felt funny. Licking somebody there felt funny...it felt

nasty. Nasty felt good, so I licked some more! All the time I

was looking at him. He was looking at me! I...I felt silly. I

felt degraded. I felt like I was being used. I felt like the

world would come down on me any minute and crush me like the

worm I was. Cause I was being so fucking nasty! I kept that

tongue stretched out of my mouth, and analyzed my situation.

The bottom line came down to the fact that my prick was

dripping!

   "Is your prick dripping?" Horace asked me.

   Still licking, I nodded.

   "Evie, is his prick dripping?"

   Aunt Evelyn reached down between my legs and felt my cock.

She ran her fingertip over the knob and squished it around,

driving me crazy! "Oh, yes!" she cried, delighted. "As any

healthy boy would be!"

   "Fine! Jeremy?" I waited. "Push your tongue up into my

asshole. Drive it right in there and lick me out!" He waved his

large prick around in front of my face. "Lick out my asshole,

and I'll let you suck on my big cock! You want to suck on my

big cock, don't you?"

   The mesmerizing tone of his voice had soothed me long ago.

I didn't know what I wanted. I didn't know what I was doing!

But Horace knew. If I was sure of anything, I was sure that

Horace knew. If Horace said I wanted to suck his cock..then I

must want to suck his cock. Boy, did I! I shoved my tongue as

far up his rectum as I could get it, and began to move it

around in circles. Hell, yes! As soon as I finished doing that,

I'd get my prize. I'd get to blow him! I wanted to blow Horace.

I wanted to blow Horace more than anything. And he knew it.

Self-assured man, showing a young kid his majestic, hard prick!

He'd seen the gleam in my eyes, even if I didn't know it was

there.

   "H-HE'S DOING IT EVEN BETTER THAN YOU, EVIE. AW, SUCK

MY FUCKIN' ASS, YOU LITTLE SHIT-LICKER!"

   I wanted to keep sucking his fuckin' ass. I wanted to suck

his ass and his cock and his balls, then back to his ass. But

when he called me a 'shitlicker' my pride brought me to my

senses. He noticed it right away, and suddenly stood up.

Towering over me, he ripped my shirt up over my head, then his

own. He grabbed me around the hips and lifted me up--sideways--

and worked my pants completely off.

   "Lovely naked boy!" Aunt Evelyn exclaimed.

   Horace looked sternly into my frightened face, then grabbed

me by the shoulders and forced my face into the sofa cushions.

Like a rag doll, he manipulated my body to his will. He settled

my knees onto the edge of the sofa, which brought my ass right

up into the air. He stroked his hands down my back, over my

bottom, and in and out of my thighs. He reached around and

played with my softened prick and gave it a few sensuous

strokes, then he knelt down behind me and put his hands on

my ass.

   "Little shit-licker doesn't like to be called a shit-

licker!"

   "N-no...I don't!" I muffled into the cushion, totally

terrorized at what the man was going to do to me. Why wasn't

Aunt Evelyn coming to my rescue? Why was she just standing

back, giggling?!

   "Hot little squirt thinks it's a bad thing...bein' called

a shitlicker! Your aunt's a shit-licker, aren't you, Evie? Tell

the boy!"

   "Oh, you don't have to talk so nasty, Horace, do you? The

boy's a bit sensitive, that's all. He knows what I like...he

watched me. There's no reason for me to...."

   "TELL HIM, YOU STUPID CUNT!" he bellowed.

   "Very well, Horace. Jeremy? I'm a woman, so of course I'm

a...a shit-licker--most women are shit-lickers. We love to

please our men that way. Men feel special when somebody tells

them their shit smells and tastes delicious...even if it

doesn't. But," she quickly added, "in the case of Horace...it's

absolutely true! But then, you know that already. Why, heavens,

the way you were tonguing out his behind just then, you know

full well how good he tastes!"

   "Ain't done this in a long time, but I sure liked eating

out boys' buttholes when I was younger! Aw, fuck, Jeremy!

Shooo! Never shoulda given it up! Never would have if I'd had a

sweet thing like this to eat on all the time! Let me tell you,

kid. I've sucked a lot of assholes in my life--I still go

around sucking assholes when I get the chance. Hell, I rimmed

the young mailman just last week! Sucked that fuckin' butthole

for nearly an hour! But you got a stench coming up outta there

that could make all the dead ass-suckers come back to life!

Just to smell ya! Don't fret by my words, youngster. I like

words that're the filthiest I can make 'em at the time. When I

say there's a 'stench' coming from your cute, pink

asshole...," I heard him breathe deeply, his nose just barely

tickling my hole, "I mean it's truly like a soft, heavenly

fragrance! A sweet whiff of healthy boy freshness mixed in with

the slightest hint of dirt! Just enough to bring it back down

to earth, and make it personify LUST! Fuckin' animal LUST! I

got me...right here in front of my nose...the most fantastic

smell I have ever experienced in my life! And, like I said,

I've done a hellofa lot of sniffin' around! I'm smellin' you

all the time I'm talking. That's why I'm talking so much. Cause

I wanna keep sniffin' it!" I groaned...partly in relief, but

mostly in excitement.

   "I could smell that fuckin' hole forever! Fresh air be

damned...give me the scent of your bottom and I'll happily

breathe it in til I die! That's really fresh air! Get a whiff

of the boy's butt, Evie. Get over here. You're the expert,

smell your nephew's shithole! Ain't that prime stuff?! Oooh,

hot smooth skin--OK, GET AWAY!--hot smooth boy skin that's..."

Suddenly the doorbell rang.

   "Oh, Sarah!" Aunt Evelyn invited the young girl in. She

must have been 11 or 12, and seemed to be selling cookies or

something. Horace held me fast, and I blushed furiously as I

turned and looked into the young girl's admiring eyes.

   "You suck shitholes, little girl?" Horace asked, matter-of-

factly.

   "Uh, my three brothers. But they're no fun. They're always

taking showers. The boy next door is better. He's in college.

He lets me lick him all the time! Says the only time he gets

cleaned there is when I do it! He told his dad, so I had to do

him once. But he's too hairy!"

   "Yeah? This here's Jeremy. Come on over and smell his hole.

Don't lick it, now...I haven't even done that, yet! Just smell

it."

   "Sure, he's cute!" The little girl got right behind me and

put her face into my crack while Horace pulled my anus open.

   "SMELL THAT, CHILD!"

   "Golly! I sure wish my brothers smelled like that! Are you

gonna lick it out for him, mister?"

   "You fuckin' bet I am, little missy!"

   "Boy, you're sure lucky! Think I'll go visit my neighbor

today!"

   "You can lick mine, if you want to," Horace offered.

   "Really? Can I look at it first?"

   "Sure. Get right down there and pull it apart. Smell it,

lick it, or suck it if you want."

   The girl set her package aside, and flopped down onto the

carpet. I worked myself away to watch her. Horace turned and

put his squatting ass into the girl's face.

   "Sure is hairy!" She stuck out her tongue and licked up

into the man's mature anus!

   "SUCK IT, LITTLE GIRL! THAT'S IT, BABY, SUCK RIGHT ON

THAT HOT MAN'S SHITHOLE! GET A GOOD TASTE. YOU LIKE THAT?"

He pushed her away.

   "It was okay. Kinda like my neighbor's dad."

   "Hairy and all, hunh?" he chuckled. "Pull up your skirt.

Let's see that wet little pussy of yours."

   "SURE!" She spread her legs and exposed herself! She didn't

have any panties on. Horace pulled her crotch onto his face and

sucked her little pussy. She squirmed wantonly over his lips!

   "Your college boy ever do that to you?"

   "Only once. Mostly he likes to blow his little brother.

He's 15."

   "Ever sucked a twat, Jeremy?" Horace surprised me.

   "N-no."

   "Climb up on the back of the sofa, sweetheart. Jeremy's

gonna give you a cuntlick while I suck out his asshole."

   Gleefully, she got right up there and spread her legs open

in front of me. She even reached down and pulled her hairless

pussylips apart to show me the inside part that she wanted

licked.

   "SARAH?" a voice came from the screen door.

   "Come on in, Tommy!" she cried out. "It's my middle

brother, Tommy," she explained.

   Tommy came in and stared at the things taking place. "Uh,

Mom says dinner's almost ready and you gotta get ready for

church later!"

   "Okay, just a little while. I'm gettin' a cuntlick!" She

pulled my face into her crotch and wrapped her legs over my

shoulders. I ate her as best I could, while I listened behind

me.

   "Pull your pants down, Tom," Horace suggested, showing his

big prick to the boy.

   "Why?"

   "Well, first I'd like to smell your asshole. Sarah says you

keep it too tidy for her."

   "I stay clean!"

   "She don't want you clean."

   "So? Let her go next door!"

   "Don't like your butt sucked, hunh?"

   "Not by a girl!"

   "Well, when your sister's done, why don't you climb up

there? Jeremy will do whatever you want. He'll suck your

asshole or give you head."

   "Yeah? OK!" Tommy quickly shucked his pants. His perky

boner stuck out from his 14-year-old groin. He was ready to hop

up there after his sister when Horace suddenly grabbed him.

   "Damn, you're cute! Wanna suck my prick?"

   "No, I don't do that. Gosh, it's sure big! Can I just feel

it?"

   "Sure. Take hold. Turn a bit. Let me see that butt of

yours!" Tommy played with Horace's long, hard prick with both

hands. He was unashamedly enjoying himself, but not interested

in going down on it. Meanwhile, Horace had bent over and was

inspecting the boy's anus. He stuck his nose in there.

     "Yep! Your sister's right. Now, it's no sin to want to

keep a clean asshole, but the least you can do with a pretty

thing like that is let somebody clean it regularly for you. Let

somebody get some enjoyment out of it. Hell, come over here

anytime you see my car. I'll suck it. Even if I'm not here,

Evie will do it. What do you say, Evie? Want to keep the shit

from collecting on this youngster's asshole?"

   "Why, certainly! But I think he'd much rather have a boy do

it!"

   "Well, I'm gonna do it, now. It's just too pretty to pass

up. Bend over, Tommy, I'm gonna suck your ass...even if it

don't smell!"

   "Uh, OK. But make it quick or Dad'll be over here wondering

what happened to..."

   Right on cue, a voice came through the screen. "Uh, are my

kids..."

   "Come on in, fella!" Horace cried, lifting his mouth from

Tommy's asshole. "You sure got a hot-assed boy here. Are his

brothers as good-looking? Maybe I'd like suckin' their

shitholes, too."

   "They're, uh...damn good-looking boys. But right now, kids,

dinner's ready. Sarah? Climb down from there and wipe yourself

off. Tommy? Let's go, boy!" Horace stood up from where he'd

been sucking the boy's ass.

   The man saw his big rigid cock and gasped. He walked over

and felt it. "DAMN! Mind if I suck on that for a bit? Been

years, but that holy terror is hard to resist!"

   "Hey! Be my guest!" Horace stuck it out at the man. "But

don't make me come. I intend to eat out that boy's hot

asshole," he pointed at me, "and I want to be primed to the

maximum!"

   "Hmmm. I can see where it'd be mighty tasty. I'm fairly

turned on at the moment, so just give me a few hot stabs right

down the throat and I'll get off pretty quick." He loosened his

trousers and pulled them down. Shaking it free, he displayed a

rather fierce weapon himself.

   "Tommy, get down here on the blowers while I suck this big

prick!"

   Obediently, Tommy got between his father's legs and started

to blow the man. Obviously, he'd done it many times before,

because he'd no sooner put his mouth over the fat knob, then he

reached back and jabbed a finger up his father's ass!

   Everything was getting crazier by the minute. Aunt Evelyn

looked on in amusement, as did Sarah, while the man sucked the

huge prick down his throat, and shot gobs of hot juice into his

son's cocksucking mouth while he got finger-fucked by the lad!

   When the three of them had said goodbye and were ready to

leave, Horace spoke up.

   "Boy! Gimme that finger a minute." His cock was still

ragingly hard, and he grabbed Tommy's middle finger--the one

that had just been up his father's asshole--and sucked it

clean!

   "Want me to stick it back in there, mister?" Tommy asked.

"Pop loves gettin' a finger-job. He squirts all over the

place!"

   "No, but you guys come back again, ok? I wanna finish

sucking your butt while I blast your dad's tonsils out!"

   "Did you want to buy any cookies?" Sarah asked, innocently.

   "Maybe tomorrow, sweetheart," Aunt Evelyn said, smiling.

   Without any further interruptions, Horace proceeded to eat

me out. I was on my knees, on my back, and squatting on his

face! For over an hour, the man sucked my anus. He had me so

turned on, that when I was sitting on his mouth the last time,

I bent over and went to town on his cock! Oh, man, did I ever

suck that thing! With every lick I took, the man seemed to get

younger in my imagination. Finally, it didn't matter how old he

was. He was a nasty fucker, and I was a horny shit-licker! I

even pulled his legs back and sucked on his asshole for a

while. And that was only my second day there!

   I'd promised Aunt Evelyn that I'd repair the front porch

steps, so the next day I headed down to the local hardware

store for some nails and things. Walking through the sleepy

layed-back burg, it was hard to imagine anything like what had

taken place yesterday happening in a town like this. Boy, would

the neighbors be surprised! Then I chuckled, remembering that

the neighbors made up most of the show! The bell tinkled when I

entered the nearly deserted hardware store. The man behind the

counter smiled brightly and asked if he could be of any

assistance.

   "Yeah, where can I find nails and a heavy hammer?"

   "Certainly, the end of that row and back against the wall."

   "Thanks." The only other person in the store was a boy near

my age wearing a dark blue apron and stocking the shelves just

a few feet from me. I nodded and smiled at him and he smiled

back. He straightened the items he'd been arranging, then

picked up the empty cardboard box and toted it toward the back

of the store. I surveyed the boxes of nails and grabbed a

handful of some sturdy ones with big large heads. The hammers

were just above, hanging on hooks. I grabbed a cheap one, then

called out to the clerk.

   "Ah, sir, I need a small planer."

   "Second row, right up here near the front," he called out.

   As I approached closer the boy came out from the back and

went behind the counter. "That's the last of them, Mr. Carter."

   "Good, Robby. I guess that's about it for today. I'll see

you in the morning. Don't be late, we've got a shipment coming

in for the special on aluminum screens."

   I found what I needed, and headed for the counter.

   "I-is there anything else I can do for you, Mr. Carter?"

the stockboy asked.

   I put the items on the counter and reached back for my

wallet.

   "Oh, alright, Robby," the man smiled and looked at the

eager boy. Then he pulled up his own blue apron and started to

unfasten his pants. "Suppose I could use a good buttlick." He

dropped his pants and lowered his apron again, giving me just a

peek at his long-hanging prick. He gathered up my items as the

boy knelt behind him, fondling his butt! I gasped...mostly

because neither of them seemed concerned that I was standing

there! While he started to ring up my total on the cash

register, calling out the prices, he squirmed his ass back to

the boy's face, letting him dig into the trench. I couldn't see

much, but I could hear the kid slurping his tongue on the man's

asshole!

   Just then, the bell tinkled. A friendly old mailman walked

up and dropped a stack of mail on the counter after smiling at

me. "Afternoon, Matt," he said to the clerk.

   "How ya doin', Charlie?"

   "Fine, fine. That you back there, Robby?"

   "Hi, Mr. Peters!" he looked from around the man's rearend,

then went back to what he was doing. The old man clicked his

teeth.

   "Ahh, sure would be nice to be young again. See you,

fellas." He waved his hand and went out the door, gathering up

a stack for the store next door.

   Whole fuckin' town's NUTS! I thought. A fat lady holding

the hand of a young child rapped on the window. She waved at

the clerk, and he waved back. From the window, she had a better

look at what the boy was doing than I did.

   "Seven dollars, twenty-nine cents," the man rang up the

sale. "Your Mom just went by, Robby, better get a move on. I'll

let you finish that up tomorrow, too. Right after I take my

morning crap." The boy hopped up and whipped off his apron,

turning around and hanging it on a nearby hook. Then he came

from behind the counter and waved goodbye, a clear erection

poking out the front of his pants! The clerk bent down and

hiked up his pants, his own cock swinging wildly before he

stuffed it away. He caught the look of admiration in my eyes.

"Sorry, fella. I'd let you suck it, but the wife'll be

expecting a heavy load soon's I get in the door! Boy does a

good job of priming a guy up though, don't he?" He laughed and

handed me my change. Numb, I sauntered out the door.

   About half a block away, I approached another strange

scene. A young motorcycle cop was leaning against the fender of

a hot rod. He had his ticket book in his hand and was tearing

off a ticket he'd just written. He was unzipped, and a

magnificently large cock was sticking out of his fly. A rough

looking older teenager in Levi's and boots and an earring in

his ear, was on his knees, kneeling on the sidewalk, giving the

cop a lusty blowjob as I walked by!

   "Alright, Spike," the cop was saying as he tore up the

ticket, "but if you don't slow down...not now, dummy. Go for

it--get my gun! If you don't slow down driving, I'm gonna nail

you. Just like your old man. One of you is gonna hurt somebody

one of these days the way you drive.You blow better than your

old man, though, I'll give you that."

   Right out in front of the whole town--with people walking

by! I went a little ways past them, then leaned against a store

wall and just watched. The punk reached into his pants and

brought out a hefty stiff cock of his own. He jacked himself

off while blowing the cop. The officer spread his legs further

apart. "You shoot that stuff all over my boots again, Spike,

and you'll be down there licking it off like last time!" He

rested his palms back against the fender and pumped his prick

into the guy's mouth. Spike started gagging as the cop unloaded

a huge amount of warm sperm into his mouth...so much that it

was dribbling from his punk lips! Spike squeezed his own prick

mercilessly, and shot several spurts into the gutter and all

over his shiny hubcap! I sighed and continued on--hoping that

Horace might come by.

   I got to where the sidewalk ends, and turned the corner. I

practically stumbled over them. There was this little girl--

about 8--laying back in a red wagon, her legs hanging over the

sides. She had her dress hiked up and a man had his face in her

crotch, lewdly licking at her little pussy! The man was fat and

bald--kinda reminded me of Danny DeVito--and wearing a business

suit, except that his pants were down enough so that his fat

ass was bare as he crouched there. He was jamming a finger into

his asshole while he took liberties with the little girl! He

caught me looking out of the corner of his eye and looked up.

   "Hey there! How about whipping it out and porking my ass!"

   The girl was sucking her lower lip, also looking at me. It

was hard to tell if she was enjoying what the man was doing,

but she certainly didn't seem disturbed by it! I moved on

quickly, a little disgusted. But, surprisingly, not as

disgusted as I would have been before coming to this town.

Something very strange was going on here!

   Suddenly, a pickup truck full of teenage boys and blaring

loud rock music, came screeching around the corner. One in the

passenger door, and four in the back, they MOONED ME!...their

naked asses hanging over the rail. They whooped and hollered

and sped down the street.

   The baldheaded man scowled. "Punks got no respect!"

   I walked on a ways, then the pickup came barreling down the

street again. This time they were in much the same positions,

except that they each had a finger up another guy's asshole!

The truck slowed when it got near by, and the passenger leaned

out the window.

   "Hey, buddy? Wanna suck some cock? We got six big ones

here!"

   I shook my head, gaping at the lewd display.

   "Your loss, cocksucker! Come on, guys...we'll find

sombody!" They sped off again, the last guy practically falling

out. The only thing that saved him was the other guy's finger

firmly entrenched up his ass!

   I was about to the edge of downtown. I passed the public

swimming pool, and through the chain-link fence I saw that most

of the people were bare-assed! Men, women, children. Here and

there sexual acts were taking place. Even on the lifeguard's

perch a lady was on her knees with her big tits hanging out.

She was between the lifeguard's legs and had his cock in her

mouth! A naked boy about 7 or 8 was standing on the deck,

giggling as he pissed on a group of teenage boys in the water.

They were yelling at him, and splashing him, but he was

splashing them right back! I grabbed my hard hammer and bag of

nails and moved on.

   I spied four young boys in the bushes by the side of the

road. As I got closer, I realized they were watching another

boy who was squatting down--his pants at his ankles--taking a

shit! They were laughing and poking fun at the boy, sticking

out their fingers to touch his falling turd! The boy then

lifted his ass higher...still bent over...and turned sideways

toward another boy's face! I hurried on, not wanting to see.

   I ran the last two blocks, hoping that Aunt Evelyn would

supply me with a little bit of sanity. Breathless, I burst in

the back door. Aunt Evelyn was sitting in the kitchen tending

to lunch. The smell of onion soup on the stove pervaded the

room. Then another strong aroma hit my nostrils. Walking around

the table, I saw her sitting there with her dress hiked up and

legs spread. She was working a large cucumber in and out of her

wet twat! It was the strong smell of pussy I'd noticed.

   "Aunt Evelyn!" I gasped. "I...I got the nails!"

   "That's nice, dear " she cooed, removing the slippery

vegetable from between her legs, and straightening her dress.

"Are you hungry? I have some nice soup warming up and I'm about

to finish the salad." She picked up a knife and began to cut

cucumber slices into the salad!

   "Uh, c-call me when it's r-ready, I'll go start on the

porch."

   No sooner had I arranged my tool and bag of nails, then

the mailman walked up.

   "Well, youngster. We keep runnin' into each other, don't

we? How are you enjoying your stay in our little town?" He

handed me some mail.

   "Well...uh, you got a little time, Mr. Peters? I...I'd like

to ask you a few questions about your 'little town'."

   "Sure. Don't mind sittin' a spell. Near the end of my

route, anyway. Seems I get slower every blamed year. What's on

your mind, boy? I've been delivering mail 'round here over

forty years. Guess I know just about anything goes on in this

town."

   "Well..." I didn't really know how to start. "It's about

all the...sex stuff that goes on! Right out in the open! Old

folks an' little kids. Everybody seems to be doing it!"

   "Yep! So what's your question? Somebody special you're

maybe interested in? Maybe that little rascal Robby? Fine

little asslicker, that one! Don't need to be bashful, son.

He'll go along."

   "N-no, it's not about Robby. It's about ALL OF IT! How

come there's so much open sex? I saw a cop gettin' a blowjob

right on the sidewalk! And kids getting molested! And older

folks being just as nasty! My own aunt...she's in there

chopping up a big cucumber for a salad. I saw her pull it out

of her...her vagina!"

   "Oh, yes! Your aunt makes the tastiest salads in town.

She's even won awards at the county fair!"

   "Jeez!. You're just as nuts as the rest of them," I said

to myself.

   "You...ah," he looked at me seriously, "you didn't get any

special preparation for your visit?"

   "No," I said. "What preparation?"

   "Tell me...where you lived before...did you get caught

doin' nasty things to little girls or boys? Or lettin' things

get done to you?"

   "No, nothing like that. Why?"

   "My goodness! Somehow you musta slipped right in. No wonder

your mind's in a frazzle! Uh, what's your name? Well, Jeremy,

best I tell you a bit about our little town. It's a special

town. Back about 20 years ago we had us a real bad problem.

Kind of an epidemic of whorin', child molesting, adultery and

fornication. Not to mention having four gay bars right here in

town. Hell, there was only six bars of the regular kind!

Cocksuckers were overflowing into the streets, pullin' in boys

to lick an' get licked by! We had to do something radical,

because we had no room in the jail for 'em all. And the kids

were going weird seein' all the whores and people havin' sex in

the alleys. So we came up with a unique plan."

   "I hate to tell you this," I smirked. "but it didn't work.

They all came out of the alleys! And every closet in town is

empty, too!"

   "It's workin' out jus' fine, son. You see, we went the

other way. We made sex in any aspect totally legal in any part

of town--and age was no longer a barrier. In twenty years we've

raised a generation of kids brought up on the idea that sex is

fun and healthy. You can sell it, give it away, barter for it,

and openly proposition anyone you like."

   "So that's why all the little kids are doing it."

   "Yep. We sure worried for a long time, but they took to it

like the most natural thing. Now kids don't get molested and

hurt, or made to feel guilty the rest of their lives. If they

wanna do, it's up to them. Nobody's allowed to force anyone

though. We got extreme penalties for that, I can tell you! As

it is, we got no crime to speak of."

   "Everybody's too busy getting their rocks off! Maybe that

explains the little girl in the red wagon. A fat bald man was

lickin' her cunt!"

   "That's Emily. If you noticed, she's got a pillow she

carries around in her wagon. Just goes around town pulling up

her dress--loves the tongue action! That's about it. Folks fuck

when and where they want. Ain't strange going into a restaurant

on a slow day and seein' the waitress with her skirt hiked up

bouncin' up and down on a customer's lap. Or the busboy on his

knees under the table blowin' peckers!"

   "You must have every pervert in the country moving here!"

   "Nobody outside of town even knows about it. You can't just

enter town without being stopped. Everybody's checked out for

clearance. People don't move away--and people can't just move

here. Still can't figure how you got in without being prepared.

But then, your Aunt Evelyn has a lot of pull in this town. She

was one of the founders of our new system. Must have arranged

your clearance, then let you find out how thing's are on your

own. She always liked playing with someone's mind--she's a

card, that one."

   "Yeah. Didn't even mind her boyfriend licking my asshole!"

   "Horace?!" he laughed. "Horny bugger. Loves to talk filthy

to the ladies. He used to be our worst obscene telephone

caller. Still does it, but everybody just laughs at him, or

invites him over. Never knew him to go for the boys, though.

Must be one fine set of buns you're totin' around there. If I

was a few years younger I'd talk ya into showing me! Well, best

be gettin' on my way. You have fun now!"

   "Thanks a lot. I was starting to worry about my sanity."

   "Oh, and if Roger at the Arco station tries to talk you

into giving him a blowjob, think twice. He's a bit dim-witted.

He'll piss in your mouth without a warning!" He walked away

chuckling over a memory.

   Just then two teenage girls rode by on bicycles. They were

naked!

   I shook my head in wonder, then spent the next two hours

working on the porch. I did stop for lunch...but I didn't have

any salad! I decided that if Aunt Evelyn wanted to play games

with me, I'd let her continue thinking I was overwhelmed at the

crazy place I'd landed in. Hell, knowing about it made me even

more overwhelmed! I'd landed in sex heaven! But could I adjust

to it? They all had a 20-year headstart!

   After I finished the porch, I decided to stroll back

through town again. Now I could look at things from a different

perspective. The first place I passed was the drug store.

Peeking in the window I saw a customer with his pants down to

his shoes. The pharmacist was on his knees, trying on different

sizes of condoms on the man's rigid prick while the man's wife

and child looked on. It didn't seem to be a sexual thing--just

open. The little kid reached up and grabbed his dad's big

pecker, but was pushed aside. He must have been about three,

and seemed eager to play with Daddy's cock! Next was the beauty

parlor. A woman sat in a chair, being worked on, while a

manicurist did her nails, and a third woman was between her

legs licking her clitoris!

   Then came the pool hall, which had no windows. Not sure

whether minors were allowed in, nevertheless I ventured through

the door. It was quite busy...most of the tables were being

used. Each table seemed to have an attendant--a ball-racker.

They were 12 or 13-year-old boys, naked except for white tennis

shoes, one of those green things on their heads like a bookie

wears in the movies, and each had on a cock-ring that made

their stiff peckers stay at constant attention. It was quite

apparent that the young employees didn't just relax between

games--waiting to rack the balls.

   They were serving drinks, lighting cigarettes, and racking

the customers' balls and cocks. Each player had his genitals

hanging from his zipper for licking and fiddling with between

shots. Mostly, the boys just stood there calmly jacking each

player after he finished his shot. Some were bending and taking

quick dicklicks, while the player reached down and goosed their

naked backsides! A group had just left a table, zipping up and

handing their boy a tip. The man behind the bar yelled out to

him.

   "Toby, you're clear. Go over and give a hand at Table 9!"

   "OK, Dad!"

   Following the kid, I noticed why Table 9 needed assistance.

There were only two balls on the table--and they both belonged

to Table 9's ball-racker. He'd been lifted onto the felt, and a

19-year-old customer was energetically fucking his young

asshole! The 19-year-old's partner was pumping the boy's prick,

but the cock sticking out from his crotch needed some

attention.

   "Work him good now, son. Those boys are regular customers."

   "Don't be silly, Dad!" Toby went to his knees and started

to suck him off. The fucker was really plowing the boy's

obviously accustomed bottom, and I didn't feel any shame at

getting close to watch the deep penetration taking place. The

fucker was grunting and breathless. He spoke to his buddy.

   "Hurry, Fred, flood his mouth! I need him back here for a

buttlick before I come."

   "Don't hurry me, Gus," he replied, stroking into Toby's

mouth.

   "Hey, kid?" the man behind the bar spoke to me. "You want a

job?" He was quite the responsible proprietor, eager to please

his customers. "I can use a good butt-boy--Gerry's in summer

school. If you're interested, you can start right now by

tonguin' his butt while he fucks!"

   I couldn't believe what he was suggesting. Still, the guy

doing the fucking was a really nice looking guy and I'd gotten

an erection watching him fuck the boy. "I...I don't need a job,

but...I'll do it!" Why not? I'd been so horny I'd licked

Horace's asshole--and this guy had a much nicer one. I decided

to try it again. I crouched down. As soon as my breath was felt

by the guy, he slowed down.

   "Yeah, pull 'em apart, kid! Lick me there! Gonna shoot up

his butt soon. Aaaah, yeah, you're good! Hire the boy, Burt!"

His words spurred me on. He thought I was good! I lapped at his

crack, smooching on his fluttering asshole, trying to prove him

right. I liked what I was doing. I liked crouching down,

holding his smooth cheeks open and smelling and licking him

there...knowing I was being watched. Hell, everybody watched in

this town. People did what they wanted, and if other people

wanted to watch them...they did! I heard Toby gagging on the

other guy's heavy load. The boy on the table started moaning as

Gus began to long-dick him again. My face was pushed away to

avoid damage from the undulating buttocks, so I just rested

back and played with his asscheeks. With hard thrusts and

grunts, he bolted spasms of jizz into the kid's bottom! And

Fred hadn't let up jacking the boy off. Three quick spurts shot

way up from his cock and splattered back down.

   Gus pulled his prick out and turned around to me. "You do

cleanups?" he asked.

   "Hunh?" I asked.

   "Here, mister, I'll do it!" Toby scooted over on his knees.

The 19-year-old pushed his still-hard cock at the boy's mouth.

Toby opened up and sucked the slimy cock in, noisily cleaning

it off! It wasn't just a job to Toby. He'd probably begged his

father to hire him!

   "Sure you don't want that job? You're a natural."

   "No...I..."

   "Well, thanks for the help, anyway. You wanna fuck one of

the boys, go right ahead--it's on the house!"

   I declined the offer. I wanted to go searching for more

experiences.

   I'd licked a guy's asshole...that was my first step. This

town was too full of excite-ment not to explore some more!

Coming out the door, I bumped into a goofy-looking guy about

my age.

   "Hi," he said, "you're new. You wanna lick out my rectum? I

can get my hole really opened up after you stick your tongue in

a few times! Here, wanna take a look?" He slipped his pants

down the back and turned around, showing me his round bottom.

   He had a big, mushy anus, and I was going to just bend down

and give it a nice kiss--right there on the sidewalk. But when

I got close I realized he was not clean! I'd just finished

sucking on another guy's asshole, but it hadn't nearly been as

pungent as this! I smelled again to make sure, then I slapped

his butt and stood up.

   "Sorry, guy. Maybe if you go take a bath!"

   "Aw, come on. Most guys like it nasty! Lick it off and I'll

blow you," he added.

   "Naw, forget it."

   Just then the pickup truck stopped next to us. The guys

were still naked, still mooning all bystanders. The guy on the

passenger side yelled at me.

   "Now I get it. You don't suck cock. But if you're with him,

we know what you like!"

   "What are you talking about?" I demanded, quickly scanning

the faces and bodies of the other guys--wondering if I should

reconsider their earlier offer to let me suck them.

   "Hey, fella, you had your face down at Sammy Shitlick's

butthole--the only boy in town who never uses toilet paper!"

   "So? I smelled it and said I wasn't interested. Besides, he

said most guys like it nasty."

   "Hah! They don't like it. He just surprises them. Pretty

ass most of us put our faces in before we realized it! He's a

poop queen! Little bugger likes having guys lick him when he's

dirty!"

   "Y-you just said US and WE." I accused him.

   "OK, so...ME! He caught me long ago. Now you wanna lick

some clean assholes, hop in the back. Boys're all straight but

they'll give you all you can lick out!"

   "If you're straight, how come you're running around like

that, asking guys for sex?"

   "No, man. THEY'RE straight...not me. Most chicks still like

doing it in private. When they get hot balls to get it on in

public, they like to drive around and pick up cocksuckers."

   "I'm not a cocksucker!" I argued, automatically.

   "Just a butt-smeller, hunh?" he laughed.

   "Here," a guy in the back turned and hung his ass over the

edge, "smell this, man!" he chuckled. Two of his laughing

buddies reached back and held his cheeks open. I stared at the

lewd sight, tempted to step up to it. The boy had a marvelous

behind, and his pink hole did look delicious. But before I

could make up my mind, 'Sammy Shitlick' made a beeline for it

and started to lap at the hole! He hadn't fastened his pants,

so when he grabbed the buttocks, they fell down.

   "Hey! Not you, creep!" one of the boys smacked him away.

"It's not dirty and smelly enough for you! Let the new guy

lick it."

   Just then, a teenage blonde girl walked by, giving one of

the boys a sweet smile. Another boy called out to her, waving

his dick around.

   "Hey, baby. Wanna lick my pecker? Come're. Wrap your lips

around this baby!" He stroked his cock up hard and stiff,

pointing it at her.

   "You boys are so outrageous. Don't you ever get enough?"

   "Come on, hop up here in back. We'll ride you around town."

   "You must be kidding! The back of that truck must have a

thick layer of cum by now. I'd fall and break my neck! But,"

she blushed a little, "I'd like to put my mouth on Davey's

prick!" She pointed at the boy she'd smiled at.

   Davey gave her a grin, and pushed his semi-hard prick over

the edge.

   She leaned against the fender and put her lips over his

cockhead, sucking on it tenderly. When it was stiff, she pulled

off for a second and smiled up at him. "I always wanted to blow

you, Davey!"

   "Yeah? Show me how good you are, Alice. This is BOYS' DAY

and I'm in the mood for a really hot blowjob. So don't

disappoint me, alright? You want somebody to get down there and

lick your pussy or your asshole to warm you up."

   "Sure, Davey, I'd like that. Do you lick assholes? Nobody

ever did it to me, except for my Dad! He's always rimmin' me

and Mom, and my little brother."

   "Naw, I don't do that. I get it done to me! Even your Dad

did it once. You wanna lick my pooper, too?"

   One of the other guys did get down behind her. He lifted

her skirt, pulled down her panties--displaying her splayed

bottom--and stuck his face in there! She arched her back enough

so that he could lick her ass and pussy at the same time.

   "I'll try it, Davey, if YOU want me to. I've never licked a

guy there!" Davey turned around and let her slosh her tongue up

and down his crack. She seemed to be enjoying it, but he turned

back around and stuck his prick back in her mouth. The hot

action on her bung and cunt got her to sucking energeticaIly.

   The passenger winked at me. "Hop in and sit on my lap,

baby," he said to me. "I got a really big dick! Even these guys

have nibbled on it--no matter what they say. Straight guys

can't resist a big, long pecker. Come on, I'm strokin' it up

for you!"

   I shook my head, pleasantly, and started to walk on. Alice

was giving Davey good head--and the other guy was really

scarfing on her twat--but things were still a bit too public

for me.

   I decided to let my dick go down and rest for a while.

Passing the neighborhood theater, when I looked up at the

marquee I made a snap decision. Just the thing to get my mind

off of sex. Two Disney features and 10 cartoons. I hadn't been

to a kiddie matinee in a long time. I knew there'd be lots of

screaming kids throwing popcorn boxes at the screen, but it'd

be just the atmosphere I needed just then. I'd get lost in all

the safe confusion!

   After the gum-chomping cashier made a joke about whether I

was under 12 or not, I took the ticket and smiled. Right after

I'd handed my ticket to the uniformed doorman and walked into

the lobby, a young boy of 10 came running out--quite naked!--

and hurried up to the candy counter needing a rush order of

Jujubees!

   "You just bought a box!" said the girl behind the counter.

   "Yeah, but there's a guy in there that keeps sticking 'em

up my butt and sucking 'em out!" he giggled.

   I gasped, trying to imagine the young boy with a whole box

of Jujubees pushed up his little rectum for some guy to tongue

out! I bought a box of Goobers and went into the auditorium. I

was blinded, at first, being able to see only the screen. "One

Hundred and One Dalmatians" were cavorting overhead as I made

my way down the aisle. I just kept walking, deciding to find a

seat after I was able to adjust to the darkness. The sounds

made it obvious that at least the front part of the theatre was

full of youngsters howling and having fun.

   I plopped into an empty seat on the aisle, right down in

front. After a few moments, I was able to see better. I turned

around, noticing that the auditorium was fairly packed. I

looked at the front row of the younger kids, happily gazing up

at the animated screen and munching on their popcorn and candy.

Then I saw him.

   Maybe 30, a skinny man. He had his dick out of his pants

and it was raging hard. He was on his knees, in front of the

boys in the first row, and he was moving from boy to boy.

Without paying any attention to him, each boy--as the man knelt

before him--would pull his little pecker out of his fly and let

the man lick it! The guy would nibble on the tender pullet,

then move on to the next boy.

   The boy would keep staring at the screen, let the man do

what he wanted, then casually zip up when he moved on.

   I slowly made my way back up the aisle. The boys seemed to

get older the farther back I went. The amount of sexual

activity seemed to increase in proportion. Here and there, boys

had their pants open...usually with a buddy or girlfriend

playing with his dick! As the boys got older...and their pricks

increased in size...more perverts were in attendance. More men

were scattered among the youngsters--playing with, and being

played with by them. Men were jacking boys, boys were jacking

men and older boys. One boy about 14 was busy on his knees,

right there on the aisle, sucking off one of the ushers! The

usher was about 19 and he had his pants down to his ankles, his

legs spread wide apart while the boy licked up and down his

large cock!

   "Gonna come too soon, kid! Lick my balls for awhile." The

kid dipped and began to lather his nuts. Looking up, I could

see all the way to the other side of the auditorium. Right in

the aisle, two naked teenagers were fucking up a storm. The

girl had her legs wrapped around his back and he was pumping

into her like mad! Kids around kept shushing them to keep it

down. I kept moving back.

   More and more, boys had their heads down in each other's

laps. Heads were bobbing and trading off seemed to be the order

of the day. Just a few rows more and things started getting

really serious. In the middle of a row a hot-looking kid with

long blonde hair was naked from the waist down. He was tossing

his hair side to side and bouncing his ass up and down on some

man's long, penetrating cock! He was holding onto the seat in

front of him, working his bottom furiously!

   Closer to me, I saw a little kid...a derelict from the

front rows...kneeling between a teenage girl's legs. She had

her legs draped over the seat in front of her, and the boy was

eating her out! He couldn't have been more than 8 or 9!

Meanwhile, she was jacking off her boyfriend sitting next to

her while they made out!

   Hearing intense moaning sounds, I turned to the side rows.

A darkhaired boy, maybe 17 or 18, had his pants down to his

ankles, bent over the empty seats in front of him, tightly

grasping the armrests. A totally naked guy in his twenties with

smooth, tanned skin, and an extremely long prick was standing

on two seats, straddling the boy's body. He was holding onto

the tops of the seats on either side of the kid, as he

sensuously fucked his big cock into the boy's vulnerable

asshole! The kid was doing the hot moaning, while the older

guy's firm butt was high in the air--plunging down into him!

And behind him, in another row, a standing man had his finger

stuck up the guy's asshole! He kept working it in deeper,

moving along with him, as the guy fucked the boy's butt! The

naked guy seemed to want to make it last, because every now and

then he'd slow down and hold still. Every time he did this, the

man would pull his finger out and bend to lick his asshole!

   Nobody was paying any attention to me, and my prick was

beginning to leak in my pants. Fearing that I might come across

a scene so hot that I wouldn't be able to control myself, I

unbuttoned my Levi's and pulled my cock out. It was harder than

a rock, but I just let it stick out as I surveyed the horny

crowd.

   Suddenly, a strong light flashed in my face, then settled

on the stiff boner sticking out of my pants. It was an usher...

I froze! He came up to me and put his hand on my prick, gently

stroking it back and forth. "Fuckin' nice prick, man! Wish I

didn't have something to do right now. Mind if I take a couple

of swipes on it?"

   He didn't wait for an answer. Since I didn't pull away, he

bent over and took my cock into his mouth. He took a few wet,

delicious draws on it, then smacked his lips and moved on. All

the time he'd kept his flashlight shining on my hardon! I got

an incredible feeling knowing that everyone around there could

see him sucking on my raging boner! Suddenly, hot entreaties

were being loudly whispered to me.

   "Aw, here, kid. I got just the mouth for that!"

   "Hey, guy...come stick that big meat up my ass while my

little sister blows me!"

   "Twenty bucks, boy, and I'll let you drive my Jaguar! Just

suck on my asshole...then fuck me!"

   Overwhelmed, I quickly stuffed my prick back in my pants

and made for the rear of the auditorium. The sounds of sex were

so loud back there that the movie could hardly be heard. I

slumped back against the back wall, and stared at the screen.

Then my eyes popped out! The Disney movie had ended and the

previews of the evening attractions were on. Blazing across the

screen were scenes of fucking and cocksucking in gigantic

closeups! At night, the theatre became ADULT. Most of the

audience was whooping and hollering, but the youngsters down

front were booing, as scenes of "Girls Who Take It Up The Ass"

and "Boys Who Drink Cum" were showing, accompanied by an

announcer's excited voice-over.

   "Never before such scenes of huge pricks plunging the

depths of hot, female assholes! Girls so hot they rotate their

pretty bottoms onto those pumping cocks while they finger

themselves to ecstasy! And our second feature exposes the

reality of how boys--young boys, older boys, and hot masculine

men--love experiencing the pleasure of sucking pints of hot,

creamy balljuice from huge, pulsating pricks! See how a pretty

boy of seven manages to repeatedly engulf 9 inches of massive

shaft, while his older sister takes cock after big cock up her

hot asshole as she takes on the football team! Tonight,

following our performance of Walt Disney's Beauty and the

Beast. Adults over 14 only. Children not admitted unless

accompanied by an adult."

   The scenes on the screen were so graphic I couldn't believe

it! Yet, here I was in an auditorium full of kids and you'd

think it was a Roman Orgy of some kind!

   Suddenly, a pain in my gut reminded me that I hadn't taken

a poop since I'd arrived. Obviously, it was catching up with

me. I zipped up my fly and started for the restroom. Lights

blinded me, momentarily, as someone came through the doors. I

only caught a flash of a face that seemed a bit familiar...but

I couldn't be sure. I went out into the bright lights of the

lobby and looked for the Men's Room. It was rather quiet out

there, except for the doorman getting a leisurely blowjob by

the candy girl. He didn't flinch an eye when he had to turn to

accept tickets from a Mother and Father with two young kids!

The mother even leaned over and gave the girl some pointers!

   Across the lobby I spied the door to the Men's Room.

Quickly, as the pain was increasing, I made for it. It was

empty inside. I'd half expected a lot of sexual activity to be

taking place. But then, why? If they could do it in the aisles,

why bother doing it in the bathroom? I made for the center

stall, locked it, and quickly sat down. Damn! I thought. I'd

put it off too long. It must be big and fat in there, and it

was going to take a lot of pushing and grunting to get it to

plop out. Even though I was alone, I tried not to make noises

as I beared down on my sphincter. Still, I couldn't help but

gasp a few times and take some deep breaths. It was enough that

I didn't hear the restroom door open. I was engrossed in my

quiet grunts--my hands resting on my knees--when I was startled

to see a face peering under the partition to my left! In a

second's flash, I realized it was that face I'd half-recognized

inside the auditorium. I looked down at the boyish, smiling

face--the one with the licking lips--and gasped! It was Sammy

Shitlick, the grungy boy I'd met on the street!

   "Hi," he grinned up at my startled face. "You takin' a

shit?"

   "Uh, yeah..." I mumbled, self-consciously. "Trying anyway."

   "Great! Can I watch?" he gushed, eagerly.

   "ARE YOU KIDDING?!" I screamed.

   "No, man. Everything they say about me is true. I'm a poop

queen! Lemme see it come out, willya? I'll lick your hole

afterward!"

   "LICK IT?!!" I gasped, unbelieving.

   "Sure. I love to lick a guy's ass after he takes a shit!"

   I stared down at him, increduously. "You like...the taste

of shit?"

   "No...not much. But if I get to see his turd come out, I

get so hot all I wanna do is lick his hole!"

   "B-but...what if it's messy?!" I couldn't believe someone

would...

   "Don't matter, man. Just seein' that turd squish outta

there turns me on so much I just put my mouth there and SUCK

and SUCK!" He scooted his face further back to where my ass was

sitting on the pot. He had such a goofy expression on his face,

and I was feeling so raunchy, that I didn't object when he

started to slip his body underneath to come into my stall! He

knelt up beside me and started to feel my ass. He was right

back there, running his hand over my buttocks, and dipping his

finger down into the toilet to caress my protruding anus! He

was running his fingertip over it--playing with it and pressing

on it. All the time he was close, speaking softly at me, trying

to put me at ease.

   "Ummm, nice bottom! Nice and smooth. Big fat asslips. Ohhh,

I love feeling them! I'd like to suck on 'em if you weren't

gonna take a big shit right now. Don't be bothered. I done this

with a lotta guys. Played with 'em while they was about to

shit. Get my finger pokin' in there til I feel their turd

startin' out. And feeling it all the time it's coming! I don't

mind playin' with a guy's turd. That fella in the truck, today?

He rags me when he's round his friends...but he likes takin'

shits for me. Makes me handle his turd while I clean his

asshole for him. Even shit right in my mouth once! But I didn't

like it. Maybe cause he had such a big, fat turd and I couldn't

breathe! But sometimes I let him see me lick on it. Then he

pushes his hole in my face so I can clean him real good. I can

tell, fiddlin' back here, you got a big one ready to come out.

Lift up and let me watch it come out. I'll hold it in my hand

as you shit, then I'll suck your asshole clean! PLEASE!"

   The slow, sensuous movement of his finger on my puffy anus

matched the rhythmic tone of his voice. My dick tingled, even

though it wasn't hard, and I obediently lifted my ass from the

seat. I leaned against the other side of the partition,

squatting my bottom over the toilet, and bent over. I looked

between my legs, getting an upside down view of his eager face,

as I proceeded to perform the obscene act for his pleasure and

mine. I re-situated my feet further apart, and lowered my butt

even more. Then I concentrated.

   "Oh, how beautiful!" he cried, running his finger over my

hole. "I will lick it a bit, if you don't mind!" He stuck his

face between my cheeks and fluttered his tongue over my

expanding anus! The feel of it made me want to shit right in

his mouth! It was so obscenely nasty! Any guy, I figured, who'd

put his tongue at my gaping hole just as I'm about to take a

big shit--deserves a turd in his mouth! Still, I remembered

that he didn't like it, so I kept from trying to just bolt it.

He was back to working his finger, and it was definitely doing

the trick. I let out a groan, and totally relaxed. My sphincter

gave way, and if my turd was anything as huge as it felt to me

like it was--he was in store for a monster! I just closed my

eyes and enjoyed the unique sensation of shitting in that lewd

position. I could feel it finally popping through my anal lips,

then felt a slight pressure and his hand took hold of it. He

wasn't about to let it shoot out of there!

   "It's coming, man! I got hold of it, and it's fat! Yeah, a

big, fat turd comin' outta your sweet asshole, baby, and I'm

feeling it. Just stay loose--let it come slow. Oh, man, I love

to see a guy open up like that! You got such a hot turd, baby,

it even smells good! That's it--shit it right in my hand. Slip

that muther out. Gonna have me a real handful--two handfuls!

Pop it out nice and clean so I can suck your hole. I like it

when I lick a hole that's got just a little bit of greasy

assjuice on it! OH, THIS IS SO GOOD! I'LL LICK ON YOUR

TURD IF YOU WANNA SEE ME DO IT! YOU WANNA?!"

   I had nothing to lose. I was in such a state of amazement

in this kiddie matinee theater restroom after watching so much

cocksucking, asslicking and butt-fucking going on--that having

Sammy Shitlick back there handling my hot, steamy turd and

telling me how wonderful it was --I wanted the works!

   "Yeah, Sammy," I cried, "LICK MY TURD! LICK IT ALL

OVER! YOU'RE GONNA CLEAN THAT JUICE OUTTA MY HOLE...SO

YOU'D MIGHT AS WELL LICK IT RIGHT FROM THE SOURCE!" I quickly

gave a last lunge, and popped that turd into his hand. Then I

turned around and stared at him. He smiled, and lifted it up to

his lips!

   "Mmmm, yeah!" he took a few licks across it. "I lied. I

love it. Boys love to watch me lickin' their turds--and I love

lickin' their hot turds! Especially one as hard and greasy as

this!" He slopped his tongue up and down, tasting and licking

off the juices! When he covered the whole thing...moving it

around in his hand...he dropped it into the bowl. "Now, let me

at that hole! Lemme suck it! They don't call me Sammy Shitlick

for nothing! I LIKE LICKIN' IT RIGHT OUTTA THE HOLE!"

   I pushed it right into his face! LICK ME...LICK ME...

LICK ME! I didn't say it out loud; I just kept pushing my ass

back to his face and grinding my anus over his slurping lips.

I put my hands on my knees and wallowed in the pleasure he was

giving me. My prick had sprung up hard and demanding, and he

had me as horny as I'd been since arriving!

   Tongued out thoroughly, I sat back on the seat, all fired

up. I grappled with his buttons and zipper, and soon had his

pants wrenched down. His prick sprung out. A nice, hard pecker

that was drooling all over the place. A minor consideration at

that point! I smooched the head of his prick into my mouth and

sucked the juice from it and lapped up and down the shaft.

Then I placed him between my spread legs and spun him around.

Forcing him to bend over, I quickly yanked his ass back to my

face!

   Sammy Shitlick be damned! The only boy in town who never

uses toilet paper! It just didn't matter at that point. All I

knew was that I wanted to lick his asshole! I knew his repu-

tation, and I was expecting the worse. But they'd exaggerated.

I met a fully fragrant, pungent anus that was perfectly

delightful! It smelled spicy and heatedly aromatic--and tasted

just as delicious as I rapidly worked my tongue all around the

outside before digging inside for more of the heady flavor! I

bent the goofy boy over and sucked on his asshole for a long,

delirious time. He reached back between his legs and took hold

of my cock, jacking me off. My dripping juices made it a

slippery, noisy operation. Just as my muffled, wet moans

increased to a high pitch, he pushed his anus open and really

began to pound my prick! As my tongue completely slipped into

his nasty rectum, I held his butt fast to my face and

splattered cum all over his legs! Fuck the boys in the truck.

I'd rimmed Sammy Shitlick after all, hardly realizing that the

asshole I'd smelled in the street earlier--and been turned off

by--was the same one I'd just avidly tongued out!

   I turned him around and blew him! Just as he was shooting

in my mouth, I heard chuckles from overhead. It was the usher

who'd handled my stiff prick in the aisle. He was in the next

stall, looking over the partition, as I drank down the creamy

load.

   "Pretty hot! Did I miss the shitting, Sammy? Knowing you,

there must have been a turd involved. Hey, I got this kid needs

to take a shit. He's maybe 11-12. Says he'll shit for you, if

you're interested, Sam. You like 'em that young? I'll let your

friend fuck me while you do it. Whadda you say?"

   "Where's the kid?" Sammy asked. "I'm always good for

another lick."

   "Oh, he's right here. He's holding his butt. He's gotta go

real bad. You guys come on out, okay?"

   We pulled up our pants and exited the stall.

   "Here he is. What's your name, kid?" the usher asked him.

   "Billy," he answered with a strain on his face. He had his

hand behind him, holding his turd in.

   "Hi," Sammy said to him. "You gotta poop, hunh?"

   "Yeah. You better hurry--it's already comin' out!"

   I stood back and watched as the 20-year-old usher

unfastened the boy's pants and worked them down. The boy

quickly put his hand back, but Sammy pulled it away and put his

own there, feeling the nub of turd pressing against his white

Jockey shorts.

   "Yeah," Sammy sighed, "I'm feeling it. That's a pretty big

turd you got coming out of there, Billy."

   "Doncha wanna pull my shorts down?"

   "In a minute," Sammy said, going to his knees. "Bend over

just a little. It's alright, go ahead and relax. Just don't

push!"

   The motion of bending caused the kid to expel more. Running

his fingers over the round end of the boy's turd, Sammy put his

nose to it and smelled it through the cloth. A couple of boys

came into the restroom and laughed.

   "Ha! Ha! Look at Billy shittin' his pants!" one boy

giggled, pointing at the way his shorts were being pushed back.

   "Hey! You're getting my underwear all dirty!" Billy

complained.

   "Correction," the usher pointed out, "you're the one who's

dirtying your pants."

   Sammy released his hold on the turd and pulled his face

away. He cupped the boy's buns. "Go ahead, Billy. Do it right

in your shorts!"

   Poor Billy didn't have much choice. We all gaped as Sammy

pulled the material tightly around the boy's hips to make a

roomy pouch in the back. Billy suddenly filled the back of his

shorts with a long, hard turd that squirmed and twisted until

it had completely packed the white cotton pouch. Sammy slightly

lowered the shorts, letting the heavy load hang there while he

cupped it and gently handled the mound of shit! Then he lowered

the shorts, letting Billy step out of them, and lifted the mess

to his face. Peeking in to look at it for a second, he then

wrapped it up gently and put the package to his nose, sniffing

it!

   "Oooh!" one boy squinched his nose, "who'd wanna smell

THAT?"

   "Wait'll you see what he does next!" the usher told him.

   Sammy handed ME the pound of shit! "Here, go dump this

while I clean his butthole!"

   "Throw the pants out, too," Billy said. "Can't take them

home now!"

   "No, bring 'em back to me!" Sammy said. "I'll take 'em

with me."

   A few more boys had come in and were standing around

giggling as Sammy spread the boy's surprisingly only slightly-

soiled asscrack and began to lick it clean!"

   "Hey, Chuck, come watch this. Billy just shit in his pants

and now Sammy's licking the poop off his butthole!"

   "Any of you other guys wanna pop a turd, go ahead. Sammy'll

be your toilet paper!" The usher was trying to keep things

going. I guess he really gets off seeing boys taking shits and

watching Sammy lick them! I'd dumped the messy pants--taking a

quick sniff when nobody could see --and handed them back to

Sam. He quickly stuffed them into his back pocket for a later

smell-a-thon!

   Two giggling boys started to drop their pants, while a

third went over and unzipped the usher--fishing inside for his

prick. With a bit of effort, he managed to drag it out and

started to suck on it! I debated whether to hang around any

longer, when the usher pushed his pants all the way down. He

had big, hard cock and the boy was really loving it up! He was

about 13 and had obviously sucked a few pricks and liked it.

But it was when the usher turned to me and winked, lifting up

his shirttail to show me his incredibly smooth, tanned ass,

that I recalled him saying I could fuck him. I went over and

closely surveyed the offered fanny, reaching out to feel the

soft cheeks.

   "Go ahead, fuck me, man!" he said over his shoulder.

   I couldn't resist it. I dropped my pants back down again,

and my boner sprung up hard and ready. I was going to fuck him,

right there in front of the younger boys! My mouth was dry,

and I was wondering what I was going to do for lubricant. I

couldn't just shove it in there dry!

   Smiling, he noticed my confusion. "Don't worry about it.

The manager fucked me before we opened. Lick it for me a

little--I'll loosen up!"

   Good idea, I thought! Even though he'd been recently

fucked, the sight of his hot ass had me immediately on my

knees. I took a quick glance to my left to see two boys, side-

by-side, bending their naked asses over. Sammy was standing

behind them, his pants now around his ankles. His prick was

bobbing around as he worked a finger into each boy's anus,

opening them up! I spread the usher's cheeks apart and nosed

right in there. The smell was heavenly and the hole was big and

mushy! I pulled him back onto my face and started to suck it!

   Just then, a man in a suit came into the restroom.

"ROZZELLI! We need help behind the candy counter!" Surveying

the sexual wantonness, he paid particular attention to the

sight of me with my face up his usher's asscrack! I didn't pull

away--NOT IN THIS TOWN!--I just looked at him over the hills

and valley I was licking!

   "Aw, Mister Farley," Rozzelli cried, "would you mind

handling it? I'm about ready to get quite nicely plugged up

the ass!"

   The manager walked over and took a gander at my hard pecker

and chuckled. "Guess that is hard to resist! Okay, guess I owe

you one. But make it snappy, willya?? And don't go shittin'

that juice out. I'll suck the boy's jism out after the break."

He turned and looked at Sammy. "And you, SS...you hang around

too. You wanna use my restroom for your filthy behavior, you

can damn well suck my asshole, too!"

   Ah, the brazen words being said in public! Suck assholes!

He was going to suck my cum out of Rozzelli's asshole. Sammy

was going to suck his asshole, too--maybe at the same time. And

I was on my knees sucking away on the usher's asshole! DAMN,

THIS TOWN IS FUN! I got up and aimed my leaking prick at

his hole. I no sooner had the knob in place, then he backed up

onto it. ALL OF IT! I started pumping right away, while he

spread his legs and held still so the boy in front could give

him an energetic blowjob. I held his small hips and gasped at

the wonderful feelings as my prick rode in and out, and his

anus tightened and loosened on my shaft.

   Even more boys were standing around watching us now. Most

were gaping at what Sammy was doing, but a couple had come over

to watch our fuck-and-blow show. A young, fully-clothed

giggling boy of 7 or 8 was behind me, patting my naked ass. I

smiled at him, then looked back at the other three. Sammy had

pulled his fingers from their bums, and was holding an open

palm under each of their expanding anuses, encouraging the boys

to shit at the same time. They timed it nearly perfectly. With

loud grunts, they simultaneously bolted steamy boyturds into

Sammy's hands! He stood there, reaching down, receiving a

creamy offering from the adolescent hairless poopholes. When

the boys finally pinched off, Sammy crouched right down behind

them. He dropped the turds onto the tile floor and squeezed the

two sweet butts close together. Then he went from hole to

hole--back and forth--licking the boys clean! It was obvious he

was digging his tongue in, tasting their young poop!

   I watched the expressions on the other boys' faces and shot

a big load up the usher's horny ass. When I pulled out, he

straightened up and started to jack off. He pulled the young

blowboy's face to his crotch and splattered bolts of cum all

over the kid's face and out-stretched tongue! The little rascal

was avidly drawing it into his mouth and swiping his tongue

around his lips for all he could get. Then the older boy put

his gooey prick into the boy's mouth and let him suck on his

knob for the last of it!

   When the sucking began to hurt his tender prickhead, he

pulled it out of the kid's hungry mouth. Reaching back, he put

his hand on my ass and pushed me toward the kid. My slimy prick

was still half-hard.

   "Here, suck him for a while!" The boy knew my cock had just

been up the usher's rectum, but he didn't hesitate for a

moment. He drew it into his mouth and proceeded to suck and

lick me clean!

   Rozzelli was pulling up his uniform pants, hurrying to get

back to the lobby. He didn't bother to wipe his moist hole, he

just hiked 'em up! I guessed the manager probably wouldn't mind

at all.

   Having finished me up, the kid looked a bit dejected. What

the hell. I went to my knees and pulled his pants down. He

rested his hands on my shoulders and quickly shot long streams

of jizz down my throat as I blew him!

   Hiking up my pants, I waved to Sammy. Already, another boy

was slipping his trousers down in front of Sammy's face! He was

certainly having a wild afternoon!

   Just outside the restroom door I saw an older man in his

forties leaning against the wall. He had an absolutely enormous

prick sticking out of his pants and he was casually stroking

it, offering it to the boys who walked by. "Come on, boys...

give it a lick!" Most of them just stared at the big thing...

a few managing to brush their hand over the fat knob as they

walked on. "Want me to burp it, mister?" one kid teased, not

even getting close to it. "Boy, would my sister like that!"

another gasped. "Go find Scotty Turner, mister. He'll suck

anything!" Saturday matinee at the Bijou was obviously a child-

molester's paradise. Except that nobody was actually molested.

Seems there just wasn't such a thing in this town. I wanted to

go back into the auditorium to see the second feature and just

relax, but I knew that wouldn't work out. My dick was getting

too raw for that crowd!

   The lobby was just clearing out. The manager and the usher

were busy restocking the candy counter, while a girl was busy

popping up a batch of fresh popcorn. Rozzelli nodded at me and

the manager smiled, licking his lips. He patted Rozzelli on the

ass, reminding me of the dessert he planned on having later!

   My eyes hurt as I adjusted to the bright sunlight. I decided

the rest of the town could be explored another day. After all,

I had all summer...if I managed to survive it!

Part 3

Back up on the main road, I decided to catch a quick

hop on the bus to the other side of town. From there I'd

work my way back. I didn't trust myself to pass the same

establishments I'd checked out the day before...especially

the theatre and pool hall!

   I think it was the only bus in town, and it went from

one end to the other every hour--probably going down every

street. But from this end of town it went straight down

Main Street to the other end. I was rather surprised at

how crowded the bus was. Even a quarter-full seemed busy

considering the population. I could see the big seat in

the back was empty, so I made my way back there.

   I quickly learned why the bus was so popular. As I

passed the seats, mostly filled with men and older boys,

I saw several had their peckers out, and younger boys and

girls were kneeling before them giving out free blowjobs!

They all had skinny red strips of cloth around their fore-

heads, and it made me wonder if they were actually in the

employ of the City Bus Department. Later, I found this was

actually true. It was a promotion device run by the Boy

Scouts and Girl Scouts to keep the line running! Kids who

enjoyed blowing pricks would offer their talents for 3 or 4

hours and service the passengers. Cum drinking was not

mandatory--they supplied tissues--but I could see that a

lot of prick juice was being consumed. So many exposed

boners! And those youngsters, adolescents and pre-teens

alike, were avidly licking them up and down!

   I settled onto the back seat, catching my breath.

Suddenly a kid about thirteen--only a year younger than

me--came rushing back, wiping his mouth. He knelt before

me and smiled up.

   "Lick your prick, sir?" he suggested, brightly. If a

16-year-old ever thought of a 13-year-old as 'cute as a

button'...that's what I thought of him. I was beginning to

feel like a sexual veteran even though I imagined he'd no

doubt sucked many, many more pricks than I had, and prob-

ably drank down gallons of cum! I saw over his shoulder

another boy jump up from between the seats and look back in

our direction. He got a disappointed look on his face and

shrugged. Then he turned and smiled at a man. In a snap,

his head was no longer visible!

   "Do you lick assholes, too?" I teased him, feeling

ornery.

   He licked his lips and turned toward the front of the

bus. "Well, we're not supposed to do that on duty, but...if

you push over to the side so the driver can't see..." he

winked at me. "Of course, we sometimes get a big tip for

that!"

   "What if I want to do it to you?" I asked.

   "Oh, we're not allowed to be messed with. They say if

we come, we don't service with enough enthusiasm."

   "Is it true?"

   "Kinda, I guess."

   "Poor kids. Don't you ever get off?" I teased.

   "Are you kiddin'? You oughta see the guys hanging

around the Bus Depot waitin' for us to get off duty! They

know we're all hot with boners, those of us that can cum,

anyway. Hey, we're almost there. Come on, this is my last

run. I'll show you. Haven't you ever rode the bus before?"

   "No, I'm new in town."

   I followed him off the bus. We ducked out the rear side

door. Most of the other kids headed straight for the small

terminal, but some...especially the girls...just headed off

in other directions. He grabbed my hand and we headed

around to a seldom-used rear door. After entering, we could

see the other Scouts bursting through the front doors. Men,

young men, and boys sat around in the few booths rubbing

their crotches, jacking their own exposed pricks, and even

a few lifted their heads from others' crotches. The Scouts

were excitedly unzipping and pulling out their hard boners.

The men loudly encouraged them, whistling, and calling them

over. They quickly rushed to an eager cocksucker because

there were more men in the waiting room than there were

Scouts.

   They obviously wanted to get a mouth around their

peckers before they ended up shooting in their pants in

anticipation! Some of the older boys just plain dropped

their pants completely and backed onto a lap. Instantly,

another man or boy got down to lick his prick while he got

fucked! We settled into a vacant back row and watched the

antics. The boy eagerly stroked his crotch while he

explained that this was the usual turn of events. A few

Girl Scouts had also joined the melee, and were either

bouncing on laps or spread on a bench getting fucked! One

girl about 12 was tossing her little ass, up and down while

an older teenage boy was pluggin' it to her!

   "That's Cecily," he whispered. "She's calmed down a

bit. You should have seen her when she was a Camp Fire

Girl! Gives us guys a run for our money when it comes to

cocksucking, too! Watch, she'll get fucked three or four

times before she gets up and goes home. You still wanna

lick my ass?"

   "Sure. Stand up!" I said. He hopped up and let me take

his pants down. His hard pecker shot right out and I took

it into my mouth and gave him a nice sucking. He was too

hot, so he pulled out and turned around. He bent over and

pushed his luscious ass in my face. I bent to it, licking

him up and down. He had the sweetest little boy sweat!

Hmmm. One year younger. That must mean that I have sweet

little boy sweat, too! I wasn't much taller, and the guys--

and men--sure seemed to go for licking at my behind! Now I

knew why. He reached back and pulled himself apart. I got

the idea immediately, and plunged my tongue into his

hairless asshole. I did it for a long while, and he

obviously was enjoying it. Suddenly, he pulled away and

turned around.

   "Okay, your turn!" He helped me pull my pants to my

ankles, then before I could slip them off and get up, he

grabbed a leg and pushed it up in the air. I practically

slipped off the bench, but quickly reached both hands back

and held onto the back. He held my legs up...pants, shorts

and all, and pushed his face into my ass. Whew! This kid

had sucked buttholes aplenty, I surmised. He sure knew how

to go at it!

   Holding one hand back, I balanced myself and reached

the other one to hold my own ankles back. My ass stuck out,

exposed over the edge of the bench, and the kid lewdly

licked and sucked on my ass. He was making loud noises, but

then there were lots of hot noises echoing off the walls of

that little anteroom. A few guys turned and looked at us,

but they were engaged in their own pleasures. I decided to

let him continue until he got tired. Suddenly, a hand was

gently wrapped around my neck. I turned to see a large,

hard cock pointing in my face! The owner, wearing some kind

of blue uniform shirt, was a pleasant looking fellow who

smiled down, hoping I'd like his prick enough to suck it.

   Fuck yes, I liked it! I took it into my mouth without

any hesitation. It was big and juicy and I sucked up a

storm while he leaned over the back of the bench and slowly

fucked it in and out of my mouth!

   I was deliriously getting my asshole sucked by a pretty

kid, and had a big-dicked young guy pumping my mouth. Damn,

when I wasn't in the theater or pool room, I was gonna be

riding the bus! Or going to the lake...or...hell, just

standing on a corner! Ummm, that cock in my mouth was

feeling real good. I don't think the kid was even aware

that I was blowing a guy while he rimmed me--he was so

engrossed. The guy seemed like he was about to shoot, Okay

with me, I thought. Blast it to me! Then he did a strange

thing. He grabbed my head and held me still...his cockhead

just inside my mouth...THEN he blasted!

   "OH, NO!" the kid blurted out, looking up. "THAT'S

ROGER!"

   But it was too late. The fucking Arco attendant was

pissing right down my throat! I had no choice but to open

my throat and let it squirt into my belly! Still, I was

having a hard time of it. From the corner of my eye I could

see the kid waving his hands, not knowing what to do. I had

begun to choke, but the guy just held me tight. I could see

he was happily pissing away--thinking I was really enjoying

myself!

   Suddenly, the kid wrenched the prick from my mouth and

quickly put his own mouth over it, drinking the guy's

stream, but not before piss had shot all over me, him, and

the bench! The boy knelt with one knee on the bench and

siphoned the guy's prick. That was when I noticed the

fellow had a real goofy expression on his face. Like

pissing in a guy's mouth was the most natural thing in

the world! ROGER! Yeah, I'd been warned about him. Then I

noticed the ARCO label on his blue shirt.

   The kid swallowed the last of it and pulled back,

letting the few remaining drops dribble out.

   "Sorry," the boy said, gasping, "I didn't see him

there. He...he's safe now if you still wanna blow him." Not

waiting for my answer, the kid went down on me. I gasped,

too, partly from his taking my prick halfway down, and half

because I was still catching my breath. The dimwit was

still standing over me, wagging his dick in my face. I'd

been caught off guard, but I was really pissed. Pissed

IN...pissed ON...but not pissed OFF. I could have enjoyed

the warm, salty drink if he hadn't surprised me so. I

leaned back and took his prick into my mouth again.

   But just in case he came like he pissed, I made him

take his hands away from my face. Then I blew him silly! I

was sucking down his jizz just as the kid was sucking mine

out of my balls! Coincidence? Not likely! His piss had been

tasty, in a way, but his CUM WAS FUCKIN' DELICIOUS!

   Swirling my tongue over my lips, I yanked the boy up

and pulled his hot, leaking pecker to my mouth and sucked

him off. Another wonderful gulp of cockjuice. Fuck riding

the bus! Maybe I'd just hang around the depot and wait for

the Scouts to get off from public service! Run everybody

else off, and sit 'em all down on the benches. Then I'd go

from cock to cock and suck em ALL off! And if a boy had cum

that was just too fuckin' thick and stuck in my throat, I'd

always have tall, lanky Roger to piss in my mouth and wash

it right down!

   When I left, Roger was naked and laughing...on all

fours with his ass in the air letting the boys fuck him one

after the other. His legs were so long, most of the boys

had to stand to reach his asshole!

   I was hungry, so I stopped in a cafe and had a cheese-

burger and a chocolate malt. Surprisingly, everything was

normal in the restaurant.

   Well, at least out where the food was. When I finished,

I went back to the restroom to piss and wash my hands.

There was one stall and one urinal. The stall was occupied,

I noticed, as I used the urinal. I was just stuffing my

dick away when a kid about 9 years old came out of the

stall and smiled at me. I smiled back.

   "Hi," he said, "can I suck the jizz out of your

prick?" He reached right out and groped my crotch, feeling

me up.

   "Hey!" I laughed, stepping back, "what kind of talk is

that for a kid? Heck, you can't even come yet."

   "I know, dammit. But I like suckin' jizz. It tastes

good! When I get to shoot it, I'm gonna do it in my hand so

I can lick it up."

   "Have you ever done it...to someone?" I asked stupidly,

once again forgetting where I was.

   "Are you kidding? Lots of times. I do it all the time."

   "Is that why you're in here?"

   "Naw, I hadda poop. Too bad Sammy ain't here...I'd let

him lick my butthole clean. You wanna lick my butthole?

I'll let ya." He turned to show me the cutest little Levi-

encased bubble-butt.

   "Uh, no thanks. Boy, Sammy sure gets around!"

   "Yeah, he's a nasty one. He's got real sweet jizz,

though. You ever sucked him off?"

   "Um, once. I gather you have, too."

   "Oh, yeah. Every chance I get. Can I suck ya?"

   "Oh, alright." He'd worked me up to a hardon, and I

suddenly wanted to see his little lips working my prick.

I reached down and felt his bottom, fondling it while he

worked my pants loose. Then I made a snap decision.

   "What's your name, kid?"

   "Tad."

   "Tad. Pull your pants down.I do wanna put my face in

your little butt. Did you wipe good?"

   "So, so," he shrugged. "I never do it real good, in

case I run into Sammy--or somebody else that likes it."

   "You...you lick butts too?"

   "Heck no...that's dirty!"

   "Then why do you..."

   "Some guys don't like sucking jizz...but I do.

Everybody does what they like best."

   "Well," I said, getting down behind his cute little

naked ass, "last time I licked a dirty asshole I didn't

mind it, so let's see what yours tastes like. Guess I'm

getting to like licking boyshit. Let's hope you didn't wipe

very good!" I was getting quite excited at the sight of his

round globes. I put my nose to them, and they smelled

promising. I was desperate to open them, but I kept sniff-

ing and teasing myself. The fragrance was so different from

that of a man like Horace. It was the same stuff I was

smelling, but on a young kid like Tad it seemed just kinda

nasty--boy-nasty, instead of man-filthy. Smelling a man's,

or an older boy's, shitty asshole was powerful, dirty sex.

But a little kid...well, it was more like the sweet, silky

tang of a boy's essence.

   Damn, I thought, I'm getting poetic about this whole

thing. I'd better watch myself, before I end up like Sammy

Shitlick! Still, it was nice being in a town where I could

do whatever I enjoyed, and didn't have to feel guilty

about it.

   I'd teased myself long enough. I spread Tad's little

butt apart--my nose still grazing the soft flesh--and

slowly breathed in his aroma. Oh, gawd, it was incredible!

The hot spiciness sent that adrenalin stuff through my

body. I pulled back and gazed at his precious hairless

asshole. Tad was looking back at me, and started to wiggle

his bottom

   "OH, IT SMELLS SO GOOD, TAD!" I gasped, looking up

at him.

   "Not too dirty?" he asked, hopefully.

   "Aw, Tad...it doesn't matter. I'll give Sammy a run for

his money anytime...when it comes to your little butt!"

   He smiled. "What's your name, anyway?"

   "Jeremy."

   "Lick it, Jeremy! I can keep it dirty for you, too!"

   I went forward and licked it! I pulled it apart and

licked and licked and licked, swabbing all the sweetness

from his hole! I licked up and down...I licked in circles

...I licked sideways! I was ready to stab my tongue into

the crevice when the busboy walked in! I could see him

enter as I gazed over Tad's left buttock. You think I was

going to pull away? NOT ON YOUR FUCKIN' LIFE! My mother

could have walked in just then, and I wouldn't have

stopped!

   He smirked. "Got a replacement for Sammy, Tad?" he

laughed, walking to the urinal.

   "Hi, Gene! That's Jeremy. Boy, he's really giving me

a good butt-licking! He likes the smell, too!" he gushed,

while the busboy lifted his apron and took his piss,

looking back at us over his shoulder.

   "Another shit sniffer, hunh?" Gene snorted. He was

about 19.

   "Yeah, he's gonna let me suck out his jizz, too!"

   "Heh! Tad the Jizzboy! Anybody ever turned you down?"

   "Not yet! Mmmm, that's good! He's puttin' his tongue

in!"

   Gene didn't zip up. He didn't even put his long floppy

cock away. He walked back to where I was and slipped his

pants down, sticking his ass at me. "Here, fella. You wanna

give me a quick lick, too? I gotta get back out front, but

go ahead if you want."

   Go ahead? He was practically pushing his ass in my

face...and was even holding his cheeks open. Enough that I

could smell his asshole! It turned my head like a strong

magnet. I sniffed it immediately.

   "Like that?" the busboy chuckled, having no doubt that

I did.

   "Mmmmm." My mouth was on his crack, my tongue lapping

all over it! He really wrenched it apart, letting me dig

inside. Tad moved around and knelt down, working my pants

to my knees. Then he ducked his head down and started to

suck my dick. Gene sighed, and quickly hiked up his pants,

smoothing out his apron.

   "Gotta go. Thanks, kid. Letcha really clean me out

sometime! Hey, Tad? Come back around 4:00 and I'll squirt

ya some hot jizz! You still wanna blow me, doncha?"

   Tad nodded, his mouth full of prick. Gene ruffled his

hair and walked to the door. Turning around, he said,

"Jizzboy blows a mean cock, Jeremy. Have fun!"

   I did! I licked my lips from the taste of Gene's

sweltering anus while Tad energetically worked up and down

my rigid cock. He held my balls, gently pulling them down,

and gave me a swell blowjob. While I knelt there, enjoying

the sensations, I reflected at how I'd pass up nearly

everyone's asshole for Tad's...but if Gene wanted me to

bury my face in his sweaty, gritty busboy anus again...I'd

gladly lick the oily restaurant grease that might accumu-

late there!

   Tad was getting me too close. I pulled my prick from

his mouth and held it up, offering him my bloated balls.

   "Oh, alright," he seemed disappointed, but lapped his

tongue over my hot nuts like the little pro he was! But it

was a hard position for him, so I stood up and pushed his

face back into my crotch. He didn't seem to mind so much,

now that it was more comfortable for him. But the sight of

that little kid running his tongue over my balls caused my

prick to jerk dangerously.

   "G-GET IT, TAD, QUICK! I'M GONNA COME!" I gasped out.

He grabbed my cock at the base and squeezed it hard,

putting his luscious lips over my knob and sucking it

deliriously. "Aaaah!" I spewed several hot bursts of sperm

into his mouth. His cheeks were filling up, and I noticed

he wasn't swallowing it. When I'd finished spurting, he

carefully suctioned his mouth from my prickhead. Then I

could tell he was swirling his tongue in circles, sloshing

my load around in his mouth! He looked at me with glassy

eyes, then tilted his head back and took a deep breath

through his nose. Slowly opening his mouth, he closed his

eyes and blissfully let my thick, ropey spunk dribble down

his throat! "Damn! No wonder he calls you Jizzboy! You

really like it, doncha?"

   "Unh hunh. Better'n anything."

   "Sure wish you could come," I said. "I'd sure like to

return the favor." I stood him up and took his little

pecker into my mouth anyway. I needed to suck a cock--even

if it couldn't squirt. I enjoyed it more than he did, but

still, it did get a little harder. "Hey? Think you could

piss a little?" I suggested, wanting something from his

pecker.

   "HUNH? You want me to pee in your mouth?!"

   "Sure, go ahead."

   "I-I don't think I can. Maybe a little, if I concen-

trate. You sure you want me to?"

   I nodded and put my mouth back over his penis, taking

him to the balls and just washing it around in my mouth,

tickling the underside.

   "Uh, keep doing that."

   It took a little while, but eventually he shot a short

stream of kiddie peepee over my tongue. Damn! Good thing I

hadn't come into the restroom earlier...I might have

attacked him while he sat on the pot, getting him to fill

my belly with his hot piss...and who knows WHAT I might

have done with his sweet little turd! Sammy was going to

have to fight me for Tad's rectal candy in the future! I'd

just come, and already I wished his anus was smudged brown

with shit to lick off!

   Shucks. This town was really turning me into a total

pervert. The only consolation I had at realizing this, was

that the town was FULL OF THEM ALREADY!

   Continuing my stroll downtown, I passed a convertible

just as the driver called out.

   "Hey, kid! Come're."

   Looking into the car, I saw a young guy holding

something out to me. He had a big hardon sticking out of

his pants and his girlfriend was furiously going down on

him!

   "Put this in the meter for me, willya?"

   Gulping, I took the dime from him and slipped it into

the expired parking meter.

   "Oooh, suck it bitch!" He had his head back on the

seat, looking at me all glassy-eyed with pleasure. "Thanks,

kid. Now I won't hafta blow Officer O'Malley if he comes

by!"

   "Think twice, peckerlips!" I hadn't even heard the

patrol car pull up behind us. The burly cop walked up to

the driver's window.

   "Oh, no!" the driver threw his head back in frus-

tration. "Now what? The meter's not expired!" The girl

lifted her head from the wet cock.

   "True, true," the cop agreed. "But you're parked over

the line too far." He unzipped his trousers and whipped out

a long floppy prick, hanging it over the window edge--right

in the driver's face!

   "Am I?" the guy looked at me for confirmation. I

checked in back, then nodded. For somebody who expressed

distain for getting caught, he sure was a sloppy parker.

"SHIT!" he cried.

   "Aw, quit gripin'," the cop teased, pulling the boy's

head onto his cock, "as many citations as you run up,

everybody knows you love blowing my big prick, Ricky!"

   "Nnnnh!" He shook his head NO, his mouth stuffed with

the big, expanding prick. He was struggling to pull away

from the massive meat.

   The girl was stroking his still-rigid hardon. "Don't

fight it on my account, Ricky. Go ahead and blow him. I

know you like it, you still got a boner!"

   He managed to unstuff his mouth for the moment. "Y-you

don't mind, Ruthie?"

   "I might be blonde, Ricky, but I'm no dummy! You say

how much you hate sucking cock, but this is the fourth time

he's caught you doing something stupid. Suck him off,

Ricky, while I get back to THIS beauty!" She dove back down

on his erection. Ricky gasped, then turned to take the

cop's big meat between his lips. He got that glassy look

again as the cop started pumping into his mouth!

   I scratched my head as I walked away, wondering how the

city ever made any money on traffic citations. I guess it

all depended on how many orgasms their police officers

could manage in a day!

   It seemed to be my day for getting called into

something. As I passed an alcove with steps leading to the

apartments above, I heard a "Sssst!" Two girls about 18

were sitting side by side on the steps. "Hey, boy. Come're

a second, willya?"

   "He's kinda young," the other girl complained.

   "So? He'll prove my point even better."

   Obediently, I stepped into the alcove. "Wha...?"

   "I want to ask you something," she said. She put her

hand down to her girlfriend's knees and spread them apart.

Then she hiked up the girl's skirt, lewdly displaying her

gaping pussy. I wasn't at all surprised that the girl

wasn't wearing any panties, but I was surprised that the

display was for my benefit. "How'd you like to lick that?"

   "N-no...I..." I stammered.

   "Well, then," she hiked her own skirt up showing off

her hairy twat, "how about mine? We'll let you eat us out

if you want."

   "No thanks, I guess." They were both about 18 and I was

a bit intimidated at their rashness.

   "See? I told you, Penny. Every guy in town is turning

queer! I'll bet he's never even touched a pussy, have you,

kid?"

   "Yeah, sure I have," I proudly defended myself. "I

licked it, too!"

   "Really? Bet you've sucked a lot more cocks though,

hunh?"

   "Well...yeah...what's wrong wth that?"

   "Nothing. We like it too. It's just that all the boys

in this town are too busy sucking off each other, our

pussies are gonna dry up!"

   "Yeah, we have to do it to each other just to get some

attention," the other girl agreed.

   I was a bit intrigued, and looked down at their offered

pits. "I-I don't think there's any chance of them drying up

from what I can see. T-they look like they're dripping!"

   "Come on, kid, give us a break. We really need it!"

   "I...I only did it once...to a little girl. She didn't

have any hair on hers. But it was kinda sweet. Oh, and I

did lick Peter's girlfriend's cunt while he fucked her...do

you know Peter?"

   "PETER! Long blonde Peter?" the other girl gushed.

"Gorgeous Peter?"

   I nodded. She got a dreamy look on her face and started

to finger her open gash. "Oh, you lucky guy...I'd eat that

bitch's smelly twat from here to Tuesday just to smell his

balls! I can't believe he let you lick his dick--he's so

straight!"

   Obviously Clyde and I had scored a coup with the

prettiest straight boy in town. I couldn't help rubbing it

in a bit. "Yeah, I licked his ass, too. Then he fucked me

while my black friend fucked his girl!"

   "CLYDE! He let Clyde fuck her?! GOSH!"

   "And he fucked you in the ass?" The first girl sounded

astounded. "Damn! We thought he'd be the last one to go for

it. Guess we might as well get used to muff-diving, girl,

the fags are taking over!"

   "Hey, I'm not a fag!" I gushed, automatically reacting

to her insult. "Well...maybe I...besides, I thought every-

body was happy with the freedom in this town."

   "Oh, we are, kid. It's just frustrating trying to pry

the guys apart long enough to get fucked. If it wasn't for

those naked jerks running around in that pickup, we'd

hardly get any. Oh, don't get me wrong, they're fun guys--

horny as hell! But you tend to get tired of the same old

pricks after a while, you know? What's your name? Haven't

seen you around before, but then you're not in high school

yet, are you?"

   "Jeremy. I'm just here for the summer. I start high

school next month, but back home. I'm visiting my Aunt

Evelyn."

   "Dirty Evelyn!" she laughed. "Oh, don't take offense.

Everybody likes Evelyn. But she's such a whore! Or, at

least that's what we've always been told. She's kind of a

legend in town."

   "If you're Evelyn's nephew, then you must be a dirty

boy!" the other girl giggled. "If you won't lick our

pussies, then at least pull your pecker out and let us suck

it." She reached out and groped me. "Mmm, there is a

stirring in there.

   I gulped, but didn't move. I hadn't had a girl blow me

yet, and I had to admit that the sight of their cunts had

started to get me a little horny. Boy, a guy sure needed a

lot of stamina in his prick to live in this town! But then,

I was 16, and hardly had any trouble in that department.

Her eyes got wider as my cock got longer. I unzipped and

fished my dick out. Instantly, she had it in her mouth!

   "Nice, indeed!" the other girl remarked, reaching in to

pull out my balls and fondle them. They scooted together

and traded my dick back and forth, sucking my cock and

tickling my balls. They were giving me a gentle, tonguing

blowjob--not like the frantic cocksucking of the boys. It

was rather nice for a change. Besides, I'd come so many

times already, I doubted I could come again so soon. I just

let them play, and enjoyed watching the older girls so

entranced with my prick.

   "Excuse me, kiddos!" a man came down the steps, causing

the girls to squish aside to let him by. The mouth was

never taken from my dick. He winked at me. "Nice pecker,

kid! You gals enjoying that?"

   "Yes. And we don't need any help, thank you!" one girl

teased.

   The man laughed and moved on.

   "Y-you didn't have to be nasty to him," I reprimanded

her.

   "Nasty?" she laughed. "Are you kidding? I just didn't

want him to join in. One look at that big prick of his, and

we'd have lost you!"

   "Y-you've seen it?" I asked, forever stunned. The guy

must have been around 40. But then, he was rather handsome.

   "Seen it?" she laughed, uproariously. "The whole

school's seen it! He's one of our History teachers." They

switched positions. It was her turn to suck.

   "Gee, I never thought about that. Is school as outra-

geous as the rest of town is?" I asked, picturing wild

scenes in the classroom.

   "About the only place there's no sex is in class," the

other girl explained. "Absolutely none...except of course

in sex ed! Not in class, or on breaks. But, oh Jeremy, you

should see lunch time! Everybody gathers on the lawn in the

quad...eating and fucking...eating and sucking...eating and

eating! Students and teachers. The only rule is to be done

when the bell rings for next class. Too bad you're not

going to school here...believe me, it's the biggest regular

orgy in the world! It's great, because all those who don't

get it regular get to sit around munching on apples or

something, masturbating while they watch the fun. And it's

surprising at how many ugly boys and girls only have to

show their pricks or pussies and somebody might go down on

them...especially the older teachers." They traded again.

   "And Mr. Patterson, the guy that just walked by?

There's so many guys that want to blow him, they have to

pick numbers at the first of every month! They actually

have this bowl in the Administration Office full of little

strips of paper. Every lunchtime he walks out and takes his

position against a tree and takes his pants off. Whoever

has that day's number hands him the piece of paper and gets

down between his legs and gives him a blowjob while the guy

eats his lunch!"

   "Boy! That's really rude!" I cried.

   "Not really," she explained, "after all, he needs his

lunch. And the number system came about because he had all

these students crawling all over him--it just got to be too

much for him."

   "Jeez! How big is his dick?"

   "Oh, it's a monster! Ten, maybe 11 inches! Boys and

girls both go crazy over it. I've seen women teachers and

football players go down on him. Even the coach regularly

picks a number. I hear he's notorious for getting fucked in

the showers by his team after a game. No wonder they win

most of their games! He comes out and drops his athletic

shorts, licks on Mr. Patterson's big cock, spits on it,

then squats his ass over it and rides his tight ass up and

down for the whole school to see! Some guys that don't want

to suck him, used to grab a number so they could sell it to

the queens!" They traded.

   "Yeah, but they put a stop to that this year. Now, only

the person who picks the number is allowed to use it."

   "Gee, that's kinda surprising he just lays there. He

sure gave me a nasty wink when he went by."

   "Oh, if he hasn't shot his wad by the time he finishes

his lunch, he'll usually wave one of the cuter boys that

are watching over and blow him while he shoots his cream

into the cocksucker's mouth."

   "Y-you girls pick numbers, too?"

   "Sure, we've blown him! But once was enough. He comes

too much! I like sucking boys off, but I hate to gag on it,

you know? The stuff ain't bad, but girls don't seem to take

it as easily as the boys. Maybe cause they drink their own,

or something, but the fellas almost never have trouble

gulping down his big load!"

   "WHEW!" I gasped. "Wish my school was like that!" I

pulled my hard dick from them and knelt down. "I-I think

I'll lick you now, alright? Tell me about Sex Ed, OK?" I

spread the one girl's legs and pushed my face into her wet

twat! The smell wasn't too bad, since they'd had them

spread open for so long that they got aired out.

   I loved it instantly! Those big floppy lips ringed in

hair reminded me of a huge asshole that was more access-

ible. It made me wish that boys' assholes were made like

that. The smell and taste was a bit gamey, but then, the

way I was beginning to like buttholes, hot crotch smells

were a special lure to me anyway!

   "Well," she began to explain, "Sex Ed is the only class

that has any sex. But purely for learning and exhibition.

They show movies. Not those dumb things they probably show

in your school...they show real porno videos--the real

stuff! Guys and girls fucking, guys sucking cock and

getting cornholed--EVERYTHING! It's a real turn-on. I guess

that's why all Sex Ed classes are scheduled just before

lunch. Otherwise, the halls would be full of naked bodies

all day! Oooh, he's really nibbling your cunny, Gail. He's

a natural! My turn."

   I smacked my lips noisily away from Gail's cunt and

eagerly went between the other girl's legs. It was freshly

fragrant, and I really dug in! This pussy-lapping stuff

wasn't so bad after all.

   "Oh, honeyboy! Yeah, lick that little man down there!"

   I discovered their clits and tickled them mercilessly,

remembering that they were tiny pricks. That made it more

exciting. I flittered my tongue back and forth on it,

making a lot of noise. Then I heard the laughter behind me.

I looked back over my shoulder to see three little kids

standing there pointing and giggling.

   "You can do that to me, Johnny," the little girl said.

"OK?"

   "Yuck! No way, Jose!"

   "Me either!" the other boy said adamantly. "Let's go!"

   The three of us laughed and I went back to my cunt-

eating.

   "Anyway, once a semester each student has to perform

a sex act in front of the class. They can pick another

student. Of course, the other student has to be agreeable,

but the teacher encourages us to be agreeable if we can.

Especially if it's passive, like getting eaten out or

sucked. Shouldn't matter if you don't have to do anything

yourself, he tells us. A lot of straight guys get their

first blowjobs from other guys that way."

   "Yeah, I remember in my class this skinny kid went down

the aisle and whispered into that punk kid's ear--Spike.

Spike turned and looked up at him. 'SUCK MY ASSHOLE?' he

cried out. But the kid didn't flinch. He just nodded,

eagerly. Spike looked at the teacher, but he only shrugged

his hands leaving it up to Spike. It was a valid sex act.

Kids started whooping and hollerin' urging Spike to go

through with it.

   'Go ahead, Spike, let the little f...guy do it if he

wants.' 'Yeah,' one girl coaxed, 'nobody's done that yet!'

"That's what YOU think,' a guy chuckled. 'I mean in class,

dummy!' she giggled.

   "'I don't know,' Spike said, 'I...I might not be real

clean down there, you know?' Rough, tough Spike was

actually blushing! Then the kid blatantly said, 'I don't

care' The class cracked up. The teacher said, 'Now class,

we've learned tolerance here, haven't we? Everyone to their

own..uh...tastes, right?' Then he cracked a smile, too.

Spike bolted from his chair and went to the front. 'Why

me?' he asked the kid. 'Cause you're so butch and you got

pretty eyes, and this is the only way I'll ever get to do

it!' 'You got that right!' Spike told him.

   Then he knelt up on the desk, facing the blackboard,

and unsnapped his Levi's, clanging his chains, and exposed

his ass to the class. They began to clap. One guy in the

front row whistled and called out, 'Hey Spike, I can smell

it from here...WHEW!' The teacher asked the kid, 'You sure

about this, son? That's pretty heady. You ever done it

before?' 'No, but I want to so much, I don't care how bad

it is!' 'OK, so go for it, Felton, lick my shitty hole!

'Quiet,' the teacher told him, 'it's his assignment. You

agreed, now quietly voice your pleasure or keep quiet.'

'It's alright, Mr. Watson, I know what I'm gonna do is real

nasty. But it'll be even better if he calls me names and

stuff!' The teacher said very well, and Spike really let

loose with insults!"

   "Golly, Joyce, that sounds wild!"

   "Yeah, the more Spike layed into him, calling him

shit-licker and butt-smeller, the more the guy ate out his

asshole! They were both allowed to get off, but Spike's

dick just hung there. It got kinda hard, but he didn't make

any move to jack off or anything. When Felton got up,

smiling, he turned and showed the class that he'd shot a

big load in his pants! Everybody laughed, but they cheered

him for putting on a good show! He was excused early so he

could go clean himself up. Spike went back to his seat, and

everybody teased him by holding their noses. 'Get over it,

creeps, it sure don't smell after that!' And you know, I've

seen Felton riding around with Spike a few times. I guess

Spike has his own personal ass-licker now."

   "What about Sammy....uh, Sammy..." I tried to ask.

   "OH! SAMMY SHITLICK! He was in my class last year.

A guy I knew said he'd asked the teacher if he could have

a guy take a shit while he licked it. But the teacher said

no, that was going a bit too far. So Sammy just sucked a

guy off. But everybody knows what he likes! He's always

rimming guys in the quad. 'Licking his lunch' everybody

says! He really seems to like rimming the teachers. You

know Sammy?"

   "Kinda. I took a shit in his face." I was getting quite

worked up. Not just from the pussy licking, but from the

stories and the memories. "Licked his dirty butthole,

too." I crammed a finger up her twat. "You girls like

licking assholes?" They shook their heads no. "Boy, I sure

do! Lift your legs, I'll lick your assholes, too!" They

both agreed, and I went from one to the other and tongued

their buttholes. I enjoyed it, but for this operation I was

wishing they were boys. My dick was still hanging out, hard

and dripping.

   "Stick it in me, Jeremy!" Gail cried.

   "Yeah, fuck me too!" Joyce encouraged.

   Eagerly, I slipped my prick up my first cunt, then my

second cunt, and went back and forth, fucking them both. It

was all fair and democratic, until Joyce wet a finger and

crammed it down the back of my pants and up my asshole! I

shot my load up her cunt as her body shook tremulously.

When I stood up, Gail cried out, "Oh, get me off, Joycie!"

She pulled me to her face and started to lick my cock clean

while Joyce shoved three fingers up her steamy twat. When

Gail got off, I was afraid she was going to bite my dick

off--she was really gnawing on it! But it came out worse

for the wear, but intact.

   How the hell was I going to be able to go back home?

Everything I'd done since getting into town...everything

that had been done to me...I'd enjoyed. How could I go back

to that uptight atmosphere? I'd go nuts in a week! What,

school without a lunchtime orgy? Bus rides without resident

cocksuckers? Theaters without smelly-assed ushers? Garage

attendants that would run me off when I suggested they piss

in my mouth? And all those hot shits I'd have to take

without having a Sammy there to lick it clean for me. I had

to figure out a way to stay here. But how?

   "Mom, I'm not coming home, I like licking little Girl

Scouts' pussies, and sucking off big nigger dicks. There's

this boy that likes having shit licked off his asshole and

I wanna stick around for that!"

   I rushed home, hoping Horace would be there on his

lunch break. Perhaps he and Aunt Evelyn could come up with

something...besides a boner! I ran past the theater, the

beauty salon, the hardware store, the pool hall...and I

hadn't even been on the other side of the street!

   Just as I crossed an intersection, the pickup truck

drove by. Same guys, but they weren't mooning today. I was

actually glad to see them.

   I yelled out, "Hey! If I get to stay in town, I'm gonna

blow you guys silly, and suck your assholes out!"

   "Figured you would...GOOD LUCK!" one guy yelled back.

   I passed Tommy's house. His father was in the yard. He

waved. I waved back. "Get everybody warmed up. I wanna suck

your whole family!"

   I burst in the back door, letting the screen slam, but

I knew right away that they probably didn't hear it. Sure

enough, the remarks coming from the front room told me

Horace was indeed home for a lunch quickie.

   "EAT THAT SHITHOLE, YOU BITCH!" Aunt Evelyn was sitting

on the floor pumping her favorite cucumber in and out of

her twat. Her head was back on the hassock and Horace was

grinding his asshole over her mouth. They couldn't see me.

Hell, Aunt Evelyn couldn't see anything! I rushed up and

yanked the cucumber from her twat and stuck my finger in

there and fluttered it around. She was surprised, but she

couldn't move. I reached under with my other hand and

jabbed a finger up Horace's big wet asshole. I dug it in

deep, jiggling my finger from side to side, then scurried

over and sat on the couch. They broke apart, and looked at

me. I smiled and licked my fingers!

   "Jeremy!" they both cried, surprised but certainly not

embarrassed.

   "We gotta talk," I said.

   "Gee, kid, can it wait til later? I got a real itch up

my can!"

   "Horace, you always got an itch up your can," I said.

"You oughta just have somebody's face sewn to your ass!"

   "You offering?"

   "Sorry, too many hot asses to lick in this town to

settle for one. Besides, I'd hafta fight Aunt Evelyn. She's

always got her face up your ass. How much shit you think

you've licked off that hole, Auntie? Couple hundred pounds?

I'm surprised your lips aren't permanently brown!"

   "Jeremy!" she gasped.

   "You bein' nasty, fella?" Horace glared at me.

   "FUCK YES! Nasty as all shit! And I fuckin' love it! I

ate out two girls this morning and fucked them both--in the

mouth and cunt. I drank Roger's hot piss. Let a 9-year-old

blow me and sucked his asshole. Hell, I sucked lots of

assholes...some rather smelly with tasty shit on them! I

let the kid piss in my mouth, too. I'm going crazy in this

town and I wanna stay. I wanna suck cocks and eat pussy. I

wanna blow cops on the corner. I wanna get fucked while a

guy shoves a shitty dick in my mouth and makes me lick it.

You shit in my mouth, Horace, and made me swallow some, and

before the week's out I'm gonna get a boy to do it again. I

wanna lick turds, and maybe even eat them if I really like

the guy. And this is the only place on earth I can do it. I

gotta stay!"

   "Horace! You did that to the boy?!"

   "Hmmm, maybe not for the last time. I'll explain

later."

   "Oh, Jeremy," Aunt Evelyn said, concerned, "maybe it

wouldn't be a good idea. I mean, licking lovely anuses is

one thing, and a little shit doesn't hurt. But you sound

like you're going overboard."

   "Aw, shit! What's the difference if you take a month to

lick enough shit to make up a turd...like you do...or just

take it all at once? I want to go to high school here and

join in the lunch orgy. BOY! I GET ALL EXCITED THINKING

ABOUT HOW MANY SWELL ASSHOLES I COULD LICK OUT...RIGHT

THERE ON THE GRASS! TEACHERS, TOO!"

   "Well, since your heart's all set on it...perhaps we

might arrange something. Let me think."

   "That'd be swell, kid," Horace smiled. "Might try

swappin' turds with ya after all!"

   After dark, I ventured over to Sarah's house, as I'd

promised. I'd recuperated enough...and was ready for more

action. Must be something in the water! I rapped on the

screen door, and peeked in. Nobody was around. I rapped a

couple more times. Pretty soon, a naked boy about 10 came

bounding up a stairway and headed for the door. He stood

there smiling for a second, totally unashamed of his

nudity.

   "Hi!" He stood there scratching his little round ass.

I'm Bobby, who're you?"

   "I'm Jeremy. Uh, is your dad around?"

   "Everybody's down...oh, here he comes."

   "Jeremy! You're just in time." He opened the door for

me. His robe fell open and he didn't bother to refasten it.

He was naked underneath, and caught me surveying his

youthful body, and his long hanging, half-engorged prick.

He held out his hand. "Bob Ericson, by the way. And this,"

he rustled the hair of the youngster who'd sidled up to his

dad and reached into the robe to flip-flop his pecker

around absentmindedly, "is my youngest, Bobby."

   "You gonna suck my dad's dick?" he asked, eagerly.

   "Uh, yeah, I'd sure like to," I said, still not

completely over the uncontrollable habit of blushing.

   "It's neat. But I can't get it in my mouth so I just

play with it and lick his balls. I like to suck Tommy's

though, 'cept he always squirts in my mouth! Yeech!"

   "Gee, Bobby, that's the best part!" I said, chuckling.

   "Can I suck yours?" he asked.

   "Sure, if you'll let me suck yours," I said.

   "OK. Nobody ever wants to suck mine. It's too small,

and I can't spritz yet!"

   "Well, I'd like to suck it anyway, 'n put my tongue up

your bottom."

   "You do that too, hunh? Sarah likes that. Boy, does

she! Always tryin' to get me not to wipe. But who wants to

go around with a smelly poophole just for a girl?!"

   Bob hugged his son, proudly, and kidded, "I'm with you,

son. Ericson boys are known for their clean poopholes,

right? Course you could give your sister a treat once in a

while." He patted the boy's head.

   "I guess so," the boy shrugged.

   "Jeremy, when I told everyone you might be over, and

what you said, they got all inflamed and started a family

orgy. It's not often we have someone over for everybody to

enjoy. They're all down in the game room going at it. But

don't worry. This group can carry on all night! Come on.

Come meet my wife, Elyse. And Phil, he's 17. Remember? I

told you about him. He's quite a ladies' man, but he sure

likes to ride his dad's pony!"

   "Yeah, he's always sittin' on it!" the kid giggled.

"I'm gonna fuck him too...when I get older!"

   "Say, why don't you strip up here?" Bob suggested.

"That way you'll feel at home right away."

   "OK," I agreed, knowing I'd be instantly at ease with

this group.

   The boy sat on the floor, cross-legged, gazing up at me

while I stripped. Maybe he couldn't come yet, but his eyes

gleamed like a cock lover! Just their talk had me warmed up

a bit, so when I finally dropped my shorts, my cock flopped

out invitingly.

   "Wow, Pop! It's almost as big as Phil's!"

   "Do you suck your brother Phil?" I asked him.

   "Mostly I just lick it," he replied, "when he lets me."

   "Well, if I get to stay here, you can come over to my

house and lick my prick any time you want." He smiled

brightly.

   The man led the way down the stairs, shucking his robe

as he went. When I got to the first step, Bobby wrapped his

arms around my shoulders and hopped onto my back. "Give me

a ride?" he asked into my ear.

   "Sure," I agreed, slipping my hands back and holding

his bare thighs. He was just a little squirt, but I loved

the feel of his naked body and genitals squirming on my

back as I watched his father's trim, hunky ass fluctuating

in front of me as we descended the stairs.

   The first thing I saw was Tommy, looking quite bored,

on his hands and knees. Little Sarah was licking his

asshole and the back of his balls. Then I followed the

sounds to my left. Elyse, a beautiful young blond woman,

lay moaning on the couch. Phil, the 17-year-old, was on top

of her...humping her madly! He was repeatedly long-cocking

a big luscious, wet prick in and out of his mother's cunt!

   Bob lifted the kid from my shoulders and whispered in

my ear. "Go stick your prick in her mouth...she'll love it!"

   I nodded, unable to take my eyes off Phil. He was tall

and lean, and absolutely gorgeous! His hair was long and

silky brown. His rotating ass was small and perfect. He

looked like a lean basketball player taking time out for a

fuck. Except that he was fucking his mother! He saw me

coming, and stared expressionless, not missing a beat. He

surveyed my naked body. His eyes upon me caused my prick to

go from an elongated, but sloppy wienie, to a turgid,

demanding prick in the distance it took to reach the couch.

A slight smile curved his lips as he watched the rapid rise

of my boner.

   His glassy-eyed mother turned and immediately grabbed

for me. Words and introductions would have been an

unwelcome intrusion at this point.

   "Oh, lovely!" she moaned, fondling my balls and aiming

my prick to her mouth. She took it in and proceeded to give

me a wet, luscious blowjob! In that position, I had to

brace myself by lifting a leg onto the couch and holding

onto the back. That brought me face-to-face with Phil. He

was close enough that we could smell each other's breath. I

stared into the most incredible blue eyes I'd ever seen. I

felt like I was falling in love!

   He slowed his pace and took a quick glance down,

watching his mother suck my hard prick. Then he looked

again into my eyes.

   "I've heard about you...around town," he said, calmly,

in a very sexy manner. "They say you do just about any-

thing. Mostly with boys!" There was a slight tinge of

challenge and accusation in his voice.

   "I've been getting around," I said, trying to meet his

attitude.

   "I like girls myself," he said, just a bit

sarcastically.

   "Even your mother, hunh?" I countered.

   A slight smiled crept over his face. "Especially my

mother! She's got the hottest cunt in town, doncha Mom?" He

said this without looking down. She moaned around my prick

in assent.

   "I hear you also love to ride your daddy's big dick!"

   His expression broke slightly, unprepared that I was

aware of that. But he immediately regained his composure

...and even smiled.

   "I don't let cocks up my ass much, but I'm sure you'll

admit that my dad's prick is hard to resist. He ever fuck

you?"

   "No," I shook my head, smiling. "I came here to fuck

him."

   He got a shocked look on his face at that. Then he

glared at me. "In your dreams!" he blustered. "Nobody's

ever fucked Dad."

   "I'm gonna fuck 'im," I said, assuredly, "after he

blows me."

   He chuckled, sure now that I was full of it. "Dad don't

suck cock."

   "We'll see," I replied, quickly saying something else

to keep him from looking over at his dad, and breaking our

contact. "Betcha lick out a lot of cunts, hunh?"

   "Mmmm. You bet I do! Course you probably never tried

it."

   "You lick Sarah's hot little pussy?"

   "Sure. While she sucks my butt!"

   "I licked her pussy, too," I said, breathing into his

face. "Can I suck your butt?"

   "HUNH?!" His little game of one upmanship was broken.

His father and two younger brothers started to laugh. They

were on the floor, arms wrapped around each other,

listening to us. Poor Phil was so pissed he'd lost his

erection. He pulled out, much to his mother's dismay, and

slumped into a seated position. His mother let my prick

loose, and also sat up. But she was smacking her lips and

gave me a warm caress, easing me to sit beside her.

   "My, that was sweet! You have a lovely pecker, Jeremy.

In fact, you're lovely all over. I just crave juicy young

boys. But I guess that's evident...letting my own sons fuck

me. Did you say you were going to fuck my husband? Oooh,

dreamy if it's true."

   "Dad ain't gonna let no pecker up his ass. Are ya,

Dad!" Phil cried.

   Bob Ericson laughed. "Phil, you're a pickle! Maybe

you've been reading too many books from the outside. For a

kid that loves a prick up his ass as much as you do, you

sure love to come off like a macho stud." He saw the hurt

look in the guy's eyes. "But don't get him wrong, Jeremy,"

he quickly addressed his remarks to me. "Phil's a stud,

alright. Probably the truly butchest guy in town. Thing is,

he just can't seem to reconcile that with the fact that he

loves getting fucked. Nobody ever told him, I guess, that

butch studs love a prick up the ass, too. Guess that's

mostly my fault. Old attitudes are sometimes deeply

ingrained. Let the boys blow me while I should have been

blowing them, too. Boys, is your Dad a stud?"

   "Yeah!" came the cry from Bobby, Sarah and Tommy. Phil

merely nodded.

   "The best!" Elyse saved her comment for last.

   "Well, gang, your old Pop used to suck pricks occasion-

ally...back when I was single. Captain of my high school

football team screwed my ass a couple of times, too. I just

forgot how good that all felt until the other day.

Remember, Tommy?"

   "Sure, Dad. You sucked Horace while I blew you! Boy,

what a wad!"

   "Yeah, I was getting a cuntlick from Jeremy!" Sarah

blurted.

   Bob leaned over and licked Elyse's thigh. "Wanna see me

get my butt plugged, honey?"

   "Oh, yes, darling! But don't make it a one-shot deal,

sweetheart. I think the boys should be able to climb up

your ass any time they want. And you should suck them off

as often as they suck you off."

   "Hmmm. A little bit of sarcasm there, dear?"

   "You bet! You've had it too good, you rascal. High time

you paid them back! Poor Tommy's always sucking you...and

he doesn't even like sucking cock."

   "Gee, I'm sorry, Tommy," the man poked the kid.

   "Aw, fuck! I just act that way cause Phil does. I love

blowin' ya, Dad! So does Phil...he just won't admit it!"

   "D-do you guys mind if I just kinda stroll around...and

do things while you're talking?" I asked.

   "Aw, what're we doing. We have a guest. We shouldn't be

airing our family problems..."

   "NO!" I interjected. "Keep it up. I want to hear it

all. It'll be more exciting if you all just ignore me...

kinda." I stood up.

   Curious at what I was up to, they went back to their

conversation, half watching me.

   "And while we're at it..." Elyse continued, intrigued

to allowed me that freedom--like a phantom. Probably

because I started my venture by spreading her legs. She

opened them widely. "Sarah's as much a part of this family

as anyone else. She has certain things she likes, just like

the rest of us." She gently put her hand on the top of my

head. I was moving between her legs, approaching her wet

cunt. "Now, goodness knows where that college boy has had

his butt! If your sister likes bottoms that aren't exactly

sparkling clean, I think the least you boys can do is save

a little grunge for her. This idea of not wanting to walk

around with a dirty 'poophole' is just garbage. It only

takes a moment to drop your pants--or come right out of the

bathroom--and let your sister clean you up. She shouldn't

have to go all over town to get what she likes. And that

goes for you too, darling. She wants to lick her Daddy's

shit as well as her brothers', don't you, sweetheart?"

   "Yes, Momma! The other day I had to beg two boys coming

out of the boys' bathroom to let me lick their butts!"

   "See? The poor child has to go begging to get what she

wants!"

   I'd licked her wet pussy enough for the moment. I

wanted a male taste of some sort. I picked Tommy. I went

behind him and got down on the carpet. I grabbed his

sitting bottom and twisted it sideways. Then I ducked my

head down there and licked his asshole.

   "Are we supposed to ignore him?" Phil asked, agitated.

   "Completely," Bob said. "You don't see anybody strange

here, do you, Bobby?" he asked his youngest.

   "N-n-o, Daddy!" he giggled. I had my head down between

his little outspread legs, nibbling on his fresh, hairless

pecker and balls. "Nobody here but us cocksuckers!" he

giggled. I lifted his legs up. His dad helped hold them

back. I tongued his little butthole, even managing to shoot

my tongue a ways inside. Bob reached down and spread his

son's anus so I could dig in deeper.

   "Phil, how can we make your sex life more fulfilling?"

he asked his oldest. "Besides throwing you a fuck more

often?"

   Phil stared at his dad. He stiffened, knowing I was

crawling up between his legs. He gasped when I slipped my

lips over his cunty-smelling cock and drew it into my

mouth.

   "I don't know, Dad. Maybe you could find a neighbor boy

to come over and fuck your mouth and asshole!" Phil said,

sarcastically.

   "Good idea, Phil. But how will that increase your

pleasure?"

   His cock was rapidly expanding into my throat.

   "Uh, I-I dunno...uh, maybe seein' that...I, I wouldn't

feel so b-bad...about...unhnnn....LOVIN' YOUR BIG PRICK

UP MY GUTS! Jeez! Whoever's NOT sucking my cock had better

stop!" I quickly pulled off his prick, leaving him gasping

and sitting there with a roaring hardon!

   Figuring I shouldn't speak...to maintain the game...I

looked to Bob and motioned Phil's legs in the air.

   He caught on. "Philly, let me see your asshole. Lift

your legs up and let me check it out."

   He moaned quietly, and did so. I dipped down there and

licked around his poochy anus. It was really delightful!

The whole family sat there watching me run my tongue over

the 17-year-old's anal hole. I glanced around for a moment.

Phil was fingering his mother's twat. Tommy was stroking

his dad's pecker. Bobby was just staring--with a stupid

grin on his face. And Sarah...well, Sarah was looking at

Phil's asshole and licking her lips! She had a glazed look

in her eyes. Then I remembered that I'd brought her a

special surprise. I'd pooped after dinner and very

carelessly wiped myself, knowing the shithole-licking

little girl would get off on it since her brothers were so

fastidious. Without speaking, I winked at her and slapped

myself on the ass. She got a big smile of recognition on

her face, and quickly hopped up and knelt behind me. I went

back to tonguing Phil's hanging asslips while she spread my

cheeks and stuck her nose between them!

   Any little 11-year-old girl that licks a college boy's

asshole for the taste certainly shouldn't be shy around her

naked family. And Sarah was anything but shy! As soon as

she got a whiff of my butt, she began to make 'mmmm, mmmm'

sounds. I spread my legs farther apart and arched my back,

sticking my bottom higher in the air. Sarah liked her

surprise immensely and wasted no time in fluttering her

tongue over my dirty craphole! The girl was a connoisseur--

she didn't lick it all up at once but savored it to make it

last. She oughta hook up with Sammy Shitlick, I thought.

This girl would be licking turds before she was 13!

   I wet my finger and stuck it up Phil's asshole. He

moaned, and really started diddling his mom's clit. I

licked my finger as I drove it in and out of his sweet-

tasting quim!

   Mrs. Ericson broke the fantasy up. "I thought this

precious child was here for me...and apparently you, too,

Bob!"

   "Yes, darling. I thought you'd enjoy watching me suck

his cock after he fucks you. Then, after he rests up a bit,

he can fuck me!"

   "Well, I need him now!" she declared, gently pushing

Phil's hand away and throwing her legs practically over her

head! "Come on, Jeremy baby, slip that sweet pecker in

here! You can play with Sarah and the boys later!"

   I looked over at her sloppy twat and quickly scooted

over to her. Phil's tasty bung had my prick raring to fuck

anything! I ate out Elyse's cunt for a while, then stood

and aimed my prick. In one sudden lunge, I drove into her

balls-deep! She gasped, and swung her legs around my back,

settling down into the sofa. Moaning pleasantly, she ran

her hands over my body and up and down my hips--caressing

my young, smooth skin and making me tingle.

   Bob got up close and played with my slapping balls,

holding them up to get a good look as I slammed into his

pretty wife! Keeping up his fondling, he moved his head up

to kiss her.

   "Oh, darling, he's wonderful!" she cooed. "Come around

to the back of the couch and stick your prick in his mouth.

I want to see him blow you while he fucks me!" He arose and

quickly complied, pushing his big dick over the back of the

couch. I opened my mouth and eagerly went down on his stiff

boner. The only cock in the house I hadn't sucked yet--it

was worth the wait. I was big and juicy...hell, all the men

in this family had juicy cocks! Even little Bobby's had

gotten stiff and twitched when I sucked on it. But this one

was the master's cock! The one that Phil couldn't resist

riding. The one that Tommy couldn't resist sucking off. The

one that I couldn't resist taking into the back of my

throat! I began to furiously bob up and down on it.

   Elyse's cuntal walls were grasping my prick tightly,

sending tremors up and down my shaft, as she stared up to

where I was blowing her husband. To give her a good show,

and to keep him from popping off too soon, I began to

lewdly lick up and down his throbbing shaft, showing her

how I loved her man's wonderful cock. Bob swung both his

legs over and sat on the back of the sofa. I was able to

get at him easier, and he squatted down so she could lick

on his low-hanging balls!

   Bobby came around and looked down at us. "Wow! He's

lickin' your dick, Pop! An' stickin' Mom at the same time!

Holy fuckin' piss-eatin' shit! I wish I was older!"

   "Hey!" Bob warned him, "watch that filthy language,

youngster! Go sit on your sister's face or something."

   Phil, gingerly handling his turbid cock and closely

watching the fuck and suck, as everyone was, looked up at

his dad. "You g-gonna come in his mouth, Dad?"

   "Uh, why, Phil? You wanna ride the pony?"

   "Y-yeah. I got a big itch up my tail tonight. And only

you can reach in deep enough to relieve it."

   I let his cock go. "I...I'd like to see that! I'm gonna

come soon."

   "OK, Jeremy. You call the shots tonight. We'll do just

about anything you wanna see, won't we kids?" The responses

were affirmative, if somewhat hesitant at what that might

entail. Immediately, I started to think of different

scenarios. But that was short-lived as Elyse began to hump

her ass up at me. 16 years old and I was humping a pretty

woman while her family looked on! I started to gasp breath-

lessly. She knew that sound, and grabbed my asscheeks,

pulling me into her and helping me pump. I let out a

wounded cry and emptied my balls in her cunt!

   I fell exhaustedly onto her. She cuddled me, kissing my

cheek, and wiping the hair from my sweaty brow. I gasped my

thanks and she kissed me again. "Thank you, you sweet

little stud!" She bent down and licked all over one of my

nipples! Nobody'd ever done that. Always more to expe-

rience, I thought, wondering what else was left to feel!

   I lifted off, pulling my soaking prick from her with

a wet 'smooch'! I stood up and took a deep breath, then

looked over at Phil. He was unashamedly sitting there

playing with his dick and slipping a finger in and out of

his asshole...keeping it warm for his father. I nearly

swooned, seeing the hot lust in his eyes!

   Snapping to, I kinda looked around to find something to

wipe my gooey cock off with. Then I remembered...I was in

charge of the festivities! Phil was lifting himself as Bob

scooted under him, holding his rampant cock up. Phil

continued to stare lasiviously at me as he reached behind

and pulled his cheeks open.

   "Wanna see me ride my Dad's big prick, doncha neighbor

boy?"

   "Yes," I replied, saying quietly out loud what was

meant for him. "I've seen a lot of horny people in this

town, but nobody ever had a hungrier look than you do!"

   Though he'd undoubtedly taken his father's massive

prick many times, he suddenly screwed up his face in

momentary pain as he felt the huge knob enter his anus.

   "Sit down, Phil, relax," I cooed. "As soon as you have

that big prick up your ass, I'm gonna stick my cock in your

mouth! You wanna lick off all your Mommy's hot pussy juice,

don't you?"

   He looked down at my wet prick. It hung wet and sloppy

between my legs. It wasn't stiff, but hadn't lost its

length. I even felt an urge that signalled a boner on the

way--just from looking at his lips! My warning spurred him

on.

   "AW, SHIT!" he cried in pain, sitting down and driving

that big prick straight up his rectum! After he caught his

breath, he reached out and took me by the hips, drawing me

closer. I lifted it and held it out. Squirming his ass

comfortably on the long shaft, he opened his mouth and

slurped my cock completely into his mouth. He sucked off

the cum and pussyjuice, alright; then he sucked just

because he wanted to taste my cockskin! I erected right in

his mouth. It would be a while before I could come again,

but even getting another hardon so fast was quite amazing.

Phil had an effect on a certain spot in my brain. Watching

him suck me gave me mini tingling, orgasmless orgasms!

   I looked down to my side because of the slurping sounds

I heard. Tommy was on his knees licking his momma's

dripping twat. She gently caressed his head, petting him

appreciatively. And behind him, Sarah had her face up his

ass again!

   Phil was moving up and down much too rapidly now to

keep my prick in his mouth. He left off it, licking his

lips with a reluctant look. He'd been enjoying it, but it

was obvious that the pleasure center situated up Phil's ass

took dominance over everything else. That was okay with me.

Seeing how he was enjoying himself being impaled on his

father's prick not only gave him a glow of total lust, but

fully exposed his sexual vulnerability. That made him even

sexier in my eyes. I crouched down and pushed both his legs

apart so I could see the wanton fuck. Seeing me looking

down there, Phil slowed his movements and began to ease his

strokes, sensuously moving his anus the full length of the

long shaft!

   "OH, YES...I LOVE GETTING FUCKED!" He layed back

against his Dad's chest and lifted his feet. Getting extra

leverage, he was able to show me how crudely he loved

having his asshole stuffed. It was so fucking raw, I had to

match it. I got right in there--lifted Phil's balls--and

began to lick Bob's squishy cock!

   "W-what're you doing?" Phil gasped.

   "Lickin' your dad's pecker," I calmly spoke between

their legs. "I like to lick peckers!"

   "B-but..."

   "Especially a pecker that's going in and out of your

asshole! I love the way you taste inside! I like licking

and smelling your ass juices!"

   "Oh, gross!" cried Bobby. "He's licking poop!"

   "No he's not, silly!" Sarah corrected him. "Look

closer."

   "Must be," Bobby insisted, "it's up his poophole, isn't

it?"

   "So what, dummy? I've put my finger up your bum before.

It didn't always come out dirty, did it?"

   "Well...no," Bobby admitted, "but even when it did,

YOU LICKED IT!"

   I licked it! I licked all over Bob Ericson's cock as

his hot son bounced his ass up and down on it. When the

action got too furious, I reached up and grabbed Phil's

boner, letting him fuck in and out of my fist. Watching me

jacking him off, Phil let out loud gasps of electric

pleasure and sunk onto every inch of his dad's prick and

stayed there.

   "AIIEE!" he watched himself squirt high volleys of

cream over and over again...the warm juice falling back

down and covering my pumping fist. Bob was crying loudly as

he exploded up his son's rectum. When Phil jerked because

his cock was too sensitive for my touch, I let it be and

began to lick his sperm from my hand.

   After catching their breaths, Phil began to lift his

ass. He got halfway up the shaft when he stopped and looked

at me. "Y-you're not...you're not gonna...?"

   "Oh yes I am!" I grinned. "I'm not going to let this

treat pass!" He swung himself off and turned in time to see

me go down on his father's cock!

   "Gawd, you're a dirty kid!" he gasped.

   I continued to lick the gooey prick, talking around

it. "You might think your ass is dirty...I think it's

delicious!"

   "Jeez!" Then he suddenly put a palm to his asshole.

"Uh, oh!" He started to squeeze his butt and back away. He

was leaking! I grabbed his thigh and looked up at him,

licking my lips.

   "Turn around, Phil. Let me suck out your dad's hot

cum!"

   "Hunh? Suck it out of my ass?!" He tentatively turned.

   "Yeah! Help me, Phil." I licked his wet hole. "Squeeze

it out...SHIT IT OUT IF YOU HAVE TO...SHIT IT INTO

MY MOUTH!"

   "Heh! OK, guy," he shrugged agreeably and thrust his

asshole against my mouth. I don't know if the others could

hear it--because I had my mouth pressed firmly around his

anus--but Phil totally relaxed and even farted! Except they

weren't exactly farts. The escaping gas pushed the warm

juice from his hole, causing it to gurgle and bubble from

his anus onto my tongue! I licked and lapped, then sucked

out the rest!

   He fell onto the sofa, exhausted, next to his folks. I

layed down on the floor and caught my own breath...savoring

the creamy taste on my lips. Only Tommy sat there jerking

his prick.

   "N-no, stop that, T-Tommy," I waved my hand. He

persisted.

   "TOM!" his father cried. "Let it loose! I think Jeremy

has a better plan in mind for your hot boner. Do you,

Jeremy?"

   "Uh, well...n-nothing personal at the moment. You know

what I'd like to see? Does Sarah get fucked? I'd like to

see Tommy fuck Sarah."

   "Oh, my!" Elyse cried. "Sarah is still a virgin!"

   "Do I hafta be, Momma?" Sarah asked, a finger up her

little quim.

   "Well...no, I guess not. Would you like your brother to

fuck you, darling?"

   "Sure! I like Tommy's dick. Wanna be my first fuck,

Tom?"

   "Bob?" Elyse asked.

   "Well, she hasn't had her first period yet, has she?"

Elyse shook her head. "Well, it's alright, then. She can't

get pregnant. What'da you say, Tommy?"

   "I-I'm ready to stick it in the dog!" Everyone laughed.

   "Hah! Stick it in your sister instead. But go easy."

   "Lemme suck her twat real good, first," I suggested.

"Just a while longer, Tommy. Sarah, come sit on my face."

Eagerly, the girl came over and plopped down on my face. I

licked her out--thoroughly--then began to use fingertips.

As natural an ass-licker as she was, Sarah was more than

ready to have her first fuck. I don't know what she--or

someone else--had done, but my finger found no hymen in

there. I imagine that the girl herself had probably worked

the thing loose. Unless her horny college boyfriend had

cocked it loose! That image excited me...picturing the 19-

year-old driving his long cock into her steamy 11-year-old

pussy, while the child begged for more! Cause that's what

Sarah would do...beg for more! That's what I wanted to see.

   I lifted her wet twat from my mouth. "Now, sweet-

heart...get on your hands and knees. I'm gonna lick Tommy's

prick and get it good and wet for you." She did as I asked.

I grabbed Tommy and felt him up. "Can you do it, buddy?" I

asked, fondling his balls.

   "I-if you put your mouth on my dick...I'll squirt in

your mouth! Maybe just lick it and put lots of spit on it."

   "OK, fella. But think of something else. Try to cool

down. We all want to see you fuck your sister. Sarah wants

you to take her cherry. Show her how good it can be. You

know how to fuck?"

   "Y-yeah...but I've only fucked Mom! And she...she's..."

   "Got a sloppy pussy? Is that what you're trying to say,

son?"

   "No, Mom! Nothing like that...just..."

   "The word's experienced Tommy," Bob chuckled.

   "Yeah, that's it! Sarah's not experienced. I don't

wanna hurt her!"

   "Sarah'll be alright...if you go easy," I encouraged.

I wet him down, tempted to draw out his cream myself.

Instead, I held his dick and wagged it up and down her hot

pussy lips, reminding him to go easy. He dipped in...his

knob disappearing. Sarah flinched, then backed up.

   Tommy eyes rolled back. "Oooh!" He grabbed her hips

tightly, making her freeze. "Sarah, stop that!"

   "But, Tommy, it feels so good! It doesn't hurt."

   "OK, OK, I'll fuck you...but let me cool off so I can

last! You know how fast I shoot off!"

   Sarah dropped her head and rested it in her arms...

patiently. She did understand.

   "H-how's school, Tommy?" Phil asked, trying to take his

mind off his prick. He wanted to see this fuck as much as

anyone.

   "S-school?" Tommy broke his gaze to look at his

brother. "I-I walked into the bathroom and...and Pete

Tompkins was blowing Mr. Phillips! AW, FUCK IT!" He started

to plow into his little sister...fucking her madly! He

drove his prick into her--fucking her like a little whore!

   "FUCK ME, TOMMY! FUCK ME!" She cried out, fingering her

clit. She was just as hot as he was. She banged her ass

back, taking every inch of his prick! We all stared--amazed

at the way they fucked each other. Tommy gasped out loud,

creaming his juice into her pussy. Sarah was trembling--

perhaps her first orgasm!?! She loved it...whatever it was.

   Slipping his cock out, Tommy fell back onto the carpet.

Phil got up and quickly went down to his little sister--not

to comfort her--to suck out her pussy! He attached his

mouth to her little twat and raised her legs to wrap around

his neck. He sucked out his brother's juices!

   Tommy was catching his breath when Bobby leaned over

and began to lick all over his cock! Tommy was 14. Tommy

was hot. Tommy had just had his first fuck. Tommy got

another boner. Tommy urged his little brother on...and shot

in his mouth! Bobby drank his brother's cum!

   Bob and Elyse sat back, smiling at their unashamed

children.

   Everyone rested then. Bob and Elyse had cocktails. Phil

had a beer. The rest of us, soft drinks...while Bob related

some of their history.

   "Elyse and I just missed being flower children," he

started. "In the 60's we were in our early teens. But the

attitudes of our older brothers and sisters rubbed off on

us. We lived next door to each other. We didn't experiment

with drugs or anything. but even at thirteen we liked to

take off our clothes and touch each other. We didn't know

how to fuck, but we kissed a lot and licked each other all

over. Different from the usual pattern, Elsye instigated

oral sex. She was fascinated with my hard boner and

constantly liked to licked it. It took her a while to get

me to put my mouth on her pussy. Then I'd no sooner agreed,

and started to gently lick her twat, deciding whether to go

at it, when her hippy brother walked in on us!

   Saying he wouldn't squeal, he stripped and climbed in

between us, saying he could teach us many pleasures. He

reached to his sides and fondled our nakedness, encouraging

us to relax and go with the sensations. Innocent, but

intrigued...with no real ingrained perceptions, we followed

his lead. He explained the concept of sexual and spiritual

freedom, then put our hands on his prick. We played with it

while it got really big!

   "He got us to play with his balls, too. Eager to

please...and fit in--besides being excited--we went right

along with it. He played with us, too."

   "Yes, you kids know how horny your Uncle Burt is!"

Elyse giggled. "While we explored him, he was rubbing my

cunny and jacking your Dad's prick. He got us to take turns

licking his big dick. Then he got down between your Dad's

legs and showed us how to give a blowjob!"

   "He didn't suck me all the way off, of course...not

yet, anyway. He got Mom down there to try it. He taught her

how to take it all the way without choking. Then it was my

turn. Of course I had to do it on his dick!"

   "You loved it, honey!" Elyse giggled. "You even enjoyed

seeing me do it to him. We had a great time taking turns,

remember? Then he spread my legs and showed you how to eat

out a pussy."

   "I would have learned on my own!"

   "But he taught you how to get me off right from the

beginning!"

   "Did Uncle Burt fuck you, Mom?" Phil asked.

   "No, he didn't think it was proper to fuck his own

sister, dear. But eventually he fucked your dad."

   "Did he ever! That first time, while I was fucking you.

Course that was a couple of weeks later, after we'd been

fooling around together all that time. After that, he did

it to me a lot."

   "Well, don't make it sound like he was selfish,

darling. He turned that fine ass of his up for you on many

occasions!"

   "Yeah, I sure humped that ass of his, didn't I? Uncle

Burt likes cock up his tail almost as much as you do,

Phil!"

   "Aw, Dad!" Phil blushed.

   "Didja suck his shithole, Dad?" Sarah blurted out.

   Bob laughed at his daughter's language. "No, dear.

Well, I did lick it a couple of times while he was doing it

to me, but I'm afraid you inherited that little habit from

your Mom!"

   "Mom?!" Tommy gasped. "I've never seen her do it!"

   "Well, she's a little shy about that, son. But she does

it quite well...I can certainly vouch for that! So can your

Uncle Burt. He taught her how to enjoy it. Maybe it runs in

their family, because your Uncle Burt could suck the

wrinkles off an asshole! I'm surprised I've got any left

between the two of them!"

   "Can I see?" Sarah asked. Amused, Bob lifted his legs,

lewdly exposing his anus. "Aw, Daddy, you got lots of nice

wrinkles left!"

   "So when are we gonna get to see you get plugged?" Phil

asked his father.

   "Well, I'd say about 4 minutes after I get my mouth on

Jeremy's dick. You say when you're ready, Jeremy."

   I nodded. "Maybe now, while I'm soft." I fiddled with

my little three-incher. "That way you can work me up and

it'll last longer. I always come too soon, anyway. Can I

arrange it?"

   "Anyway you like, kid...we're game."

   "Okay, how about you come down here and get on all

fours..." Bob slipped to the floor. I ran my hands over his

keester and spread them to look at his hole. I was tempted

to get down there and start rimming him, then decided that

someone else might enjoy it more. "Does Sarah lick your

butt?" I asked.

   "No. I guess her daddy's butt's about the only one here

she hasn't. How 'bout it, Princess, you wanna suck on your

Dad's old poophole?"

   "Sure, Daddy!" the little girl cried enthusiastically.

   I straddled his body and pulled his cheeks open. Sarah

knelt between his buttocks and put her nose on his asshole,

smelling it. "Gee, sure wish it was smelly like Jeremy's

was!" But she wasn't all that unimpressed, because she

immediately started to lick it and put her fingers there to

spread his anus apart. We all watched her suck and lick at

her dad's asshole for a while, and listened to her mushy

slurping noises. Phil got down beside her and fingered her

twat while she rimmed.

   "You're sure a nasty one, Sis!" Phil declared. "Gonna

have to drag Sammy Shitlick over here and see what the two

of you can do together!"

   "Wouldn't do any good," Tommy said. "From what I hear,

he'd ignore Sarah and Mom and have us guys doing filthy

things in his mouth!"

   "You got that right!" I blurted out.

   "You know Sammy?" Tommy asked.

   "Uh, I met him," I admitted, wondering how much I

should admit.

   "Bet he licked your turd, didn't he?" Tommy accused.

   "Um, yes...yes he did."

   "Boy, hope you didn't lick his butt! He tried to get me

to do it one time. He had all kinds of crusty shit on it.

Yecch! And he wanted me to lick it! You don't do nasty

stuff like that, do you, Jeremy?"

   "Well, let's put it this way: nothing I'm ashamed of."

I layed down and worked my legs around Bob's knees so he

could go right down on me. Then I looked over at the

youngster. "Bobby, would you like to sit on my face? I'd

sure like to suck your little hole some more."

   "Sure! Can I pee in your mouth? Phil lets me pee in his

mouth!"

   "BOBBY! You weren't supposed to tell!" Phil cried.

"DAMN!"

   "Ooops, sorry Phil. I forgot." The others were

laughing.

   "Sure, Bobby," I said, "you can pee in my mouth later.

I'll bet you got nice tasting pee!"

   "Hot damn!" he said, climbing onto my face, "Suck my

bum!"

   I pulled his precious little cheeks to my lips...and

sucked his bum! Bob was licking my balls, cleaning them of

any pussyjuice Phil had left. Then he put my penis in his

mouth and began to work it stiff. Everyone but me and Sarah

was watching him blow me, and even she stopped for a moment

to take a peek. I pictured the way he'd sucked Horace while

I probed the inner walls of Bobby's rectum with my tongue.

That little elastic anus spread quite nicely for me. I'd

expected it to be virgin-tight. While I was licking around

in there, I suddenly realized why it was so easy. It wasn't

because of my expert rimming; it was because a little turd

was coming down his chute! I don't think he was aware of

it...but I sure was. I was licking on the end of it!

   Finally, he knew it, too. "I...I think I gotta poop!"

   "Well goodness, darling," Elyse said, "get off Jeremy's

face!"

   He lifted his bottom up, but I pulled him right back

down. "N-no, not just yet!" I said, sticking my tongue back

up his hole. I didn't know if they could handle seeing me

licking his turd, but I wanted to do it. So I licked on it

while it was still up his butt. And it was getting closer

and closer, and his asshole was opening up.

   "Uh, oh...I'm gonna poop for sure."

   "So?" Phil said, sarcastically. "Poop in his mouth!

He's obviously not very worried about it!"

   "J-J-JEREMY!!" Bobby cried, trying to lift off. But I

had his small body firmly in my grip. I also had his small

turd in my mouth about an inch. I quickly sucked and licked

on it, then lifted his butt up.

   "It's alright, Bobby," I said, "go ahead and do it...

right now. SHIT YOUR POOP ON ME!" Tommy was watching and

laughing. Elyse had gotten down and was gasping. Bob could

see between his son's legs, and Sarah had also started to

check it out. Phil was encouraging his little brother.

   Bobby squatted above me. His warm, moist turd was

slithering from his asshole. It was a pretty sight, and I

had to hold myself back from licking it. Instead, I

breathed in his young, spicy smells. I'd told Horace and

Aunt Evelyn that I might actually eat somebody's turd soon,

but this wasn't the time--much as I was tempted. Had I not

come already, I might have been horny enough. Instead, I

let it fall between my tits.

   "Well, isn't that precious!" Phil teased. "Something

for Jeremy and Sarah!"

   Bobby got up to see what he'd done, looked down at his

turd sitting on my chest. Phil layed on the floor and

reached over and grabbed it. He lifted his little brother's

turd and put it to my lips. "I suppose you'd like to lick

on this, hunh?"

   "Don't be so crude, Phil!" Bob exclaimed.

   He was very close. I looked into his blue, sarcastic

eyes. "I already have, thank you."

   "Aw, go ahead. Do it for me."

   "No," I said, secretly reluctant. "What makes you think

I want to?"

   "That big boner Dad's still got ahold of!"

   "If you want to see me lick on a turd, Phil, you'll

have to make me a nice one yourself!"

   Dejected, but smiling, he dropped it back onto me, and

wiped his fingers over my lips. Anyone with any self-

respect would have wiped his mouth with the back of his

hand. I licked my lips!

   "I'll start working on it right now," he promised.

   Meanwhile, Bobby walked over to his sister. "Is this

how you like it, Sarah?" he asked her, bending over.

   "Oooh, yes, Bobby." She licked his little butthole

clean.

   "Ah, keep sucking me, Bob," I urged. "I'm ready to

FUCK!"

   "Sarah's busy, darling," Elyse giggled. "You work on

that prick and I'll see that your little nooky doesn't dry

up back here." She got down and licked her husband's

asshole--for the first time in front of her whole family!

Tommy stood next to her, taking it all in.

   "Gee, you do that good, Mom! Will you do it to me some

time?"

   "Certainly, dear. Right after we watch your father get

fucked!" She went back to her ass-sucking.

   Bob had me rip-roaring. I eased his mouth from my prick

and scooted out from under him. Stroking my wet cock, I

went behind him.

   "May I?" I asked.

   Elyse pulled her face from his crack and took a couple

of wet swipes along my shaft, leaving it well moistened.

"Be my guest!" She smiled. "Go easy at first, and he'll

give you a great ride. I've seen him do it; and I know he

misses Burt's dick!"

   I was about to go to my knees when I realized that Bob

was too tall. His ass was high. So I crouched down and

poked it in that way. He gasped at the intrusion and

tightened up. I held still, letting him get used to it.

When his asshole finally said 'Ah', I plunged all the way

in. I spread my legs farther apart and leaned down to put

my hands on his shoulders. "You ready?" I asked.

   "Oh, man. The memories you're bringing back! I'm ready

alright, kid. Pork my ass!"

   I really started humping him. My ass was bouncing up in

the air as I drove down into his hot mushy hole. Sarah was

done cleaning Bobby's ass, and now they all sat around,

yelling their delight as I fucked their father. Elyse was

in front, kissing him, knowing from his moaning that he was

quite happy with a stiff prick up his ass.

   I was giving him the best of my deep thrusts, pistoning

in and out, enjoying fucking my first 'man'! GAWD, HOW I

LOVED SEX! I felt like there wasn't anything or anybody I

wouldn't do! I'd licked a little boy's turd...sucked his

brother and sister...fucked his mother and ate out her

pussy...and now I was fucking his father! After that, I was

going to drink his piss!

   "OH, THAT'S GREAT...OH, SHIT, THAT'S GREAT! Aw, Jeremy,

I love your piece of meat in my ass! Mmmm. I love you,

Elyse, but I sure wish you had a cock!"

   "Don't worry, darling," she laughed. "I'm sure the boys

will be more than happy to take care of your itchy bum from

now on."

   "Yeah! I wanna fuck him!" Bobby cried.

   "You're after me," Tommy jabbed him.

   "Don't go getting your peckers up too soon," Phil

stroked his dick, "I'm going in as soon as junior here

pulls out...if that's alright with you, Dad."

   "Sounds good, son. If I don't come in the meantime."

   I was ready to blast any moment, but I teased Phil.

"Oooh, I think I could fuck all night!" I smiled at him.

"As long as nobody feels up my ass...that always makes me

come!"

   "Aw, that's a shame," he smirked, knowing I was putting

him on, but anxious to climb into his father's asshole. He

reached over and began to fondle my buttocks...squeezing,

teasing, and sluicing his finger up and down my sensitive

crack.

   "AH! JEEZ! WET IT, PHIL. WET IT AND CRAM IT UP

MY ASS! HURRY!"

   Quickly, he stuck his middle finger in his mouth, then

jammed it up my asshole! "Awwwwwww!" I froze--my cock

shoved all the way into Bob. My thunderous orgasm caused my

anus to pulsate on the probing finger. Phil obviously

jacked-off with a finger up his ass, because he knew just

how to wiggle that digit over my prostate!

   I pulled out rather quickly...because Phil was

practically pushing me aside. Before my dick even deflated,

he'd taken my place and buried his big prick deeply into

his father's mushy guts!

   "OH, SON...THAT'S MARVELOUS! Ah, fuck your old dad's

brains out! We're taking turns from now on."

   I sat back and watched Phil in action. He was a

beautiful fucker. I scooted behind to see how it looked in

back. His fantastic ass sensuously undulated up and down...

his buttocks opening and closing...giving me delicious

peeks at his sweet puckerhole.

   "AW, DAD! YOU REALLY GOT A HOT ASS! SHIT! I know some

guys that wouldn't mind trying this out!"

   "Come on, Philly! Before you start selling my ass,

FUCK ME!"

   "Want me to return the favor, Phil?" I asked,

devilishly.

   "Unh, unh...y-yeah! When I tell ya to, okay?" He agreed

immediately, humping to beat the band!

   Bob was jerking off frantically. He liked my fuck, but

he loved having his son's cock up his ass. "Mmmm. Gonna

shoot soon! You want my juice, Tommy?"

   "Sure, Dad!" He quickly scooted underneath. "Stop

jerkin' Pop, let me suck it!"

   "Okay, boy, BUT SUCK HARD!" He let Tommy put his mouth

on it. The kid really started nursing that pecker!

   "Get ready, Jeremy," Phil said. I caressed his bottom

and tickled his anus. "NOW, JEREMY!" Phil cried, stopping

on the downstroke. I drove my finger up his ass and worked

it around in wide circles. Firmly impaled, Phil went into

short, quick jerks...spasming wildly as he unloaded. I

could feel every squirt as he pinched my finger!

   When Phil collapsed over his dad's back, I slipped my

finger out and couldn't resist spreading his asshole to

stick my tongue inside and lick deeply.

   Finally, he backed up and retrieved his cock, squishing

it from the well-fucked hole. Bob stayed in position,

catching his breath. Tommy came out, smiling, cum dripping

down his chin!

   It was a time for relaxation, but two people suddenly

sprung into action. Sarah immediately put her mouth to her

daddy's gaping anus and started to suck at it like the

hole-sucking little bitch she was. Bob moaned in delight

and exhaustion.

   I made a beeline for Phil's slimy cock! It wasn't

dirty...just wet and gooey...and I wanted it in my mouth

again. He layed back, breathing heavily, and even put his

hand on my head, running his fingers through my hair as I

cleaned his cock and balls!

   "Mmmm. You're alright, Jeremy. Horny little cocksucker.

Oooh, yeah, lick my meat! Tasty enough for you? You dig the

taste of Dad's butt? Like to get fucked, man? Let me fuck

you some time? You wanna fuck me?"

   My chin wet with saliva and cum and assjuices, I looked

up at his handsome face. "All of the above!" I answered. "I

kiss, too!"

   He laughed. "You could probably get me horny enough to

do it, too!"

   Everybody seemed all sucked and fucked out (though I

don't know for sure what they did after I left), so I

grabbed Bobby by the hips and let him pee in my mouth. I

would have been more in the mood for it at another time,

but I'd promised, and I wanted to leave with him feeling

that he'd contributed something from his cock, too.

Besides, it wasn't exactly a chore. I was getting to enjoy

the warm taste of boypiss!

   I said my goodbyes and staggered up the stairs. Once

outside, I happened to look down the side of the house as I

passed. On the ground, near the basement window, were two

little girls about 10 years old. The one still looking into

the window had her dress hiked up while the other one was

between her legs, licking her pussy out.

   "Come on, Sally, lift your legs more. I wanna lick your

poophole like the boys did!"

   "Aw, Jeannie! I was gonna pee in your mouth like Bobby

did!"

   "You can still do that. But let me try this, first."

   "You mean you'll let me?"

   "Sure. My Daddy pees in my mouth all the time when I

suck him."

   "That's not pee, silly! It's cum."

   "No. He pees after he comes. He says it's to wash it

down."

   "Yeah? Does he lick your cunny?"

   "Boy, does he! I sit right down on his face and he

really sucks me! Then I squirt my pee in his mouth. He

really likes drinking it!"

   "Does he ever stick his finger inside you?"

   "Just a little ways...mostly his tongue."

   "Gee, I wish my Dad would do that. I'd like to suck his

thing...it's really big!"

   "Do what I did."

   "What's that?"

   "Sneak in when he's taking a shower and kneel down and

play with it. It'll get big and hard and then he'll let ya

do anything!"

   Normally, I would have hung around and listened

more...or maybe even joined in. But I was exhausted and

headed back home, smiling as I heard the one girl gasp as

the other started licking her asshole. Surprisingly, the

house was quiet so I made my way up to my room and got some

much-needed rest.

Part 5

It was a twenty-minute wait for the bus, so I decided

to walk. I hadn't been this far uptown before. I strolled

around to the front of the library and stood there admiring

the stone structure. It was one of those old buildings with

massive concrete stairs and huge marble-like bannisters...

the kind where you expect to see big, stone lions sitting

on the end. On the steps sat a thirtyish man with his young

son, just taking in the fresh air. I smiled, then got

distracted when a big rubber ball hit me on the foot. A

couple of youngsters were yelling at me to throw the ball

back. I bent over and picked it up, then tossed it down the

sidewalk towards them. I heard the young boy on the steps

say something to me but I wasn't able to make it out. I

walked over to them.

   "Sorry, I couldn't hear. What did you ask me?"

   The boy giggled. He was about 5 years old. "I said

you pooped your pants, mister!"

   "Hunh?" I gasped.

   The father smiled. "You, uh, do have a big wet spot

back there."

   I reached behind, and sure enough the seat of my

pants was wet.

   "I do that sometimes!" the boy gushed.

   "Ah, I...I didn't..." I stammered, "It...it's

something else."

   "Sticky, by any chance?" the man smiled knowingly. I

nodded, blushing.

   "Didn't he poop, Dad?" the boy asked, concerned.

   "Uh, no, Petey. I think this handsome young man has

recently been fucked and he's got cockjuice leaking out of

his bottom."

   "Oh. Like you do sometimes?"

   "Y-yes, Petey. Like Daddy does...sometimes," Now it

was time for him to blush.

   "Oooh, goody! Can I lick him like I do to you?"

   "W-well...t-that's up to him," he gulped, looking to

the heavens. "I'm sure if you ask him real nicely, he might

let you help him out." Then he looked at me and shrugged.

"Out of the mouths of babes..."

   "Hmmm. Sounds more like into the mouths of babes!" I

accused.

   "So? He's learning a little early, that's all," he

defended himself. "You did just get fucked, didn't you?

Petey likes cum. Go ahead, drop your pants...you'll see.

You wanna suck his asshole, son?"

   "Sure, Daddy! I like doin' that! Pleeease, will ya

let me?" The boy was already trying to undo my belt.

   I was still horny, and by now I knew better than to

question the morals of this town. The little angel-face was

looking at me with more excitement than he would a flashy

new toy. I turned my backside to him. "Maybe your Daddy

would like to help take my pants down," I said.

   "I'd be glad to help!" Immediately, he scooted onto

his knees in front of me and practically tore my pants

open. In seconds, they were down around my ankles! Petey

was feeling my ass.

   "You gonna suck his thing, Dad, like you do to Uncle

Mike and Uncle Rex and Uncle Bill? Let him put it in ya,

Dad, then I'll get to lick your butt, too!"

   "Get to cleaning, son. We'll talk about that later."

He winked at me, then looked admiringly at my half-hard

prick. "Bend way over. I like to watch the little rascal do

it!" He scooted back beside me and pressed lightly on my

back. I bent, feeling his hand softly caress me as it

trailed down across my buttocks. His other hand was coming

up the back of my leg. When they met, he pulled my cheeks

open.

   "Oooh, there you go, Petey. Lots of that hot jizz you

like to lick up! Lick him all over, son. Clean that stuff

off before you go in the middle. Looks like there's some on

his balls, too."

   I rested my hands on my knees, listening to the man

directing his son to lick my butt! It wasn't all that

necessary, because the tyke was already wiping his tongue

over my skin...licking up the wet spots from around my

cheeks and the back of my balls.

   One of the man's hands left my bottom, and I heard a

zipper. Looking back, I saw him haul a stiff prick out of

his pants as he leaned against the steps watching the

little bugger tongue my asscheeks! Petey did like licking

jizzy anuses, because he didn't wait for directions from

his dad. I felt his wet little tongue lapping at my

asshole, eagerly licking up the cum that was now dripping

out of my hole more rapidly, now that I was bent over. I

felt him flick around my anus and even stick the little

point of his tongue into the crevice. I had a fuckin'

5-year-old boy tonguing my recently-fucked asshole as I

bent over with my pants down in front of the library! I

gasped and took a deep breath, then pushed. I let my hole

flutter open and squirted a glob of hot sperm onto his

tongue!

   "OH, FUCK!" I cried, as Petey began to suck my

asshole! I tried to give him another squirt, but I couldn't

feel whether I managed it or not. I don't think so, because

Petey was pushing his tongue into my hole, trying to get it

out himself!

   "Aw, Petey," his dad moaned, stroking his cock,

"that's it. Suck out the nice boy's asshole! You're gonna

earn that Junior Pervert Badge real soon!"

   I heard a ball bouncing, and lifted my head. The two

youngsters were standing in front of us, watching. They

were about 9 or 10.

   "Y-you want me to suck that for ya, Mr. Jordan," one

of them asked.

   "You bet, Chuckie! You like blowin' pricks?"

   "Not much. But I'm good at it. I hafta blow my

brother every day." He handed the ball to the other boy and

got down on his knees and took Mr. Jordan's cock between

his lips and started to suck his knob.

   "Uh, g-guess I'll go home," the other boy said.

   "Come on, Richie," Chucky said, "you always wanted to

try it!"

   "OK!" He got down and the two boys shared Mr.

Jordan's big stick. They licked it up and down. Chucky

pulled out Jordan's balls and licked them, too. Finally,

Jordan scooted his ass up and yanked his pants down past

his knees, letting the youngsters get right in there as he

spread himself open.

   Petey's little tongue was getting tired, so he kissed

me on the asshole and sat back. I stood up, with a roaring

boner! I turned around and put it to Petey's lips, just

getting him to lick my knob. There was certainly no sense

in trying to put it in his mouth. Jordan was laying back

against the steps with his eyes closed, enjoying the tongue

action on his genitals. I knew the town had finally driven

me totally nuts when I knelt down and lifted Petey to a

standing position.

   "Can I do it to you now?" I asked.

   "Why?" he asked, surprised. "I don't have any jizz on

my hole. Maybe some old poop!" he giggled.

   "Okay. Let me lick your old poop, then!" I said.

   Shrugging his shoulders, he let me take his pants

off. I quickly turned him around and got him to kneel on

the steps. Then I ducked my head down and pulled his soft

little cupcakes onto my face. I knelt there, bareassed,

insanely rimming the asshole of a 5-year-old boy! I licked

his butt all over, getting a whiff of his sweet bottom.

Petey could have shit in my mouth just then, and I would

have eaten every bit of his tender turd. Yessir! I'd have

eaten his skinny little sausage! Chucky was trying to suck

off Jordan's prick. Rich was left out and started to

complain.

   "Let's take our pants off. You can suck mine!" Chucky

suggested.

   "Why?" Richie whined, "all we have are little weinies

that don't even get hard unless we gotta pee!"

   "Ever been rimmed out, Richie?" Jordan asked.

   "Y-you mean butt-sucked?" he gasped.

   "Yeah. Take those shorts off and sit on my face. I'll

stick my tongue up your ass."

   "Wow! Like Petey was doin'?"

   "Better. I got a longer tongue. Come on, I like

licking little boys' asses!"

   "Cripes! You want me to wipe it first?"

   "No, Richie...I'll take it just as it is."

   "Okay, but it might stink!" He pulled his shorts and

underwear off, and stepped over Jordan's face. Jordan

raised his hands and pulled the smooth bottom down and

started to stiff at it.

   "Oooh, you oughta get some of this," he said to me.

"9-year-olds aren't so fussy!"

   I knew what he meant. He was letting me know the boy

was rather careless about wiping his bum!

   "All cleaned up!" I said to Petey, quickly helping

him back into his pants. I wanted to get Chucky's butt in

my face, but I didn't want Petey to think I was bored with

him. I wasn't bored, it was just that anything he had I'd

thoroughly licked. He wasn't upset. He picked up the ball

and ran to throw it against a wall.

   "You want a butt-suck, Chucky?" I asked, feeling all

over the cocksucking boy's outthrust bottom.

   "Mmmm hnnh!" he moaned, loudly, between slurps. I

slipped his shorts down over his buttocks and bared them

naked. I put my nose right up to his asshole and smelled

it. It was strong. I pulled back and took a good look at

it. I don't know if Jordan got what I was about to get, but

if so I understood his remark. Chucky's anus was shitty! He

must have totally forgotten to wipe! I buried my face in

there, being careful not to touch, and just sniffed his

poop over and over. I took a little lick, barely tasting

his shit. It was moist and creamy and I teased myself with

little licks until I couldn't stand it any more. I pried

his anus apart and lapped all over his sweet shithole. And

sweet shit it was! I cleaned his crap off, reveling in the

taste, and tried to pry my tongue inside. Suddenly, his

expandable little anus opened up and I was able to tongue

the shit out of his hole! Then it snapped shut, and I could

tell from the echo coming from between Richie's buttocks

that Jordan was creaming into Chucky's mouth, or over his

face, or up in the air...but he was coming! Chucky moved

away from me, eager to follow the spurtings so he could

lick it up!

   When the boys finally walked off, we heard them

giggling to each other.

   "Did it feel good?"

   "Sure. I told you they liked 'em dirty!"

   I leaned back against the steps with Mr. Jordan,

catching my breath. "Little Petey's gonna be a real

firecracker!" I said. "I was about ready to have him poop

in my mouth!"

   "Really? Hmmm. I'd like to see that. I'll get him to

go along."

   "Hey, I was just kidding!" I lied.

   "Oh...me too."

   "Rimmin' my kid, hunh Jordan?" A man approached from

our side.

   "He agreed, Baxter," Mr. Jordan tensed slightly.

   "What kid wouldn't agree to get his butt sucked? Now

I think you oughta do it to me!" His voice was gruff and

demanding. He quickly straddled Jordan's face and dropped

his pants. Then he squatted back. "Come on...SUCK IT!"

   I stared in amazement as Mr. Jordan obeyed without

question. Maybe he was afraid of the big guy, but according

to the rules I understood, as long as the boy agreed his

father shouldn't complain. Jordan pulled the big cheeks

apart and immediately began to lick the man's asshole.

   "Ah, Baxter...you rotten son-of-a-bitch!" he cried,

then buried his face in for more. He rimmed the father with

even more enthusiasm than he'd rimmed the son!

   "SUCK THAT FUCKIN' ASSHOLE! YOU'VE BEEN WANTING

THIS FOR YEARS!" The guy looked over at me and winked as he

ground his butt into the face. "AH, DIG IN THERE REAL

DEEP...JUST LIKE YOU USED TO DO IN HIGH SCHOOL!"

   Aha. Something was dawning. He smiled at me again.

   "Jordan used to crave my ass back then. Even got us

detention a couple of times for suckin' my ass in the

hallway! I'd tease 'im by showing a little bit o' crack,

and he'd yank my trousers down and rim me right there

between classes. Whole fuckin' school knew he loved my ass.

Gave him a brown tongue once. Didn't stop him! Hey, Jordan,

want another brown tongue?"

   "Forget it." Jordan pulled away, "I already had one.

Like father, like son. Little Richie wasn't any cleaner

than you used to be!"

   "Aw, he's just a scamp. I did it cause you liked

it that way. You remember how you'd tell me how great I

smelled?"

   "You still smell great, Baxter! You fuck! Why'd you

hafta go and get married? I'da kept you happy."

   "You did keep me happy, Freddie. Just had that little

problem with me not bein' queer. Hey, kid, you blow? Wanna

join the reunion?" I nodded...why not? He had a nice one

that was getting rigid. "Alright! Here, let me get these

pants off so we can do it right."

   "Still haven't learned to reciprocate, hunh, Baxter?"

   "Tell you what. You guys do me good and afterward

I'll suck off little Petey. How's that?" he giggled.

   "Sure you could handle that, big mouth?"

   "Serves you right, asshole. I still don't forget that

time I let you talk me into trying it. 'Oh, I won't shoot

in your mouth...promise! I can still taste that scum of

yours!"

   "Just wishful thinking, Baxter! Too bad you're too

chicken-shit to try it again."

   "Why bother? We're both married and got kids now."

   "Then how come you're about to sit on my face?"

   "Heh! Cause you're too good to pass up...like always.

Here...lick out my butthole! You ready to suck me, kid?"

   "Yeah. Uh, Mr. Jordan, can I sit on your cock while I

suck him?"

   "Hell, yes! Go ahead, pull my pants down."

   I did. Then I took mine off and straddled him. I was

gonna get another hard prick up my ass, and I was excited

about it. I'd tightened up a bit, but once I got his knob

in I gasped pleasurably and sank my butt down--taking it

all!"

   "Jeez, kid! How'd you do that." Baxter gasped.

   "Easy," I answered, reaching for his stiff boner. "I

just got fucked by three huge ones. Always room for one

more, I guess. Now, Mr. Baxter," I looked up seductively,

"you promise not to squirt in my mouth, don't you?"

   "Heh heh...cute! Now wrap your lip...OOOH, SUCK IT,

BABY! AAAH, MY ASSHOLE! Go for it, guys! I forgot how

great it was having queers working on me."

   It didn't take long for the three of us to get a good

rhythm going. I humped my ass up and down Jordan's prick

while I blew Baxter, who pretty much stayed still so the

tongue up his asshole wouldn't be dislodged. He had his

eyes closed, and he was breathing heavily. Jordan and I

soon had him quivering. He reached back and pried his ass

open. "EAT THAT SHITHOLE, BUDDY! UP INSIDE!!

NOWWWW!" Hot blasts of molten cum filled my mouth.

I jacked his cock shaft and sucked all he was giving me.

   Suddenly, a horn honked and he looked up.

   "Oh, shit!" The car sped away. "That was April. I'm

gonna catch hell when I get home! Ah, you guys made it

worth it, though!"

   "She gonna be mad?" I asked, licking my lips.

   "Naw, long as she didn't see it was Jordan. She was

always jealous of him. Want me to stay like this til you

get off, Freddie?"

   Jordan sputtered agreement in the asscrack and

started to really shove his prick up me. Free, now, I

rested my hands on Baxter's shoulders and gave Jordan the

hump of his life!

   I bounced up and down, riding him crazily. Baxter

reached down and jacked me off. Feeling the added sensa-

tion, I leaned back and watched him masturbate me, getting

closer and closer.

   "Oh...oh..." I gasped. "I'm gonna...gonna..."

   "Fuck it," Baxter muttered...AND WENT DOWN ON ME!

   "OH, YEAH...S-S-SUCK ME!" I cried, creaming into

his mouth.

   "Hunh?" Jordan peeked around Baxter's buttocks. Seeing

him sucking on my cock--and drinking my load--caused

him to thrust completely up my ass and shoot me full of

hot, wonderful jizz! "AAIIEEE! You bastard! Oooh, you

cocksucking bastard!" he cried, shaking uncontrollably.

   Climbing off of us and reaching for his pants, Baxter

chuckled, "Thanks, guys, that was great! Better get home

and do some explaining."

   "How about some explaining right now?" Jordan said,

accusingly. "You just sucked him off!"

   "Heh! Heh! Sure did, didn't I? Tasty, too. Guess that

long tongue of yours just made me go crazy for a minute

there. Young stuff ain't so bad! See ya around, fellas." He

hurried off.

   I still had Jordan's cock implanted in me, but it was

going soft. "You still, uh, like him, doncha?" I said,

squishing my ass off.

   "Aw, just some hot memories. He always was a tease.

But you're something else, kid! Better get myself washed up

before I go home. Hey, what's your name, anyway?"

   "Jeremy. And I'll wash you up right now!" He gasped

loudly as I went down on him and cleaned his balls and

cock.

   "Oh, man! QUICK! Turn around. Lemme suck your ass.

Otherwise you're gonna have another big wet spot!"

   "Daddy?" Petey had returned. "I wanna go home."

   "Just a second, son. Jeremy's got a lot of jizz up

his hole again!"

   "Is he a...a slut, Daddy?" Daddy didn't answer...he

was too busy sucking out my 'slut' asshole!

   I didn't say anything either. I was slobbering all over

his dirty cock, licking up his cum and getting yet

another taste of my own sweet assjuices!

   We said our pleasant goodbyes, and I staggered on

down the road...letting the seat of my pants dry, and

thinking about all the characters I've been meeting. What a

difference! I had yet to meet an honest-to-goodness 100%

straight guy. I was realizing that one didn't exist in this

town. If he did, I'd do my best to change his mind!

   I finally made my way home. Bob and Bobby Ericson

were in their front yard. They waved to me. Bobby had his

hand inside his dad's fly and was fiddling around in there.

Phil came out of the house, saw me, and grabbed his crotch.

He felt himself up for my benefit, then thought better of

it and turned around, bending over. He was teasing me,

making like a guy taking a shit to remind me that I'd told

him he'd have to make me one himself if he wanted to see me

lick a turd. Hmm. Perhaps.

   Anyway, I was rather pooped out myself...and it was

still light out! I went to my room and spent the rest of

the day and evening writing down these remembrances. They

had all been much too bizarre to forget the details of. I

only jacked off once...when I got to the part with Sammy

Shitlick in the theatre toilet! But then, by that time any

one of those episodes would have gotten me off! I recorded

up to this point, then collapsed and slept deeply. Maybe

too deeply. Unfortunately, I couldn't remember the dream

I'd had that gave me wet sheets!

   I always figured a guy has only so much sperm to

squirt out, then he kinda dries up for a while. I was

finding that in this town everybody's balls worked overtime

to replenish the supply...especially mine. Instead of

feeling drained, I woke up feeling invigorated and ready

for more of this town's pure, animalistic LUST! I checked

myself out in the mirror...surprised not to find dark rings

around my eyes.

   Instead, I thought I looked healthier, and more vibrant

than ever! Fall was approaching, but the summer wasn't

over yet. I put on my sexiest pair of shorts, a tight-fitting

T-shirt, long white socks and my white tennies, and

went on the prowl.

   I didn't know where to start. Maybe check out Robby

at the hardware store? Toby and his dad at the pool hall?

Sheesh, there were so many avenues to explore. Opportunity

came to me, just as I rounded the alley onto the avenue.

   "Hi, Slick! You ready to entertain us now." The pickup

truck suddenly pulled up next to me. It was the gay guy

on the passenger side again. "As I remember, you said

you were going to 'suck us all silly and eat out our

assholes'! That still go?" he smiled.

   I looked into the window and saw that he and the

driver were both naked and sporting big boners. The

passenger had hold of both cocks.

   "I haven't gone back on my word so far," I chuckled.

"But first, let me see what the boys in the back room will

have!" I leaned over the fender and rested my hands on the

rail. Four more naked teenage boys sat back there. "Well,"

I smiled seductively, "if it isn't the moonbeams themselves!

Hey, you guys ever get wind burns on your buttholes?"

   "Sure, sometimes. But we always manage to find a

fruit like you to lick our callouses away!" he laughed.

   "Fruit?! I thought nobody talked that way in this

town?"

   "Well," another blustered defiantly, "we aren't

supposed to, but we gotta keep up our image as the last

straight guys in town, don't we? Hell, if we don't call a

guy a queer cocksuckin' fag while he's blowin' us, he just

don't feel right! It's all part of our...mystique, see?

Nothing personal about it. Don't you get tired of being

fawned over, and wish some guy'd just yank your hair and

force your mouth onto his cock and demand a blowjob? We

understand that's what it's like on the outside. We'll make

you feel right at home, cocksucker!"

   "I never blew a cock on the outside. But I see your point.

You guys telling me you never mess with each other?

All the time you run around like this...naked and close

together...with boners and all?"

   A guy close to me leaned his head up. "Would it make

a difference? You want us. You said you did. Would you

change your mind if you found out we'd ever done queer

things?"

   Slowly, ever so slowly, I took deliberate stares over their

naked bodies. "Yeah. It would make a difference. Not

because it would make you out to be queer, just human.

You guys're fuckin' hot, and if you said you ran around like

this all the time and never, ever touched each other...I'd

say you were either nuts, blind, or totally insensitive!"

   They laughed. "OK," the guy continued, "we got a

pact. We don't blow each other or anything, but if one of

those strange days happens when we don't get any action...

sure, we jack each other off. Don't let it get around,

okay, but we've all jerked each other's bones." He laughed.

"SEVERAL TIMES! We might be nuts, but we're not blind.

And the last thing we are is insensitive! By the end of our

run, we're so fuckin' sensitive, if we haven't gotten off...

we get each other off. We brag about always getting

somebody to do us--and we make out real good--but fact is,

with our eyes closed we could wrap our hand around any

prick in this truck and tell you who it is. But we don't

lick dick, and we don't gobble cum. Far as we know. We

don't admit nuthin' outside of this truck!" He chuckled at

that, but somehow I felt it was more of an inside joke, and

that maybe they hadn't done anything queer.

   "You're Davey, aren't you?" I asked. "I remember when

Alice blew you and licked your asshole. Pretty asshole,

too. She ever do it again?"

   "Hell, man, you left too soon. She got up in the back

here, and we rode around while she got fucked and licked

everybody's butt. Even the fruit in the front seat. Before

the ride was done, she was almost as good at it as her old

man!"

   "You guys are too much," I said. "Of all the things I've

experienced in this town, seeing you ride around naked

is always a hoot! Maybe you're straight...maybe you suck

more cock than I do...but I have to admit you have a great

gig going. And you know what? You're all pretty! Pretty

boys with pretty dicks and pretty asses. I'd love to climb

up there and tongue you guys all over like I promised,

but...what do I get out of it?"

   "Well, you mean outside of six hot loads of cum in

your mouth or up your ass? I suppose one of us wouldn't

mind jerkin' you off."

   "One of you?"

   "Sure, guy," he laughed. "I didn't mean to sound like it'd

be a chore or something. Take your pick. I'll jack your

bone if you want. Long as you tongue out my asshole

and blow me...hell yes!"

   "SIX hot loads?" I asked, teasingly. "You mean I gotta

blow the 'fruit' in the front seat, too?" I looked over at the

guy in the window. "How come you let them talk about

you that way?"

   "Just part of the game, baby. See, I'm the token queer

in this bus. Kinda excites people thinking that if they

don't get the boys off, I get all the goodies at the end of

the day! They picture me havin' five pricks shoved into

me all at once! Enhances my image. Guys wanna blow me,

too...just cause I've had all these hot pricks in my

mouth!"

   He, along with the driver, got out and climbed into

the back. He was sporting a big boner, and carelessly

handled all the other guys' pricks. He was the only one of

them who could do it...in public, at least. That reminded

me.

   "Uh, since you guys were honest about jerkin' each

other, how about him tellin' me last week that you've all

nibbled on his dick at one time or another?"

   They all laughed, with a slight trace of self-conscious-

ness. Davey spoke up. "Jack always tells that story.

Pure fabrication!" I looked at Jack. He smiled...actually

he smirked.

   "Maybe I lied about that. Then again, maybe I didn't!

Remember, we don't talk about what we do in private. Each

one of these guys have had my big cock in their mouth.

Maybe!" He chuckled, fondling two ballsacks.

   "Come on guy," a kid who'd said nothing so far spoke

up. "Climb up and strip down. We wanna feel your face

between our legs, licking our balls. You've been teasing us

too much these last few weeks."

   "Okay, but I still want more than a jackoff," I said.

   "Don't worry, man," Jack said. "I'll suck you off, rim

ya, even fuck you if you want. Anything, baby. You look

so hot in those shorts! I wish they were the edible kind.

I'd love to eat them right off of you."

   "Hmmm. Sounds better all the time. So if I get up

there and start eating out assholes, you'll be behind me

licking out mine?"

   "Absolutely!" Jack agreed. "I'm tired of these old

bungholes!"

   "Aw, Jack," Davey feined feeling insulted, "last week

you said I had the sweetest butt you've ever tasted!"

   "Yes, darling, but after all...too much of a good thing!

Besides, you're too clean. 'Sweet' isn't what you expect

when you lick ass. I'm not Sammy, but you guys know

I like at least a little hot sweat!"

   "You weren't kidding," I asked, "when you told me

these guys keep their butts clean? Hell, maybe I should

come back tomorrow."

   Another guy suggested, "Work us into a sweat, fellow.

Anal pores open rather quickly when sexually stimulated."

   Jack smiled. "That's Randolph--the professor. He's a

biology major. I guess out of all these guys he's got the

smelliest butthole. Guess he know's what he's talking

about. I think he opens his pores at will!"

   "I do when you're suckin' my ass," Randolph quipped.

   I was standing now in the back, taking down my

shorts, when two older ladies came out of the dress shop

and approached the truck.

   "Oh," one gushed, "isn't that nice. They finally have

the new boy they've been wanting!"

   "Yes," the other smiled. "Fine cock on the boy, too!

Maybe they'll stop whining now."

   As they walked away, I looked at the guys. "Y-you mean

the whole town knows you've been teasing me all this

time?"

   "Small town, Jeremy," Jack said casually.

   "Since you boys like playing games," I gave them a

crooked smile, "maybe I have a game of my own."

   "Oooh, like what?" Davey asked, intrigued at something

new. His eyes were straying over my nude body and

he didn't bother to hide it. Of course that didn't mean

much in this town.

   "Well," I turned around, letting them all see me, "I'm

not so vain that I think I'm something special, but the

way I see it your whole trip is getting rather stale. You've

probably had every guy in town, and your little mooning

excursions down Main Street are getting kinda old. Is

there anyone around here that hasn't had a good look at

each wrinkle on your assholes?!"

   "Just what are you suggesting?" one of the guys asked,

suspiciously.

   "A drive through the center of town on Saturday

afternoon. Except one of you will be giving me a blowjob

for everybody to see!"

   "ME!" Jack cried.

   "Gimme a break," I said. "They'd expect that. You guys

like giving a show...how about a lottery?!"

   "Listen, we don't suck cock!" a guy complained.

   "Exactly! Now maybe you do and maybe you don't. The

point is, the whole town thinks you don't. It's not like

you'd be run out on a rail. Think of it: going through town

blowing a prick for the first time...just because you got

the pick of the draw!"

   "He's right," Davey agreed. "Not that I'd want to do it

...but we'd certainly be the focus of attention. After all,

that's what we're after, isn't it? We're supposed to be the

biggest exhibitionists in town, aren't we? We could advertise.

TRUCK BOY SUCKS COCK! LOSES HIS DIGNITY IN

COCKSUCKING LOTTERY! COME ONE, CUM ALL!"

He laughed.

   "Wow! We could make this last a long time, too," one

guy said. "Say each guy loses, in turn, then we go through

the whole thing again giving him rimjobs!" Several eyebrows

were raised.

   "You sound real interested at that, Bryan!"

   "Hey, I never licked a guy's ass in my life. But to wreck

the town? I'll do it! Hell, they couldn't tell if we faked it."

   Sensing their growing enthusiasm at the idea, I said,

"Unh unh, no phony baloney! If you guys're gonna go for it,

it's all the way."

   "Wait a minute," one guy named Chuck complained, "so

maybe we can stretch this out a few weeks. Then what? We

got no edge left!"

   "You planning on making this your life's work?" I

asked, sarcastically. "Nasty boys riding around mooning

everybody? What do you think you do? You get a girlfriend

...or boyfriend...and grow up!"

   "Listen to the little punk, willya. 14 or 15 and

tellin' us we gotta be more mature. Suck my dick, you

little fag!" He moved over and waved it in my face. I

grabbed hold of it.

   "I didn't mean you had to start today!" I laughed and

started sucking him off. The others didn't crowd around...

impatiently poking their hard pricks in my face...they were

used to being treated like this. Instead, they sprawled out

on the large pillows they had back there, jacking their

dicks to wait their turns. Eagerly, I took them all in turn

and swallowed down lots of hot creamy teenage balljuice!

   Of course, that's not all I did to them. If they didn't turn

over, they made sure they lifted their legs so I could rim

them out. They seemed to get a special thrill out of

watching each other get rimmed.

   "Mmmm. Kid likes that stuff, don't he? Pull 'em open,

let's see your tongue going in and out!"

   "Yeah, he's as good as Sammy!" Bryan writhed in

pleasure.

   "Hey, what about me?"

   "Oh, you're good too, Jack. Don't worry, we're not

gonna cut you off. You can still smooch our buttholes. But

watch closely. You might pick up some pointers!" he

laughed.

   "Gee, thanks for the compliment!" Jack said. "Guess

I'd better practice up some more, hunh? I think I'll start

back here." He had his hand on my upthrust bottom and was

caressing it, sliding his finger up and down the crack. He

scooted behind me and started to lick my asshole while I

worked the guys over. He pulled away for a moment.

   "Mmmm. Wish I had an ass-licker behind me!"

   "Somebody call me?" a grinning face peeked over the

back of the truck. Davey saw him first.

   "Sammy! Just the guy we need. Jack needs a butt-suck.

Climb in and eat his hole. If more fags show up we could

have a daisy-chain rim going on...that is, if anybody could

handle that raunchy shithole of yours, Sammy! Keep it aimed

the other way, willya?"

   "Some guys like it," Sammy intoned, unperturbed.

   Without thinking, I made an outburst in defense of my

friend. "Your butt should smell so good!"

   "Damn, I think we found somebody that's actually

licked him!"

   "Yeah, kid, if you prefer your buttholes grungy, we can

sure fix that quick!" Chuck laughed. "Maybe we found

something for that third week!"

   "Naw," Davey said, "that'd be nothing new. He's telling

the truth. I've seen guys licking his ass lots of times.

Especially that old guy that runs the watch repair shop."

   Things returned to the sounds of heavy breathing, moist

cocks being stroked and anal apertures being slurped on,

until two young squirts hopped onto the back...watching

us. We heard their giggles.

   "Boy! They're sure going to town aren't they?"

   "No kidding! But move over, willya, this guy's butt

stinks!"

   "Can't see his face, but it must be Sammy!"

   "Wanna poke a stick or somethin' up his ass?"

   "Yeah, your face!"

   "No, your face, Jimmy!" They laughed and ran away.

   Between me, Jack and Sammy...we had us a great cock-

sucking, asslicking time. After we took care of the boys,

Jack blew me, Sammy blew Jack, and I rimmed both of them.

We all promised to think more about the Saturday afternoon

'parades.

Part 6

Later that afternoon I went over to the hardware store to

pick up some Venetian blind cords for Aunt Evelyn. Mr. Carter

helped me pick out the right ones and we went back to the

counter to check out.

   "Uh, isn't Robby working today?" I asked.

   He glanced up at me with a quizzical look, then smiled.

"He's on a break. You, uh, in need of a butt-wash? Or you got

ideas about taking his place ta give me one? I hear you been

fittin' in quite nicely round here. $7.95."

   "Um, y-yeah. Here's a ten. Not...not that you're not a

nice man, Mr. Carter, but..."

   "Say no more, boy. Don't interest me all that much. Just

like it to get primed for the little woman. Guess I'm lucky a

boy like Robby's willing to do it to an old fart like me,

anyway. Can't really figure it out myself, but since the kid

likes the taste of my hole, I sure ain't one to complain, you

know." He winked. "Tell me, what are you after?"

   I grinned. "I dunno. Guess I was hoping to catch him at it

again. He's...he's so different. Kinda innocent, in a way."

   "Yeah, I know what you mean. Not a jaded bone in his body,

far as I know. I think I'm the only one he does it to, but

can't be sure."

   "I...I wondered. I haven't seen him around anywhere."

   "Whorin' in the streets, you mean? Like you?"

   "Yeah, guess I do."

   "I'M BACK, MR. CARTER!" Robby came in from the rear

of the store.

   "Watch this," he whispered to me. He reached behind him

and started to scratch at his asshole. "Damn, gotta real crazy

itch!"

   "Gee, maybe you need it cleaned again, Mr. Carter," Robby

gushed, hardly even looking at me. "Maybe I didn't do it good

enough this morning. Or did you poop again?"

   "Uh, yeah, I did...just before lunch." He winked at me,

dropped his drawers, and leaned over the counter. "Musta left

some itchy stuff back there. I'm so absent-minded when it comes

to hygiene. Sure glad I got you around!"

   Robby crouched down behind the man, spreading his cheeks.

"Aw, you're just kidding. You didn't go. Smells just like I

left it."

   "You're right, kiddo. But go ahead, I think our customer

wants to watch you."

   "Hunh? Oh, yeah. Hi."

   "Hi, Robby. Can I...come back there and watch you?"

   "Sure, why not? I don't mind."

   I quickly went behind the counter. He held the cheeks open.

"You wanna taste it? Mr. Carter always tastes nice."

   "No, thanks. Go ahead," I urged, kneeling down beside him.

   Robby shrugged, and began to lick at the man's anus, using

his thumbs to pull the lips apart. He didn't hesitate in the

least. He put his tongue to the crevice and swirled it all

around. Then he punched it into the hole...and licked around in

there, too. It wasn't a bad ass. But Mr. Carter was an older,

married man. Maybe mid-40's or so, and he sure didn't exactly

have a firm butt. Still, the kid obviously craved the taste and

feel of the man's asshole.

   "Boy, you sure do that good," I complimented, patting him

on the bottom. "You do this a lot?"

   "Mmmm. Naw, just Mr. Carter."

   "How come?"

   "Well, he's a neat boss, and his butthole's nice. Really,

you oughta taste it!"

   "I'd much rather taste yours," I said lasciviously.

   "Gosh. Really? Oh...alright. I like it too. I don't get it

much. Mr. Carter's married, you know. And that fucker Arnold

Thornberry went and moved away. He's the only one ever did it

to me. Take my pants down if you want. Here, let me help." He

rustled with his belt and snaps. "You don't mind, do you, Mr.

Carter?"

   "Course not, Robby boy. You know I love it, but I never

could figure out why you like lickin' my old butthole!"

   "Well...cause it smells like Arnie's...and kinda looks like

his, too. Guess I miss him."

   I now had his squatting ass naked. I ducked my head down

there and sniffed at his hole. "Mmmm. Whew! That's hot, Robby.

Do what you want up there, man...I'm gonna lick YOU out!" I

squirmed my tongue up his ass even before I'd scooched under

him. My body came later. My tongue was firmly entrenched and I

licked him furiously while moving under to get a comfortable

position. His muscles flexed, and I heard him slurping the

man's anus as I did the same to him.

   As would be expected...someone came into the store.

   "Damn, Charlie! You got that boy's face up your butt

again?"

   Mr. Carter sprawled across the counter, pushing his ass

back. "Oh, you know it, Herb. Kid's gotta magic tongue! Get

what you want and pay me later, okay?"

   "Sure, sure." He peeked over the counter. "Hmm. I see he's

got a little friend down there that shares his, uh, tastes."

   Carter looked sideways. "Don't you have something to do,

Herb?"

   "Nope." He continued to scrutinize the anal-mouth

connections.

   "Well, I like a little privacy when I'm getting my ass

sucked."

   "Ha! You're not gonna get it with all those folks at the

window."

   Sure enough, a small crowd had gathered. Even though sex

was freely engaged in all over town, the fascination for

peeping was still alive. A couple of men, some teenagers, a

group leader with some of her Camp Fire Girls in tow. One of

the men got so excited he pulled his prick from his pants and

started to masturbate. A smiling, uniformed girl saw it and

knelt down. The man turned to let the girl blow him, while one

of the teenage boys pulled the man's balls out and played with

them. The other man undid the boy's Levi's and got the Group

Leader to wet his down for him, before he shoved it up the

boy's outthrust ass.

   Eager for another taste, the Group Leader made an advance

to the other teenager, but he declined. So instead, she hiked

down the panties of one of her girls and licked her young

pussy. Soon, the other girls wanted some of that familiar

action, so the lady licked all their pussies. Now that more

action was taking place on the other side of the window, Herb

went over there and watched them. He particularly liked

watching the lady and her girls. It wasn't long before Herb was

jacking off and splattering a big load on the large picture

window. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the aftermath of his

tremendous explosion. Then he felt the lips. One of the little

girls had come into the shop just to lick the drippings from

his cock. Then she ran out again, giggling.

   The other man and boy had done nothing, but were now

walking away together. The man was fondling the boy's butt.

Obviously, they were going somewhere for more than a quickie!

   Robby and I were still sucking ass. I was on my back, and I

scooted him up so I could lick his balls and take his cock in

my mouth. It was wet and throbbing, and he came after just a

few sucks on his juicy knob. Hearing me gulping, Mr. Carter

suddenly lifted himself off the counter and turned around,

brandishing his large erection. "Here, Robby, but just this

once. Go ahead and suck it!"

   "Sure, Mr. Carter. I always wanted to suck one!" He went

down on it.

   "You mean you really haven't done it before? I'm honored.

Mmmm, suck me! Get ready to swallow down my jizz...my wife says

it's quite tasty!"

   The man grunted a few times and shot Robby's mouth full of

his baby-making cock batter. From the sounds Robby was making,

I guess that Mr. Carter's wife was telling the truth. I'd

scooted back to lick at his ass some more while I jacked off.

   He lifted his hole from my mouth, and looked back over his

shoulder at me...licking his lips. "Don't! Let me do it, OK?"

   That was fine with me. I held my dick straight up, and he

went down on me, obviously hooked on cocksucking now. Mr.

Carter smiled down and started to pull up his pants.

   "C-can I...try it?" I asked.

   "Oh, why not?" He dropped his pants again and turned,

squatting backwards on my face. He rested his hands on his

knees and let me put my tongue up his asshole. It was nice and

mushy from Robby's rimming, and in that position his anus was

big, puffy and gaping. I quickly realized why Robby liked it so

much. I was able to really lick him out deeply and thoroughly.

Mr. Carter had a butthole that any boy would enjoy sucking on.

It made me think of how much Sammy might enjoy licking on a

turd coming out of there!

   Mr. Carter was squirming his ass, letting me dig right in.

When I started to moan from the energetic cocksucking I was

getting, he held still. I aimed my tongue stiffly straight up,

and he sat down on it, working his ass up and down...enjoying

my eager tongue-fuck!

   Robby let my drained cock slip from his lips, and crawled

up to watch me rimming his boss. He put his face under the

man's buttocks and licked me on the neck. "Isn't it great?" he

whispered. "I just love it so much! I'd like to go home with

him and do it in front of his wife!"

   "Sorry, kid," he rose and pulled his pants up. "I'm afraid

she'd slap your little ass-kissing mouth! Personally, I could

go for it. But Gloria never fully adapted."

   He stitched up his buckle and put his apron back on, while

we also got dressed. "She's so upset about the sex in school,

but she knows she has to accept it. She's even warned the boys

about messin' with other boys, but all it did was put the idea

in their minds. I've caught them 69ing a couple of times, and

they freely admit they do it all the time. As a matter of fact,

it's been going on for so long now, I think my sons are in love

with each other!"

   "Do...do they..." Robby hesitated.

   "With me?" he laughed. "Oh, gosh no. I know a lot of

fathers do it with their sons in this town, but..." he shook

his head, "no. Gloria would never put up with it. Besides, I'm

more of a woman's man myself, and Gloria's all I really need.

But, I do love your diversions," he tossled Robby's hair.

"She's a hot woman, but one thing she won't do is put her mouth

back there. So I let you."

   "Crowd's gone." Herb remarked.

   "Hunh?" Carter turned, surprised to still find him there.

   "Yeah, they really got wild out there." He blushed. "I'll

...I'll clean up your window, then I gotta get home."

   Carter laughed, looking at the streams of cum still dripping

down the pane. "Forget it. Gotta clean the thing anyway.

You always did spring a boner at the slightest thing, Herb.

Guess I oughta be glad you didn't squirt it in my face

while you watched us."

   Herb laughed too. "Yeah, remember the time I hit the

picture on my mom's wall? You only got as far as the bureau.

Well, see ya."

   "Known each other since school," he explained when the man

left. "No, we didn't!" he answered our raised eyebrows. "But we

sure spent a lot of time jacking off together!" He grinned.

"Well, back to work."

   I left the shop, well satisfied, when I heard choking, little cries

coming from the stairway between the stores. One of the Camp

Fire Girls was sitting on the stoop, sobbing. I asked her what

the problem was. "I...I got left out. I didn't get to do anything!

Nobody played with me. Then they all left."

   "Well, what do you mean," I shrugged, "what did you want to

do?"

   "I dunno...anything!" she sobbed.

   "Well, uh, stop crying, okay. You'll get lots of chances."

   "You think so? Can...can I lick your thing?"

   "Hunh?"

   "Just for a minute..."

   "Will you stop crying then?" She nodded, wiping her tears.

I felt sorry for her, so I pulled my soft dick out and let her

put her mouth on it. I don't think she'd ever had a penis in

her mouth, but she nursed on it happily for a while.

   "So, you like fucking little girls in the mouth?"

   I turned to see Officer O'Malley, the cop who'd made the

guy in the convertible suck him off. He had a smug look on

his face.

   "She...she wanted to lick it!" I explained nervously.

   "Hmmm." He approached closer. "Can't do much for her with a

soft cock." He looked down to where the girl was sucking my

peter. "You want him to squirt some juice in your mouth,

honey?" She nodded, eagerly, not taking her mouth off.

   "I can't come again...I was just gonna let her lick it a bit."

   "All sucked out, hunh? Well, little gal wants her first taste

of jism, I'd say. I think you oughta give it to her. Here, let

me help."

   The cop reached down into my pants and stuck his finger

up my butt! "Don't want her to be disappointed." He squirmed

around inside me, making me groan from the pleasure. Sure

enough, my cock soon began to get hard. I looked sideways at

the cop's grinning face, and reached down to fondle the front

of his uniform trousers. I wasn't surprised at what I found...I

remember when he'd pulled his big monster out and made the guy

suck him while his girl jacked him off. It was long and hard

and hung down his pants leg. I felt him up while he finger-

fucked me.

   "You want a blowjob, officer?" I gasped. "I could lick your

ass."

   "Naw, it's kinda stinky. Sammy's waiting for me. Gotta save

it up for the little punk. I just wanna see you squirt in the kid's

face. She's too young to take your load, so pull it out and

shoot all over her mouth!" He jabbed me fiercely, working

over my prostate. I let go of his cock and grabbed my balls. I

pulled my prick out of the girl's mouth and took hold of it.

She smiled up at me with her mouth open. Officer O'Malley

squirmed his finger up my rectum as I splattered cum all over

the child's delighted face!

   Officer O'Malley took a quick sniff of his finger, then urged

the girl to pull her panties off. "Lemme lick your little cunt,

honey. I got a date with a horny fag's mouth, but I could sure

go for some sweet virgin pussy juice! You are a virgin, aren't

you sugar?"

   "Uh, I guess so," she said unsure.

   He grabbed my floppy dick. "Well, you ever had one o' these

up your little hole?"

   "No, sir."

   "Not even your daddy's? Then you're a still a virgin,

sweetheart. Now lemme get a taste. Boy, I sure would like to

pop that little cherry of yours, but I'm sure your daddy's

saving it for himself!"

   "I don't have a daddy, but my Uncle Jim's always playing

with me."

   "Well, then I'm sure your Uncle Jim'll be putting his

weinie in there in the next few years."

   "He lets me suck on it before he sticks it in Momma."

   "Ah ha! Your Uncle Jim must be your daddy's brother, hunh?"

   "Oh, no. Uncle Jim's Momma's littlest brother. Oooh, that

feels real good...do it some more."

   "Mmmm, tastes real good too." He lapped away as the girl

spread her legs wider and watched him. "You gotta real sweet

little candy cunt!"

   He licked her pussy a bit more, then sent her on her way.

I was about to head down the street when he called me back.

   "Got somewhere to go?"

   "Uh, no. But I thought you had a date with Sammy."

   "I do. Why don't you come along. He lives right up here on

the third floor. You can give us some immoral encouragement!"

he laughed.

   Even though I was pretty well petered out, I decided to tag

along. It might be fun to watch him work the cop over. We

walked up to the third floor and he knocked.

   "Why, Officer O'Malley!"

   "Hello there, Mrs. Davenport. And how you are?"

   "I'm just fine. Did I forget some parking tickets?"

   "No, no, nothing like that." He introduced me. "Come to see

Sammy. Got me a real grungy butthole, and the boy said he'd

wash it for me!" he winked.

   "Oh, that's a relief!" she kidded. "I'm just going out, but he's

in his room. Right down the hall. Hope one of you fellas'll

lick his too. That boy can sure stink up a room sometimes!

Bye, now."

   We chuckled, and headed down the hallway. "Watch. I'll bet

he's in there playing with his collection of turds!"

   "He...he has a collection of turds?!!" I asked, missing his

humor.

   "Probably. Let's see." He quietly swung the bedroom door

open.

   Sammy was naked, except for his jockey shorts. But he

wasn't doing anything nasty. In fact, he was sitting at his

computer with a pair of glasses slipped down his nose, totally

engrossed in some endeavor. He even had classical music

playing! He turned toward the door and beamed when he saw us.

He certainly didn't seem upset when he saw that I'd tagged

along.

   "God, I almost forgot. Is it that late? Just let me clear this,

alright?"

   We walked over and watched what he was doing. He was

working on some amazing computer graphics. It was quite a

surprise finding that he was so talented. As I stood behind

him, I thought of his dual personalities as the smell of his

ass rose up from his shorts. It was pungent! Sammy Shitlick.

Ass-licking boy genius? He slipped the disk out, turned around,

and clapped his hands. "Okay! Didja bring me a hot, smelly

cophole, O'Malley?"

   "Dirty as hell you little scumboy, just the way you like it!

Lemme get these pants off!"

   "Naw, just get on the bed and pull 'em down!" He got up, a

hardon already tenting his shorts. "You back for more, Jeremy?

Didn't we just rim each other a while ago?"

   "Yeah," I laughed. "I just came to watch."

   "We'll see about that."

   "I licked you pretty clean, how'd you get so smelly

already?"

   "I knew O'Malley was coming over, so I took a dump!"

   "Didn't have to do me no favors, kid. You know I ain't

gonna lick it for you! Here, feast your nose on this!" The cop

knelt on the bed and yanked his pants down...lewdly sticking

out his huge keester. "Tongue the crap offa that, punk!"

   "Get a load of this porker! Squeeze his ass and you can

feel the donuts in there!"

   "Quit jawbonin' willya! I'm tired of smellin' my own stink.

Start cleanin' me up before I run you in for dereliction of

duty!"

   Sammy knelt behind the cop's large, but tight ass. "Thing

is...all those donuts make for sweet poopy." He spread the

cheeks. "Oooh! Look at this!" The cop had a large, hairless

pink hole, but it was rather dirty looking and ringed in brown.

Sammy moved up and smelled it. He looked like he was about to

keel over, but I couldn't tell if it was from the stench or from

intoxication! I found out quick enough.

   "Damn, I like pig ass!" He started to lick up and down the

crevice.

   "Clean that asshole, you walking fart!" O'Malley cried.

"You just like shit. You'd suck a real pig's asshole, and

probably have!"

   "I prefer pigs that can talk...dirty!" Then they both shut

up, and Sammy licked the crusty shit from the cop's hole. It

looked like it was going to take a while, and neither of them

were in a hurry. Occasionally, Sammy would thumb the anus apart

and lick in for some moist stuff. I was getting a boner from

watching.

   O'Malley was stroking his dick, moaning from the asslick-

ing. He glanced back at me. "Sammy gets the juice, but you can

lick on it if you want."

   "Some other time," I said, looking at his luscious, fat gerkin.

"If I put my mouth on that, I won't wanna take it off. I think

I'll play around back here."

   I got behind Sammy and wrapped my hands around his waist,

caressing his slim, naked body. I went between his legs and

felt him up, then caressed his buttocks. I stopped for a moment

to take my own pants down so my cock could breathe, then I went

back to playing with his ass. I was tempted to rub up and down

his crack, but I knew that if I did, I'd get his shorts dirty with

skid marks. I pulled them back and looked down in there.

There were already streaks in his pants, so I slipped them down

and surveyed his asshole. It smelled strong, and was pretty

dirty, but the aroma was turning me on. I decided I wanted to

lick his asshole...but I didn't want to clean it. I pulled his

shorts back up and rubbed the cloth into his crack...wiping off

as much shit as I could. Then I slipped them down again and

quickly put my mouth on him! If I hadn't gotten it all off--and

of course I knew I wouldn't--I at least didn't want to see it.

But I didn't mind smelling it. I liked smelling Sammy's hole.

So I smelled it while I ate it! I didn't dig in...I just gave him a

nice rim and wash.

   "Ahhh, great queer licking, kid!" O'Malley complimented

Sammy.

   "Of course. I like licking queers!" Sammy retorted.

   "Johnson's ready. Here, blow me off!" He forced his cock

back between his legs into Sammy's capable hands. After some

ball-licking and shaft tonguing, it ended up down Sammy's

capable throat. I got up close and watched him giving the cop a

wild blowjob. The cock being upside down, I was able to see

the big vein throb. It was like a little hose, pulsing and expand-

ing, sending huge jets of warm sperm into Sammy's gulping

mouth. The cop was crying loudly from pleasure"and from the

finger Sam jabbed up his asshole! I don't know if the finger

caused another orgasm, but O'Malley continued to spurt hot jizz

from his balls. Sammy was sure getting one hell of a delicious

drink from the fat knob. I envied him, and was glad I'd

promised the officer some head in the future.

   "Boy!" I exclaimed. "You sure save it up. Hope you're like

that when I do you."

   He turned on his back and chuckled. "Hell, kid, I come like

that all the time. Why do you think I'm always getting blown by

guys? Girls gag and spit half of it out most of the time. Damn

waste of good cum, I say. Ricky, that kid in the convertible

you saw blowing me?"

   "Yeah, I remember," I said.

   "Every time he gets a new girlfriend he parks illegally. He

likes to act the reluctant motorist getting abused by a cop, but

they soon catch on. He only sucks uniformed guys, and only

if they can deliver a big load!"

   "Heh! How 'bout Cub Scouts?"

   "Hell, show me a Cub Scout that can shoot a load like mine,

and I'll blow him myself!" He laughed.

   "Gee, I think I still have my old uniform," Sammy smirked.

   "Sorry, kid. No fair. I gotta go. See you around, Jeremy.

Just let me know when you want it...my nuts are always full!

Bye."

   Sammy dropped his shorts and settled back in a chair. "You

want me to suck you?" I asked, not exactly overly excited about

it. The day really had me worn out.

   "Naw, that's alright. I wanna beat off remembering his

butthole. You can kinda nibble my nuts if you want, though."

   I smiled and crawled over between his legs. He sprawled

down and spread them apart. Then he layed back and closed his

eyes as he pumped his prick soothingly and made little moaning

sounds while licking his lips as if recalling the taste of Officer

O'Malley's shit. It didn't take him long to splatter his chest,

especially after I took both of his nuts in my mouth and

knocked them around a bit with my tongue. I went home and

took a nap.

   School that Fall was quite an adventure. Clyde and I

resumed our friendship, finding that we had several classes

together. With disappointment, I noticed that I wasn't

scheduled for a Sex Ed class. Then Clyde explained that some

students didn't start that class until the second quarter,

especially Freshmen. There wasn't any sex in the halls, and

that was a relief. I was just getting rid of the callouses on

my prick from the summer!

   It seemed almost like school as I remembered it. Everybody

seemed to dress normal. Trendy, but not overly sexual. And

teachers looked and acted like teachers. But on closer obser-

vation, there seemed to be a lot of touchy-feelies going on.

   Giggling girls would pass by and one would reach over to a

boy passing in the other direction and grab him by the balls

for a feel.

   The boys seemed to be doing a lot of quick tit-pinching,

too. Then they might look in the other direction and grab

another guy's crotch. The action never seemed to stop their

conversations, and rarely even made them turn their heads.

Even boys that might not be interested in other guys seemed

used to having their asses felt up! It wasn't exactly brazen, and

sometimes teachers would silently warn a pupil to stop that.

Even some of them got their butts felt in passing.

   Clyde took me around to get me oriented. He pointed out the

seldom used cafeteria, the gym and track, and found my locker.

I got groped several times, and Clyde seemed to be very

popular! He was leaning back against the lockers while I tried

out my combination.

   A blonde girl came up to him and sexily began to run her

hand over his chest and down to his crotch...grabbing his

bulging pouch.

   "Hi, Clyde. Gonna let me play with it this semester?"

   He smiled and gently pushed her hand away.

   "I told you, Gloria. I'll stick it in any hole you want as long

as your boyfriend sucks on it first and lets me blow him."

   "I keep trying. I almost have him talked into it. I'll let you

know." She patted his pouch and sauntered off.

   "You sure are popular," I grinned.

   "There's definitely advantages to having the only available

8" of stiff black nigger dick in school!" he laughed.

   The conversations we caught snatches of were varied. Most

were about the first day of school, but others...

   "Yeah, I let my little brother sit on my face..."

   "Kinda bitter, but he sure comes a lot!"

   "I'm tellin' ya, he licked Freddie's ass, then he licked my

ass, then he licked my dad's ass."

   "...thought he was cute. When he was in Junior High he

used to deliver our paper"personally"cause Mom would always

blow him on the front porch!"

   "I know! He teaches my English class. I've seen him fuck

my dad!"

   "Mr. Orenson? Can I lick your balls at lunch time?"

   "Um, Miss Davis?"

   "That's alright, Mr. Orenson. I have to hop over to the

pharmacy anyway. You treat those jewels right, though, Sylvia!"

   "Oh, I will, Miss Davis! My girlfriend Linda would like to

lick your pussy some time. She's good at it!"

   "...and quite honestly, Penny, I just don't know about

him! I was on the rag and all!"

   "...aw, who'd wanna blow a five-year-old! I think he's...."

   "Sure, I'll save some farts for you, too!"

   "...only two fingers. After that it starts to hurt!"

   "...and what a mess we had to clean up! It was worth it,

though. I wish I had an uncle like that!"

   Freshmen Orientation was first. It was a one-day class to

welcome new Freshmen and explain some things. The room was

fresh with giggles.

   "Okay, simmer down. Not all of you have grown up in this

town. Those of you who are are familiar with the rules from

Junior High. There you had to make adjustments, just as you did

in grammar school. Kindergarten was totally free, and I'm sure

you all remember Naked Play Time. In grammar and junior high

you learned that except for Sex Ed, sexual activity was to be

saved for after school. Much the same applies here in high

school, with the exception of Lunch....and of course, Sex Ed.

At Lunchtime, any sexual activity within community acceptance

may be freely indulged in as long as you are in your next class

and ready to learn. No exceptions to the tardy rule, no matter

how involved you may be. Please remember that urine kills the

grass, and defecation must be refrained from on the quad. The

quad restroom may be utilized for those activities, however,

and it is co-ed."

   "Is...is it true that teachers join in?" someone asked in a

giggle.

   "Oh, absolutely. We enjoy your young flesh and you'll

generally find larger pricks and more maturely fragrant cunts

among the faculty. Please remember to retain your sense of

respect toward the faculty, with the exception of certain

teachers and administrators who may direct you to treat them

otherwise. In short, remember that we're just as horny as you

are, and while you may witness a teacher who, let's say,

prefers to have his face smothered by a student's fragrant

bottom, that's no reason to treat him with less respect when

he's instructing you in...let's say Algebra." Knowing giggles

were heard.

   "Okay, Okay. Some of you may know Mr. Phillips. Just

remember that when you're out there, naked and licking who

knows what, to give your teachers and classmates the same

respect you wish for yourself. Also, you'll quickly notice that

friends and acquaintances who you've been spending most of

your sexual moments with will tend to gravitate to strangers.

We've tried to instill in you the freedom of sexplay and the

emotional responses that go with it. We've also tried to teach

you the insidious and damaging nature of jealousy and rejec-

tion. Any displays of uncontrollable jealousy should be kept to

private conversations away from the quad, and just as important

...no one enjoys rejection. So be gentle and of good nature

when you do so"just as you wish another person to be with you.

So, in general on this note, keep your peckers in your pants

during class and try to forget them. That goes for tit flashing,

too.

   "Just a note for those of you with unadjusted parents.

Parents may not visit the quad during Lunchtime, and the area

is secure from observation from the street. This is to secure

your freedom and privacy. School is your place, and we

encourage your personal development.

   "Birth control pills and devices are freely available in the

Front Office. And condoms, too, of course. Please be sure

to use one if you find yourself with a temporary urinal infec-

tion. Remember, boys, pussies and assholes are very tender

flesh and tend to be susceptible.

   "Now, boys in the shower room. This...isn't generally a

problem with the girls...but get a group of naked boys together

and the potential for distractions are enormous. And, most

peckers become enormous at those times!" he chuckled. "But

getting hardons is unavoidable. We understand that. Personally,

I can't walk past that area without springing a bone-on myself.

And as hard as it is"if you'll excuse the quip"please try to

keep your hands to yourself. Your coach will instruct you on

the behavior he expects. I understand that prior to holidays

some coaches may send you to the showers early for a festive

free-for-all and wet grope. In those cases, please remember

that wet floors and soap make for dangerous possibilities. We

don't want any accidents. Uh, one more thing on the subject of

showers. Unlike regulation schools, we don't require a shower.

It's strictly optional for boys as well as girls. We understand

that many people enjoy olfactory stimulation...particularly in

the genital region...but remember that when you're in class

other folks may not appreciate your closeness. Try to shower at

least once a week.

   "There are a couple of openings for those prized positions

of towel boy for the football and basketball teams. I under-

stand there will probably be a drawing. Check with your coach

about auditions for the extra duties. A similar position is

open for the girls' softball team. "Um...any questions?"

   "Yeah! Do we hafta blow a teacher if he wants?"

   "No more than with a student. Everyone has their freedom

to decline any sexual act in this community. You should know

that."

   "I always wanted to see Mr. Patterson fuck my dad. Are

there any exceptions to the rule about parents at Lunchtime?"

   "I'm sorry. If it's a crowd you desire, you're perfectly free

to put on that display anywhere else in town. You can send

out notices to that effect, but not on campus. Unless your

father wishes to join the Board of Education. Board members

have free access to students and teachers on the quad."

   "Do you have a big dick?" The class broke into laughter.

   "Son, as pretty as those lips of yours are, I'm afraid you'll

have to wait until Lunchtime to find out. I usually eat on

the West side."

   "Does every boy in this school suck cock? Some of the girls

tell me they got better action in grammar school!"

   "Well," he chuckled, "we have found from this experiment

that the allure of cock is very strong, and homosexual inter-

action is quite predominant among teenage boys."

   "No kidding!" one girl cried. "You can ask my brother about

that!"

   "Still," the man continued, "there doesn't seem to be an

alarming situation building up. Most girls find enough satis-

faction available. Perhaps if you supplement yourself with some

lesbian activity, or maybe a stronger douche is in order.

That's not a jibe, dear. It's merely a fact that older gentlemen

have learned to savor that special flavor girls have, while boys

tend to be a bit slow in that department and tend to be drawn

to the more familiar odors of other boys. My best advice is to

start with a fresh pussy and when the boy gets used to that

you can gradually increase his ability to enjoy your fragrance

until he absolutely prefers it that way! And perhaps a wise

note to you boys on that subject. If you find yourself

enamored of a female teacher, be fully prepared to accept

that heady aroma. Best thing is to just bury your face in

there and go for it! Right, girls?"

   Whoops and yeahs were voiced by the female contingent.

   "Can we butt-lick?" one boy asked, blushing. "N-not that

I..."

   "Not that you what? Son, get over your embarrassment.

You'll see a lot of butt-licking and ass-sucking out there. If

that turns you on, you just get out there and do it! Don't deny

your own pleasures for some ancient taboos. You come out on

the quad, boy...I'll suck your asshole silly myself!" He grinned,

getting cheers for his response.

   "What about cleanup?" a girl asked. "I mean, if we have to

rush to class afterwards, are there any things to clean up with

or do we have to carry our own tissues or something?"

   "Good question! Always good to be prepared. However, there

are rows of dispensers along the outside of the quad restroom

for quick wipeups. Please be sure to deposit them in the contain-

ers along with any other liter you may have accumulated.

You'll find that many youngsters and teachers alike may be

lined up against that wall just prior to the bell ringing. That

signals that they have waited to wipe up in case someone wishes

to do it with their mouth. Cunts have been fucked and pricks

have been recently extracted from pussies or assholes. So if

those tastes interest you, it's first come, first served. They're

standing there for the first available mouth, so feel free to

indulge. Just beware of the various possibilities of where a

prick may have been. Also"and I'm sure it's quite obvious--

if an asshole is the object presented for licking you can be

sure it's just been fucked! You're on your own. If it's messy,

stinky or dripping with cum don't complain. Lick it or get

out of the way...someone else will gladly do it!"

   "That's disgusting! How can somebody do that?"

   "Anybody?" He asked the class to respond.

   "Cause it's dirty and nasty!"

   "Yeah, stuff like that makes my prick harder!"

   "Me, too! But I only do it to people I don't know."

   "That's dumb...everybody's watching you!"

   "That reminds me," the man held up a finger. "We have video

cameras set up around the quad. Because so much footage is

shot, we have fulltime editors that cull the best activity from

all positions. A compilation tape is put together for the quarterly

assembly in the gymnasium. We set up a large screen to show

your personal highlights and a general orgy is the afternoon's

agenda"not that you horny buggers need any more sex! Most

students just get a kick out of viewing the film, but past

experiences have shown us that a free atmosphere must be

available for those of you who can't control the way the film

turns you on. So, you can watch your fellow students and teach-

ers in action, or just strip down and fuck your brains out!"

   "That sounds great! I really like to watch!"

   "That's the idea. We find that it broadens your horizons

and develops your sense of voyeurism. Voyeurism is quite

healthy, and viewing others in sexual heat tends to expand your

willingness to experiment with different sexual activities and

other 'types' of partners.

   "And, it certainly doesn't do us teachers any harm in that

department, either! Seeing us with our legs in the air...so to

speak...makes us more sexually appealing. Something we can't

obtain in the classroom. And, after all, while every teacher in

this school is a dedicated professional, it's no secret that we

'like the young stuff'!"

   "Ain't that kinda destroying our privacy, though? Filming

us!"

   "Why? Parents aren't invited."

   "Well, what if we did something only because we knew that

somebody else wasn't there that day? Then it shows up a month

later!"

   "Aha, doing something you shouldn't have been?! No problem.

Any time prior to a quarterly screening, a Dis-edit request can

be filed. Best to do it that day, but if you give the date and

location and a description of the activity, we'll make sure it's

not included. You'd be surprised at how few requests we get.

Sometimes, people like the shock value."

   "Yeah! My brother told me about that. Last year his best bud

comes up to him after one of those and says, 'I didn't know

you liked sucking cock so much. What's wrong with mine?'

They're still getting it on!"

   "Uh, I like getting spanked. Could I get a teacher to do it

to me?"

   "Ah, yes! Because printing things causes massive distri-

bution, and because we want to keep your desires...and the

desires of your teachers...officially confidential, the main

computer in Administration is available to all students. The

file 'Proclivities' lists the sexual likes and dislikes of all faculty

members. Spanking is one of the questions on file, and I'm

sure you can find someone to warm your butt into a healthy

pinkness! Don't forget, some teachers would enjoy that, too.

It's a good way to get out your frustrations and aggressions.

Find an agreeable teacher and smack his or her bottom raw right

out there in the quad for all to see!"

   "Can I just jack off in somebody's face?"

   "Well, that would be rather rude if you don't give the other

person some warning. I don't know anybody that would

greatly mind a big load in the puss, but that's not a good

idea. State your intention, give them a chance to say no, but

mostly give them a chance to close their eyes. Cum's quite

tasty, but it burns the shit out of your eyes!"

   "I think it tastes awful!"

   "Suck more dicks, dear. And boys, I'm told eating celery

makes your cum sweeter."

   "What if...especially a teacher...what if you're gonna rim,

but you decide it stinks too bad and you don't wanna do it? Is

that rude?"

   "Well, you make your own choices. It's your mouth, after

all. Best thing is just to back off. You can cry and complain

that you ain't gonna lick that fuckin' stinkhole! But somebody

else is just gonna come along and do it. It's fair to voice

your opinion. But I remember seeing on tape one kid tellin' a

jock his butt stunk. Four other guys were down there so fast

the tree holding the camera began to rattle! The kid was right

in what he'd said, but the expression on his face after that

showed that he felt like a pussy not doing it. No offense,

girls."

   "No offense taken, Mr. Armbruster! Most of us girls will

gladly leave that nasty stuff up to the boys!" She was cheered

in a high pitch. "Something about boys and shit go together!"

She said, smugly. The boys groaned in defense.

   "No, no, it's true fellas. In a sense. Boys are dirtier, nastier,

and we tend to enjoy the more animalistic senses of our

natures. Girls are cleaner, sweeter, and sometimes a bit

boring in that respect."

   "Yeh! Right! We wanna get down and dirty!"

   "One more thing. Once each semester we have Girls Day.

Tradition dictates that on those days the only activity to take

place at lunch should be Lesbian. Solo masturbation is allowed,

however, and means solo...not 'do a buddy a favor' time! On

Boys Day the girls get to watch and twiddle themselves while

you fellows get into the pleasures of cock and balls. Now, of

course, anyone not wishing to indulge is certainly free to not

do so. But it's a good time for experimentation."

   "Out in the open!" a kid squealed.

   "Hey, it's a freebie. Most freshmen try it out on the older

guys. Take my advice and latch onto a senior. They're more apt

to do it back to you. That's about it, gang. Time for your

first class. Have fun out there and remember that school is for

learning...and sharing!"

   The morning was pretty much the same as school always is.

The others settled down to learning and paying attention while

the freshmen seemed to be the most antsy.

   Clyde and I met at my locker and headed out to the quad

for: LUNCH!!

