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CHAPTER ONE


"Miss Richardson, may I talk to you for a moment?" Emmylou Mumm asked. She was standing in the high school hallway peeking into Miss Richardson's private office.
"Of course, Emmylou. I'm not busy, what can I do for you?" Miss Roberta Jean Richardson said in a smooth, calm voice. She was the high school counselor.
"I have a problem, but it doesn't have to do with what college I want to go to or anything like that," Emmylou said with a small blush.
"That's okay. I am here to take care of all sorts of problems," Miss Richardson said. The counselor was a tall blonde and quite beautiful.
Miss Richardson placed the palms of her hands flat on her ink blotter atop her desk and looked right into Emmylou's dark eyes. Emmylou sat down in the straight-backed wooden chair on the other side of Miss Richardson's desk.
"I'm not even sure how to begin. Let me put it this way, I am a senior in high school and I have never even been out on a date with a boy," Emmylou said.
"I find that hard to believe, Emmylou. You are so beautiful and sexy. I would have thought you would be quite popular with the boys," Miss Richardson said.
"I guess I am popular but boys don't trust me or something. Maybe they can sense that I don't care for them very much. I think something is wrong with me."
"What do you mean, you don't care for them very much, Emmylou?" Miss Richardson asked. The counselor's brain was working a mile a minute.
"I'm not sure. I talk to other girls and they get all starry eyes and hot and bothered when they think about handsome boys," Emmylou said.
"And you do not feel that way?" Miss Richardson asked. The tall blonde woman could feel herself getting fidgety and she told herself to calm down.
"No. Not at all. I think boys are all rather crude. I think about having sex with them and I don't feel desire. I feel disgust," Emmylou said.
"Has it ever occurred to you that you might just be a late bloomer. Some girls mature in that way more quickly than others," Miss Richardson said.
"I thought that might be the case too for awhile – but there is a part of all of this that I haven't told you yet," Emmylou said.
"Tell me the whole story. I am not going to be able to help you if you keep secrets from me," Miss Richardson said. The tall blonde licked her lips.
"I do have sexual fantasies – quite often, as a matter of fact, but – but…" Emmylou stopped and her face turned as red as a beet.
"But they are not about boys," Miss Richardson said, completing the sentence for the little girl. Emmylou looked relieved and even managed to force a smile.
"That's right. I have sexy daydreams all the time – but they are always about other girls. Girls my own age. Younger girls. Old and older woman," Emmylou said.
"It isn't anything to be ashamed of. It just means that you are a lesbian. There are many of us around," Miss Richardson exclaimed slyly.
"Us?" Emmylou Mumm asked, tilting her head a little to one side. Miss Richardson was looking at her with a funny expression in her baby blue eyes. Miss Richardson was looking at Emmylou in a way no woman had ever looked at her before.
"Yes, Emmylou. I am a lesbian also. I remember when I was your age, or maybe a little younger, I was just as confused. I felt like a freak of nature," Miss Richardson said knowingly.
"Precisely. You are amazing. It's as if you can read my mind," Emmylou said. The little girl realized the counselor was looking at her lustfully.
"I suppose you must be a very horny young lady, Emmylou, not having had any sexual contact at such an advanced age," Miss Richardson said.
"You better believe it! There are some nights when I can't even get to sleep because the ache down there is so great. You know, in between my legs," Emmylou said.
"Have you tried masturbation?" Miss Richardson asked. The tall blonde could feel the hot blood of her feminine arousal pumping downward in her body.
"The truth of the matter is that I haven't. I don't know why exactly. It's not that I think I am going to go blind or anything like that."
"Did your mother tell you that you would grow hair on your palms if you touched yourself in an impure manner?" Miss Richardson inquired.
"Yes, but I didn't believe her. She told me that nice girls always sleep with their hands above the covers, if you know what I mean."
"I do," Miss Richardson said with a knowing nod. The tall blonde could tell that both her inner and outer cunt lips were swelling rapidly.
"I guess when you get right down to it, I was afraid that I would like masturbation too much. I am afraid that I will become obsessed."
"Obsessed with your own pleasure?" Miss Richardson asked. She could tell that it wouldn't be very long at all before all of the mucous membranes down between her legs were thoroughly engorged with the hot blood of her lesbian horniness.
"Yes. I was afraid that once I started I would not be able to stop. I don't even know what an orgasm feels like. I don't even know what all of the fuss is about."
"Would you like to learn?" Miss Richardson asked. The woman could feel the little glans inside her pussy starting to secrete her natural lubrication.
"Are you going to teach me?" Emmylou Mumm queried with great interest. Her dark eyes were opened wide. She was obviously very excited.
"It would be my pleasure to teach you everything there is to know about sex. Of course, we will have to be very careful," Miss Richardson said.
"I don't understand. We don't have to worry about me getting pregnant or anything like that," Emmylou said with a funny frown on her cute little kisser.
"Oh no. It's just that I am a counselor and you are a student. I could get fired if someone found out we were fooling around," the woman said.
"I see. The LAST thing I want to do is get you in any trouble, Miss Richardson," Emmylou said. The little girl was leaning forward in her chair. The little girl was rapidly opening and closing her knees – as if she were trying to fan the flame in her crotch.
"After school today I want you to come to my apartment. Do you know where it is?" Miss Richardson asked. Her pussy was moist with juice.
The tall blonde woman knew that it would not be long before her pussy wasn't just moist. Not just damp. Soon it would be soaking wet!
"I do know where it is. You live in that big apartment complex right on the edge of town, right?" Emmylou asked. Her heart was pounding.
Indeed, the little girl's heard was beating so hard at that point that the little girl feared it would pound its way right out of her chest.
"That's right. Apartment 609. If anyone asks why you are going there you just tell them that we are discussing plans for your future."
"There is some truth in that," Emmylou said. "I have to go now but I will be over to your apartment right after school is over. I am looking forward to it. I have been kept in the dark for so long. I feel as if one of the great mysteries of life is about to be solved for me."
It was ten minutes before four o'clock on that Friday afternoon when Emmylou knocked on the door of Roberta Jean Richardson's apartment.
Roberta Jean was there and waiting. The tall blonde opened the door and let Emmylou in. They could feel the heat of their mutual desire.
Indeed, for a moment they were standing so close to one another that they could feel the heat radiating from each other's body. Both of their pussies were wet.
Miss Richardson locked the door and told Emmylou to set down her books. She took the little girl by the hand and pulled her toward her.
"The first thing you have to learn is how to kiss," Roberta Jean said. The tall blonde made a purring sound deep inside her throat.
Miss Richardson sounded very sexy – and remarkably like a real cat – when she made that feline purring noise. Emmylou's nipples were hard beneath her blouse.
Emmylou placed her hands on the back of Miss Richardson's neck. She folded her fingers together beneath the base of the blonde's skull.
Miss Richardson wrapped her arms around Emmylou's extraordinarily slender waist. They pressed the fronts of their bodies together snugly.
Miss Richardson was a good deal taller than the little girl. She stooped and Emmylou got up on her toes as their faces moved closer together.
Their faces moved together as if they were moving in slow motion. They both closed their eyes instinctively. They paused when their mouths were only a fraction of an inch apart.
For that fraction of a second they could feel each other's hot moist breath. Emmylou could feel her respiratory system being affected by her lust.
The little girl could feel her breaths getting shorter and closer together. Emmylou realized that she was panting – panting just like the wild animal she wanted so badly to become. Then Miss Richardson pressed her lips fully over Emmylou's super hungry mouth. The kiss felt even better than Emmylou had anticipated.
They kissed with only their lips for a spell, writhing their mouths together like two sets of sensuous pillows. Then their mouths opened.
Just as if they had rehearsed the kiss many times before in the past, each offered the tip of her tongue at the same time. Their tongue tips touched.
Emmylou shivered with delight. They flicked the tips of their tasters together and then began to roll their tongues over one another.
They explored the insides of each other's mouths thoroughly. They licked each other's teeth, each other's gums, the insides of each other's cheeks.
They sucked each other's tongues and quaffed deeply of each other's sweet spittle. The kiss lasted for a long time and they were both a little breathless from their lesbian passion by the time the kiss ended.
"How was that?" Miss Richardson inquired quickly.
"Oh my," was all the pretty little girl could say.
"Did you like it?"
"It was better than anything I could have dreamed," Emmylou said. "How does your pussy feel?" Miss Richardson queried.
"I can feel myself getting swollen and wet down there."
"That's good. That's how you are supposed to feel."
"Do you think, maybe, we could take off our clothes?"
"That's the best idea I have heard all day," the woman said.
And so, in a flash, they were both as naked as the day they were born. Miss Richardson took the little girl by the hand and led her into the bedroom.
They tumbled onto the bed in each other's arms. The little girl could feel the ache mounting in her loins, an ache more severe than anything she had experienced before.
Emmylou could already tell that the tall blonde woman was going to have no trouble at all making her orgasm. Her body was not reacting to this stimulation like that of a frightened virgin. She was getting hotter than a pepper sprout in between her legs. Her pussy tissues were thoroughly engorged and her cunt was soaking wet.
The little girl could feel her clitoris swelling into an erection, just like her nipples. She could feel her love button getting a little bit larger with each passing second – with each beat of her racing heart.
The little girl could feel her little man in the boat pushing out from under the semi-circle of fleshy sheath that usually all but covered it.
Emmylou could feel her clitoral foreskin being pushed upward – and out, of the way – by her growing clit. Her desire's focal point was practically demanding attention. Emmylou could tell that it would not be long before her clit would be so swollen that she would fear it was going to burst from the internal pressure.
Miss Richardson had Emmylou pushed onto her back. The beautiful blonde counselor moved her mouth to the side of Emmylou's neck and began to kiss and lick and bite her way up and down the little girl's jugular vein.
"So good!" Emmylou said.
She discovered that the woman had a magic mouth. At least she could do magic things with that hot mouth of hers.
Miss Richardson used her sharp teeth to give the little girl love bites on her neck – but she didn't bite hard, and her teeth did not linger in any one spot for very long.
Miss Richardson did not want to risk leaving any lasting marks. She flicked her tongue at Emmylou's earlobe.
The tall blonde pushed her tongue right inside Emmylou's ear and the teenager giggled with delight.
The counselor pushed her tongue deep into her ear canal – until Emmylou was covered with goose pimples.
Emmylou could feel the little dark brown hairs at the nape of her neck standing on end. Then Miss Richardson pulled her tongue out and moved her mouth to the front of Emmylou's throat.
She kissed downward to the cleavage between the little girl's tits. She began to kiss the left breast. She started at the outer edges of the tit and kissed her way toward the nipple.
She kept her tongue busy.
She kissed in a closing spiral, each oral caress a little closer to the nipple than the one before.
Then Miss Richardson found the nipple itself with the tip of her tongue. Emmylou began to moan and squirm.
"I can't believe how good it feels when you lick my nipple," Emmylou said. Her eyes were closed. She began to thrash her head from side to side.
Her tiny toes clutched and gathered at Miss Richardson's dark red bedspread. Her knees against began to open and close. Miss Richardson began to lick harder at that feminine erection – the pink rosebud at the tip of Emmylou's tit.
The little girl could feel her sexual anxiety steadily mounting – and she figured it had reached a point where it could get no more intense.
There had to be a saturation point – a point of no return. A point at which her orgasm became inevitable.
But Emmylou had no idea how many bridges she would have to cross before she got to that magic point.
The Miss Richardson wrapped her lips around Emmylou's nipple and began to suck it. She sucked it hard.
Miss Richardson made sloppy noises with her sensuous lips as she sucked as hard as she possibly could.
Miss Richardson sucked so hard that the skin all around that feminine erection was stretched taut.
The beautiful blonde lesbian pulled the whole tit upward – so that it looked much pointier than usual.
Emmylou Mumm could feel her nipple growing larger and harder than it had ever been before in her life!
The little girl could feel her pussy juices drooling from the base of her pink poontang slash. The crack of her ass was being lubricated.
Emmylou knew that soon she would begin to make a wet stain beneath her ass on Miss Richardson's bedspread.
Miss Richardson kept her tongue tip busy at all times. She licked and sucked at the nipple simultaneously.
The beautiful blonde then got her teeth on the feminine erection and she nipped at that tender rosebud.
Emmylou could feel twinges of pain mixing with her pleasure – but she did not mind the pain at all.
It was intrinsically sexual pain and she could feel it being translated into pleasure by her nerves.
The little girl heard the older woman growling like an animal. Miss Richardson lost her civilized soul.
The counselor became a untamed beast as she tugged at the nipple. Emmylou thought she would tear the nipple off.
The blonde shook her head from side to side a little bit with the nipple clutched between her choppers.
But Miss Richardson was not really out of control. She released her grip before any damage was done.
Emmylou could hear her whole breast make a funny noise as her nipple was allowed to snap back into position.
Miss Richardson then proceeded to repeat the whole process with the other nipple – once again going all the way from gingerly laving to harsh sucking and biting.
Emmylou was astounded by the size of her nipples. There were tears in her eyes as she opened them to look at her tits.
Emmylou could see that her nipples were protruding almost a full inch from the tips of her tiny tits.
Miss Richardson took those nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. She arched her fingers so that her nails would not get in the way.
Miss Richardson pinched and pulled at both nipples together and then released her grip. She placed her hands over the little girl's breasts.
Miss Richardson positioned her hands so that Emmylou's nipples were throbbing precisely against the centers of her flattened palms.
The beautiful blonde woman opened her long fingers apart as far as she could get them and began to massage those tits. She moved each breast in a sensuous circle.
She pressed Emmylou's tits together so that the little girl's cleavage was deeper and longer than usual.
Miss Richardson began to kiss the softness of Emmylou's belly. She tongued her bellybutton sensuously.
Emmylou discovered that this felt a hell of a lot better than she thought it was going to. She felt as if she were discovering brand new erogenous zones left and right.
Then Miss Richardson removed her hands from the little girl's tits. She kissed her abdomen, her loins.
Emmylou had the balls of her feet flat on the bed. Her knees were up in the air. She was stretching the muscles at the insides of her thighs. She wanted to get her knees as far apart as possible. Her pussy was a hungry mouth.
Miss Richardson placed her hand over that wet cunt and Emmylou thought her orgasm was going to start right then and there. She could feel her arousal take a quantum leap when her cunt was touched.
"I think I am going to hyperventilate, Miss Richardson."
"Try to relax. The more you relax the better it will feel."
"I'll do my best. I'll give it the old college try!!"
"I know you will. I understand your excitement, Emmylou."
"Everything is brand new to me. I can't figure it all out."
"There is nothing to figure out. It just feels good."
"It must be sinful. Anything that feels this good has to be bad."
"It is perfectly natural and healthy. Let the pleasure grow."
With that Miss Richardson began to move on the bed. She switched positions so that she was on her belly with her head between Emmylou's knees.
"You have a very pretty pussy, Emmylou," she said.
"Thank you, Miss Richardson," Emmylou replied sweetly.
"So pink and precious. Do you trim your pubic hair?"
"Oh no. That's the way it grows naturally. Honestly."
"I believe you. You have a wonderful body. You smell good too."
"I can smell my pussy all the way up here," Emmylou said.
"You smell like a beautiful seashell, Emmylou," the beautiful blonde said. Miss Richardson was kissing the insides of Emmylou's thighs, very, very close to the sides of her honey pot.
"I'll bet that I taste good too," Emmylou exclaimed hopefully.
"You have such a subtle way with hints, Emmylou," Miss Richardson said, offering a comforting laugh.
"I need to have my pussy licked so very badly," Emmylou said.
"All in good time, my little pretty. All in good time."
Miss Richardson bit at the insides of Emmylou's thighs. She worked her mouth right up to the edge of the little girl's cunt, but she never touched any of those hypersensitive mucous membranes with her sensuous lips.
Then Miss Richardson lifted Emmylou's legs and began to kiss her buttocks. Emmylou giggled at first at the sudden movement, but soon she was purring and moaning with her feminine enjoyment.
Miss Richardson forced Emmylou to curl back into a ball, her knees tucked to her chest. Emmylou reached up and clutched herself by the ankles.
Emmylou gripped her skinny ankles so tightly that her knuckles turned white. Miss Richardson was biting her ass.
The beautiful blonde pulled the little girl's ass cheeks apart so that the skin in the crack was stretched taut.
Miss Richardson could see that the ass crack was wet and shiny from the small teenager's cunt nectar.
Miss Richardson could see the juices continuing to drool from the teenager's tunnel of love – her chaste cunt.
The counselor thought that the natural lubrication looked like so many melted pearls as it oozed from that quim.
Miss Richardson opened the little girl's ass cheeks as if she were parting sections of a ripe fruit!
Emmylou could even feel some of the puckers in the mouth of her rectum being smoothed by that separation.
The teenager could feel a throbbing in her asshole – a hot craving pulse that she had never known before.
Her anus was tingling wildly and she realized that she wanted to be licked there quite badly – almost as badly as she wanted her cooze lapped.
Miss Richardson lowered her head so that her chin was almost touching the bedspread. If it had touched it would have been right on the wet spot.
The beautiful blonde woman parted her lips and stuck her tongue far out of her hot, wet oral cavity.
She placed the pointy tip of her pink taster at the very top of the crack of Emmylou's sweet ass.
She began to flick back and forth lightly and quickly. She drew her tongue upward – all the way to the asshole.
She flicked all around the anus and then across it with the flat part of her tongue. Emmylou squealed with joy.
Her voice was shrill.
Her face was red.
Miss Richardson rimmed the little girl's asshole clean and then tried to push her tongue up inside the hole.
Emmylou concentrated on relaxing the tight muscle at the mouth of her rectum, and she felt herself opening.
Miss Richardson was quite bold and drove her tongue right past the teenager's hot, willing sphincter muscle.
Emmylou could actually feel the woman's tongue touching her colon! The little girl's mind was boggling.
Her brain was reeling. She feared that she was going to pull a muscle if she were teased for much longer.
Emmylou was rocking back and forth on the small of her back rather violently. Miss Richardson pulled her tongue out.
The beautiful blonde placed the tips of her fingers on the outer lips of Emmylou's cunt. She allowed the little girl to lower her feet to the bed.
Miss Richardson pulled the cunt open and began to lap it hungrily. Emmylou thought she was going to shiver herself right out of her skin.
The little girl could feel all of her muscles tensing up on her involuntarily. She was so close.
She was on the edge. Her clit was ready to pop out of her cunt. Miss Richardson's tongue found the love button.
She flicked at it hard and fast and the little girl could feel the bombs bursting in air. Her mouth fell gaping open and she could hear her shrill cry filling the room. The little girl screamed bloody murder because of the intensity of the sensations she was experiencing at that moment. Emmylou realized that she sounded as if she were in great pain as she screamed. She sounded as if she were the victim in a cinematic torture scene. She sounded as if someone were doing something horrible to her with a set of carpenter's tools. Emmylou could feel the maddening rush of pleasure sweeping over her like waves in the ocean. She could feel herself drifting off to a far away place – a place that only remotely related to reality. She was on her way to never never land. The intensity of her sensations was beyond anything she could ever imagine.



CHAPTER TWO


"Hey, Miss Richardson, I heard you like to make it with girls," Sandy Schiano said as she stepped into the counselor's office the following Wednesday.
"I beg your pardon, young lady," Miss Richardson said. Sandy was another senior girl. She had a reputation for being a bit of a slut.
"I heard a rumor that you were a lesbian. Is it true? I have to know," Sandy said. Miss Richardson thought Sandy was one of the prettiest girls in the entire high school.
"Why is this information so important to you?" Miss Richardson asked. The Italian teenager had jet black hair that was very very long.
"Because I am getting bored with making it with guys," Sandy said. Her hair was thick and full and grew in waves over her shoulders.
"And you want to experiment with a woman, is that it?" Miss Richardson asked. Sandy's hair fell low down her back in between her shoulder blades.
"Right. I was hoping that maybe you and me, we could – uh – get together," Sandy said. Her hair was parted in the middle and fell onto her forehead in bangs.
"You have to be cooler than that if you want to play ball with me," Miss Richardson said. Sandy's eyebrows and eyelashes were just as black as the hair on her head.
"I can be as cool as anybody. I don't kiss and tell, Miss Richardson," Sandy exclaimed. Her eyebrows had been plucked so that they were femininely angular.
"I know about your reputation with boys, Sandy. You aren't discreet," Miss Richardson said. Sandy's eyelashes were very long and curled upward at their tips.
"And I know about your reputation with girls. How cool are you?" Sandy said defiantly. Her lashes were so long that they licked lightly at her high cheekbones each and every time she blinked.
"I guess you have a point. I won't even bother asking where you heard the rumor from," Miss Richardson said. Sandy had an olive complexion.
"Yeah, I wouldn't tell you if you threatened me with torture," Sandy said. She had the sort of skin that tanned to a deep golden brown after a summertime in the hot sunshine.
"I suspected as much. You appeal to me, I must confess that," Miss Richardson said. The skin on Sandy's face was extremely smooth.
"Hey, and I think you are a hot chick too. Let's make it!" Sandy said with wide eyes. It was clear to anyone who looked at her that she was one of those lucky teenagers who had never suffered from a facial blemish.
"It isn't as simple as that, I am afraid, Sandy," Miss Richardson said, rather sternly. Sandy had large round eyes with dark brown pupils.
"What could be easier. You would have to teach me stuff. I don't know. You use dildos?" Sandy asked. Her pupils were so dark, in fact, that they looked as ebony as her long hair in the limited illumination in Miss Richardson's private office.
"If you like. I enjoy oral sex most of all, if you must know the truth," Miss Richardson said. Sandy had a small nose. A button nose.
"Yeah, I'll eat pussy. I have thought on it. I would eat my own pussy if I could – so why not eat another woman's cunt?" Sandy said.
The teenager's nose turned up at the tip. Her nostrils were on the pinched side, but they had a tendency to flare wide open whenever she was excited about something.
"Good point. You have to promise that you won't tell anyone what occurs between us," Miss Richardson said. Sandy's mouth was not large but her lips were full and sensuous.
"I cross my heart and hope to die, Miss Richardson. Mum is the word, baby," Sandy said. Her lips were always parted and a little puckered.
"I would prefer if you did not call me baby in the future Sandy. Miss Richardson will do," the beautiful blonde said with a frown.
"Heavy duty. You want to get together at your place. I would suggest mine but my folks live there," Sandy said with a shrug of her shoulders.
She had a pouting mouth. The Italian girl looked as if she were walking through life in desperate need of a hard tongue kiss. Probably true.
Sandy had a habit of running the tip of her tongue back and forth across her lips to moisten them. She did this at times when they were already wet.
"Yes, you will come to my office immediately after school. If anyone asks you why you are visiting me just tell them that we have to discuss a domestic situation. That will shut them up."
"Can do," Sandy said. "I guess I will take my leave. See you in about – let's see – an hour and a half." She stood and left the room.
Miss Richardson waved bye-bye.
"Hey, this is a nice place you got for yourself here, Miss Richardson," Sandy said, scanning the living room with her big brown eyes.
It would have been an understatement to call Sandy diminutive. She stood only five feet two inches tall and weighed a little under one-hundred pounds.
"I'm glad you like it. May I serve you a refreshment?" Miss Richardson said. Sandy had extraordinarily large breasts for a girl her size however.
The Italian teenager had boobs that stuck out far from her chest. In spite of their size they did not sag, not even a fraction of an inch.
"Yeah, have you got a beer or something. Maybe some wine," Sandy said with a smile. She never wore a bra. She didn't need to. Nature positioned her tits right where they were supposed to be.
They rested high on her chest. They needed no lifting and separating. They were sloped at their tops and rounded at their bottoms. The dark nipples pointed slightly upward.
"I would be caught dead before I served a student an alcoholic beverage," Miss Richardson said. Sandy's waist was very slender. Indeed, it only measured twenty-two inches.
Her hips were round both at the sides and at the rear. Her legs were not long but they were shapely. Her thighs tapered gracefully from her hips to her unscarred knees. Her calves were rounded but not overly muscled. Her ankles were trim and her feet were dainty.
"Well, ex-cuuuuuuuse me," Sandy said. "I'll have a Coke."
"Coming right up," Miss Richardson said. Miss Richardson lusted after and disliked Sandy at the same time. It was not necessarily a healthy combination for the larger, older woman.
Miss Richardson had been known to get pretty sadistic when she was in moods like this. Miss Richardson could get a kick every now and again out of abusing a smart ass cunt like Sandy.
"So you say that you are bored with making it with guys, huh?"
"Yeah, it's the same old thing over and over again," Sandy said.
"Have you ever played any bondage games?" Miss Richardson asked.
"You mean, let a guy tie me up and shit like that?" Sandy said.
"That's right. Some women find the restraint most appealing."
"I don't think I would get into it," Sandy said shaking her head.
"How do you know unless you have tried it?" Miss Richardson asked.
"I always did say that I would try anything once," Sandy said.
"Have you ever had anal intercourse?" Miss Richardson inquired.
"No way. A guy has no right up inside my fanny," Sandy said.
"There are many woman who enjoy being reamed," Miss Richardson said.
"I have a hard time imagining it," Sandy said with pursed lips.
"Maybe you are right. Maybe you aren't ready for anals. But bondage, yes!"
"Are you really going to tie me up?" Sandy asked anxiously.
"That's right. Relax. You are apt to get into it," Miss Richardson said.
"You want me to get out of these duds now?" Sandy inquired.
"Finish your Coke. Better go to the bathroom," Miss Richardson said.
"Yeah, don't want to get tied up and then realize I have to pee."
"Precisely, my precious. If you want I'll help you make a tinkle."
"You really are kinky, Miss Richardson. Pretty far out!!!"
"You said that you wanted to do things new and different," the beautiful blonde replied with a sexy – and slightly evil – smile.
They went into the bathroom together when Sandy was finished with her Coke. The teenager was wearing a pair of skintight peg-legged pinstriped designer blue jeans.
Those pants were so tight that they looked as if they had been applied to Sandy's body with a paintbrush. They revealed the cleavage between her buttocks. Even more provocatively, they revealed the cleavage between the raven-haired beauty's swollen cunt lips.
Sandy stood in front of the toilet with her back to it. She unbuttoned the single button that held the tops of her slacks together. She unzipped her fly.
The little girl pushed her tiny fingers under the tops of her blue jeans, pushing downward until her digits also worked their way under the elastic at the top of her underwear.
Sandy peeled down her jeans and her panties at the same time. Roberta Jean Richardson took a peek at the little girl's underwear. The panties were pink.
Miss Richardson could see that there was a little wet spot in the crotch of those panties. The counselor was pleased to discover that the little girl's cunt was already lubricating itself.
Sandy sat down on the toilet with her knees spread. Miss Richardson knelt before her with great interest expressed on her beautiful face.
"I want to be able to see the tinkle come out," Miss Richardson said. The little girl leaned forward a little and reached between her legs with both hands.
Sandy used the tips of her tiny fingers to peel back her inner cunt lips so that they would not get in the way of her golden urine.
Miss Richardson smacked her lips obscenely as she watched the yellow juice spurt from the pussy. Sandy felt naughty and good. She felt like showing off.
Sandy knew how to contract her muscles so that her urine squirted out like a masculine ejaculation – but the joke was missed on Miss Richardson.
When Sandy was done with her pee Miss Richardson said, "Let me wipe your little pussy for you."
"Okie-dokie," Sandy said cheerfully. The beautiful blonde tore off several sheets of toilet paper.
Miss Richardson stuck her hand up under the little girl's tail and Sandy let loose involuntarily with one last squirt of pee, getting all over the woman's hand.
"Ooops," Sandy said. Her face felt hot as she flushed with embarrassment.
"I guess you weren't quite finished yet," Miss Richardson said with a laugh. "Don't turn all red on me. I don't mind. I like it."
Miss Richardson wiped that pussy gingerly with the toilet paper and Sandy shivered. She had never been wiped by someone else before. It felt a thousand times better than when she did it herself.
Miss Richardson then stood and washed off her hands. Sandy flushed and began to pull up her pants.
"Don't bother. You might as well take them off. You aren't going to be needing them for awhile anyway," Miss Richardson said rather sternly.
Sandy sensed a new attitude in Miss Richardson, an attitude that she was not completely comfortable with.
Sandy was starting to suspect that Miss Richardson had quite a bit of the bitch in her – and she was about to let herself be tied up.
"I don't know about this bondage stuff," Sandy said as she removed her pants.
"It's too late to chicken out now. Come on. Hurry up," Miss Richardson said.
"Okay, okay. I'm hurrying. I'm hurrying," Sandy exclaimed, sounding as if she had just contracted echolalia.
Sandy kicked her panties off. Her shoes were on the floor. Miss Richardson took the Italian girl by the hand and led her into the bedroom.
"You will get on the bed on your back," Miss Richardson said. The tone of her voice made it clear that she was not in the mood to take no for an answer.
"Yes, ma'am," Sandy said with a salute that was supposed to be funny. Sandy could then see that Miss Richardson was not in the mood to laugh.
"I will get the materials with which you will be bound," Miss Richardson said, sounding quite formal all of a sudden. She went to the closet.
Miss Richardson decided that she was going to use nylon stockings to bind the little girl. Luckily her bed had four bedposts at the corners.
That made it perfect for bondage purposes. The second the woman got to the side of the bed she grabbed Sandy by her tiny left wrist.
Sandy could feel her arm being pulled back over her head very hard. Miss Richardson hurt the little girl. Sandy thought her arm would be broken at the wrist or the elbow.
She thought her shoulder might be ripped out of its socket and she let out a sharp cry of pain. Miss Richardson told her to be quiet and threatened to gag her.
Sandy's arm was pulled back over her head so that the elbow was locked in the straight position. Miss Richardson tied the first nylon stocking around the little girl's wrist and the wooden bedpost at the same time.
It was now obvious from the woman's behavior that she didn't give a shit how much she hurt little Sandy.
The black haired beauty could tell right away that the blonde counselor was relishing the pain she dished out.
The diminutive teenager could feel the nylon stocking cutting off the circulation of blood to her hand.
She could tell without looking that the tips of her left fingers were turning a deep purple color.
The little girl could feel pins and needles in the tips of her digits, but she knew they wouldn't be there long.
Sandy could tell that soon she would be able to feel nothing in her fingers. They would be completely numb.
Sandy tried to wiggle her fingers at the knuckles and found that she could only do this with increasing difficulty.
She could tell that before long she would not be able to move her fingers at all. They would be rendered immobile by the stringent bondage.
Since the head of the bed was pressed flush against the wall, Miss Richardson had to circle around the foot to get to the other side.
Miss Richardson moved with an animalistic grace. She moved as if she were a wild jungle beast in heat encircling her helpless prey.
Miss Richardson repeated the process with the other arm and moved to the foot of the bed. Sandy had an expression of unadulterated terror on her face.
"Why are you doing this to me?"
"Because I think it is fun."
"But you are hurting me badly."
"That's what makes it fun."
"But why? Why, Miss Richardson?"
"Because I don't like your attitude."
"What about my attitude?"
"You are a smart ass, Sandy."
"I'll be nicer. I promise. Just untie me."
"Not until I have had my way with you."
"I will scream. I'll scream rape."
"That would be a mistake, Sandy."
"What would you do to me?"
"I would just beat the shit out of you. I would beat you until you couldn't scream anymore. You wouldn't tell on me and you aren't going to tell on me. You are too frightened of me to do that."
Miss Richardson grabbed both of the little girl's trim ankles at the same time, gripping them tightly, and she pulled her legs far open with a single sweep of her arms. Sandy could have kicked and struggled but she did not. She had decided that it was in her best interests to be cooperative and hope that the whole thing was over as quickly as possible.
Sandy could feel her ankles being tied to the bedposts at the foot of the bed. Her eyes filled with tears so that she had to blink more frequently than usual to keep her vision clear.
Sandy could feel her pussy opening and becoming vulnerable. It was then that Sandy began to feel her horniness and her fear mixing inside her rattled brain. They were melting together. Sandy could tell that it wouldn't be very long at all before her terror and her lust were all but indistinguishable.
Miss Richardson opened the door to the closet and got up on her toes so she could reach a shoe box that was on the top shelf. She pulled it down.
Across the top in block letters written in magic marker, it read, "TOYS." Miss Richardson took off all of her clothes. Sandy had to admit that the blonde – as cruel as she was – had one fantastic body. She was like an amazon woman!
When Miss Richardson was naked she flicked the top of the cardboard box off with a flick of her thumbnail.
She reached inside and pulled out a huge black rubber dildo. Sandy's eyes went wide when she saw it.
Indeed, the Italian girl's eyes opened so wide that the whites were visible all the way around the pupils.
"You aren't going to try to get that whole thing inside me are you?" Sandy said with a trembling in her voice.
"I told you I was going to give you a fucking that you will never forget," Miss Richardson said.
"But you will tear me apart if you try to fuck me with something that big," Sandy said. She was close to panic.
"Yeah, but what a way to go!"
"Please have mercy on me."
"I don't know the meaning of the word."
"Oh Lord, I'm in trouble now."
"I think that most of your fright is in vain. You are not exactly a virgin, you know. Besides, your pussy is more elastic than you give it credit for."
"I hope so."
"Have you ever heard of anyone who was fucked to death?"
"No."
"Well, there you go. You are only going to make it worse for yourself if you get all tight with fear."
"You tie me up and threaten to beat the shit out of me and then tell me not to be afraid?" Sandy said.
"Absolutely. You should be trying to have a good time. You should be concentrating on enjoying yourself."
"You are crazy."
"Perhaps."
Sandy noticed that there were elastic straps at the base of the dildo. These were there so that Miss Richardson could strap the fake dong on, and wear it as if it were a real cock.
Miss Richardson pointed out that there were little rubber bumps on the base of the dildo. These would fit snug over the woman's clit when she strapped that ersatz prick on.
The little bumps on the base of the dildo reminded the bound Italian girl of the bumps one might expect to find on the surface of a ping pong paddle.
Miss Richardson put the dildo on. As she leaned forward at the waist Sandy could see her breasts grow larger. Miss Richardson's tits always did that when the force of gravity was in their favor.
When she had the dildo on, standing at attention before her loins, the tip pointing slightly upward, she began to march around the room. Sandy noticed that her gait had become increasingly masculine.
Miss Richardson prowled the bedroom waving her shoulders from side to side, rather than her hips like usual. The little girl tried to imagine how deep inside her lower belly the tip of that rubber pole would have to push before her inner cunt lips had the honor of gripping the spurious dick at the hilt.
Hell, she tried to imagine her inner cunt lips opening up far enough to take just the molded head of that humongous dildo. But it was no use. Her imagination failed to conjure either image. One thing was for sure, Sandy knew that her pussy was going to be forced to stretch – both length-wise and width-wise – further than it had ever been asked to stretch before, and that was saying something considering the number of boys the little girl had allowed to fuck her.
Miss Richardson got up on the bed. She was kneeling with her back straight. Her knees were close together, both in between Sandy's forced-open thighs. The tip of the dildo bounced up and down a little bit.
"Please be gentle," Sandy said with a whimper. The woman then leaned forward so that she was on all fours. Her palms were flat on the bedspread beside both of Sandy's underarms.
"Don't be silly. I fully intend to fuck you as hard and fast as I possibly can," Miss Richardson said with a small, sadistic laugh. Her fingers were parted on the bed. Sandy was starting to sweat.
A combination of hot sweat – the steamy sweat of her sexual exertion – and cold sweat – the icy perspiration of her terror – oozed out of all of the pores on her delicious and diminutive body. Her pussy was getting very wet.
Sandy could feel the many fold of mucous membrane in between her thighs tingling wildly. Indeed, her poontang flesh felt as if it had suddenly developed a mind of its own.
Miss Richardson kicked her long legs out behind her – keeping her feet close together – so that she was up on her toes looking as if she were about to do a series of push-ups on top of the bound raven haired beauty.
The beautiful blonde woman supported the weight of her upper body with her left arm exclusively and reached back with her right hand. Miss Richardson made a tight fist around the base of the dildo.
The high school counselor gave the ersatz dick a couple of quick squeezes – as if it were a real dick and she were making sure it was fully erect. She moaned as if those little squeezes were actually giving her pleasure.
The beautiful blonde woman then used her right hand to guide the tip of that huge dildo in between the little girl's legs. Sandy could feel the rubber tip touching her little man in the boat.
Miss Richardson rubbed Sandy's clitoris in a small sensuous circle. The bound beauty could feel her arousal getting worse by the second. There was an itch deep inside her cunt now that was demanding to be scratched.
Then Miss Richardson rubbed the blunt tip of the spurious dong up and down the entire length of the little girl's cunt slash. Sandy moaned with delight at that stroke. Miss Richardson was covering the molded head of the dildo with a liberal layer of natural lubrication.
Miss Richardson knew that the initial penetration of the little girl's cunt would demand less work on her part if the tip of the rubber pole was all wet and slippery with the nectar from Sandy's oozing cooze.
Miss Richardson then moved the tip of the dildo down to the base of Sandy's cunt, to the mouth of her eager fuck hole, in between her protruding and slightly curled-back inner poontang lips.
Miss Richardson then moved the round cheeks of her ass back a few inches. She wanted the stalk of the rubber lance to be at the appropriate angle for deep-vaginal penetration. She tensed the muscles in her ass cheeks and pressed her buttocks together as tightly as she could.
She began to push.
"Loosen up!"
"I'm trying!"
"Concentrate on nothing but relaxing your pussy muscles."
Sandy did as she was told – although there was a time when she believed they were attempting something that was physically impossible.
Sandy feared that they were attempting to put a square peg in a round hole. Her pussy was too tight and that log of rubber was too thick.
It was as if the beautiful blonde woman were attempting to fuck her with a baseball bat. Miss Richardson knew what was needed to get things started.
A little brute force was in order. Luckily, brute force was one of those things of which Roberta Jean Richardson had plenty. She took a deep breath.
Miss Richardson completely filled her lungs with air. She then grunted out all of the air at once and drove downward with her feminine lower torso.
Things began to happen rapidly. The little girl could feel her pussy being stretched into a gaping mouth. Her cunt opened further than it ever had.
She could feel the mucous membranes stretching taut. Sandy figured that her cunt really would have torn open had that rubber pole been a fraction of an inch greater in girth.
Miss Richardson began to push downward with a smooth steady pressure, pushing the tip of the dildo deeper inside Sandy's cunt a millimeter at a time.
Sandy could feel the focal point of her womanly desire shifting from her clit to a spot inside her cunt, very close to the mouth of her womb.
Sandy could tell that something wonderful was going to happen inside her body when the tip of the ersatz dick touched that magic spot.
Smack! The dildo whacked the cervix very hard – and the little girl could feel a lightning bolt of pleasure shooting up and down her spine.
The lightning bolt started at her tailbone, shot up to the base of her skull, lingered, and then returned to her molten honey pot.
Sandy could feel the tip of the black rubber dildo touching the back wail of her cunt – and she found this particularly thrilling because she knew there were still several inches of rubber remaining to be inserted at the base of the dildo shaft.
Sandy knew precisely how far she was going to have to stretch to take the whole dong at that point – and she knew she was up to the task. Miss Richardson had to grunt to get the last few inches inside.
The dildo was all the way in.
The penetration was complete.
The little black haired girl felt as if she were impaled on that dildo, as if it were going all the way through her.
Her pussy was stuffed to the brim when Sandy said, "Fuck me. Fuck me very hard. Please."



CHAPTER THREE


Roberta Jean Richardson waited for what seemed to the little girl like a very long time before she began to pull upward with her ass muscles.
Much to Sandy's chagrin, the beautiful blonde woman withdrew every bit as slowly as she had initially penetrated – a fraction of an inch at a time.
Sandy could feel her inner cunt lips being pulled away from the rest of her poontang flesh by the girth of Miss Richardson's dildo.
Sandy could tell that Miss Richardson was not going to stop withdrawing the rubber pole until it was almost all the way out of her cunt.
The rubber pole was now slippery with the juices from inside Sandy's quim. The little girl could look between their bodies and watch the dildo.
Indeed, Miss Richardson didn't stop pulling up until just the tip of the dildo remained inside Sandy's cunt – just enough to keep the lips pried open.
The older woman then took another deep breath, grunted out the air, and stabbed down as hard as she could with her feminine lower torso.
Miss Richardson drove the entire length of the ersatz tool into Sandy's dripping pussy in one fell swoop. Sandy's cunt made a farting noise.
Gas and moisture was forced from the erotic passageway by the sudden violation. Sandy's dark eyes opened very widely at that moment.
Sandy's eyes opened so wide that the whites were visible all the way around the pupils. She could feel pressure behind her lovely orbs.
There was a frightening moment or two when the little girl thought her eyeballs were going to come popping right out of their bone sockets.
Not a very pretty picture – but obviously that did not happen. In retrospect Sandy would realize that she was more shocked than hurt by the brutal violation of her cunt.
Sandy had simply been unaware that her cunt could go from completely empty to completely full with that kind of extraordinary rapidity.
Once again the little girl could feel the tip of the ebony pole smacking hard against the dimpled mouth of her aching womb. She moaned loudly.
Sandy could feel a fresh lightning bolt of liquid pleasure ripping through her – this one even more intense than the first one she felt.
Miss Richardson kept the entire length of the dildo inside the little girl's pussy. She ground her clitoris against the little rubber bumps at the base of her spurious dong.
Miss Richardson began to fuck the little girl with a smooth steady motion. She moved her hips from side to side almost as much as she moved them up and down.
Miss Richardson was using the tip of the dildo as a probe to explore the little girl's internal tissues. Sandy felt as if she were being gloriously fucked.
Miss Richardson could tell by the expression of bliss on the little girl's face that Sandy had forgotten how much she had hurt her before. Miss Richardson could tell that all was forgiven. Sandy's pleasure was making her earlier discomfort more than worthwhile. Sandy no longer cared that she was roped to the bed like a Christmas turkey.
Miss Richardson started out fucking the little girl with a smooth steady motion that was very slow. But the beautiful blonde counselor steadily increased the pace of her fucking motion as she proceeded.
Miss Richardson continued to use the entire length of the dildo – always pulling almost all the way out before stabbing completely back inside.
Miss Richardson could tell by the sounds the little girl was making, and by the way she was breathing, that Sandy was very close to orgasm. This was quite true. Sandy could tell that Miss Richardson was not going to have to fuck for much longer before she would come blissfully.
Miss Richardson let out a loud grunt and stabbed into that pink hole very hard. That was enough to tip the little girl over the edge.
Sandy could feel herself toppling off that magic cliff, falling, falling, falling into the bottomless abyss of her wonderfully feminine sensations.
Miss Richardson could feel her own sexual arousal growing as she continued to rub her love button against the base of the pole as she fucked.
Miss Richardson could feel the intensity of her horniness getting a little bit more intense every time she pushed downward with her lower torso.
Sandy could feel her massive pleasure ripping upward inside her body from her cunt to her brain. "Ccccoooommmmiiiinnng!" she screamed.
Sandy found that her orgasm was very sharp but rather short. That didn't bother the little girl, however, as she knew that her pleasure was not yet through.
The pretty little girl could tell that her deep-vaginal come had done nothing to suppress her urge to fuck. It enhanced her urge to hump.
If anything, Sandy realized, she wanted that pole inside her cunt more after her come than before it. She could tell that she was going to climax more than once.
As Miss Richardson steady picked up the pace of her in and out fucking motion, Sandy began to suspect she was going to come more times than she could possibly count.
"You are going to make me come again!Oh! Oh! Oh! Miss Richardson! Miss Richardson! You are going to make me come again and again!"
Sandy was feeling hysterical. She could hear the wet fucking sounds her cunt was making as the black rubber pole moved in and out faster and faster.
Squish-squash.
Squish-squash.
Squish squash.
The dildo was so thick that Sandy could feel the top of the rubber shaft rubbing directly against her swollen little man in the boat.
Sandy could feel her fiery bulb of hypersensitive tissue being battered back and forth by the movement of the relentless ersatz dick.
Sandy's love button was being battered back and forth rhythmically – like a punching bag being worked over by a particularly talented boxer.
The little girl could feel herself snapping off her second orgasm and she screamed again. This was followed quite quickly by her third come.
Sandy stopped counting after three. Numbers were no longer important to the little Italian girl. Only the intensity of her sensations held any significance.
Besides, Sandy would later figure, she would not have been able to count all of her orgasms even if she had been in the mood to try.
Her comes were snapping off at a frightening rate – so that it was becoming increasingly difficult for the little girl to tell them apart.
It got to the point where the final convulsion of one come coincided with the initial spasm of the following climax. Her mind was reeling.
Her orgasms became all but indistinguishable. She felt as if she were having one long continuous come rather than a bunch of shorter climaxes strung together. "I can't stop coming! Oh God! Oh God! I am going to die! I can't stop coming! Miss Richardson! You are going to make me come until I die!"
Under ordinary circumstances, Sandy would know when a fuck was about to end, because she would be able to feel her man's cock getting ready to spurt.
As it was she had no idea when the fuck would end. As far as Sandy knew, the older woman was going to fuck forever. She figured the inside of her cunt was going to be rubbed raw by the humping dildo.
It came completely as a surprise to Sandy when the beautiful blonde woman rammed the entire length of the dildo inside her and kept it there.
There had been a last minute flurry of the woman's hips. During the final stages of the fuck the woman was moving her ass up and down so fast that the cheeks were a blur to the naked eye.
The blonde woman rubbed her spasming clit against the rubber bumps at the base of the pole as hard as she could and felt her whole cunt explode into fiery pleasure.
"Aaaaarrrrrggggghhhhh!!!" Roberta Jean Richardson screamed as she felt each and every one of her nerve-endings being affected by her intense climax.
Then the passion was through. The woman pulled the dildo all the way out of the girl's cunt. Sandy could feel her pussy getting a chance to relax for the first time in what felt like ages.
Miss Richardson untied the little girl from the bed. There was no longer any hostility between them. They kissed tenderly on the lips.
Sandy went down on Miss Richardson while the woman was still wearing the dildo. She licked all of her own cunt juices off of that pole.
Now that the little girl's horniness was appeased she was aware of how severely her internal tissues had been ravaged by the lesbian fuck.
Sandy could tell that she was going to be very sore down there between her legs for a few days. She knew that she would not be able to take a piss without thinking of Miss Richardson for some time.
The thought of closing her legs struck Sandy as ridiculous. The thought of crossing her legs would have struck her as even more ridiculous than that.
"You must go now," Miss Richardson said.
"But why?"
"Because I said so."
"Is that the only reason you will give me?"
"Yes."
"I guess I should put on my clothes," Sandy said dejectedly.
"The quicker the better. I want to be alone," Roberta Jean said.
Sandy slowly gathered up her clothes. She was glad that the sensation had returned to her hands and her feet. Her fingertips and her toes were no longer purple.
The little girl left the apartment without kissing the counselor goodbye. The incident was so weird that Sandy began to wonder if it had ever really happened at all.
She thought it was just a dream by the time she got home.
Roberta Jean Richardson crawled beneath her covers and touched her pussy gently.



CHAPTER FOUR


The halls were darkened. Melinda did not feel afraid. She had made this walk after practice many times and nothing bad had ever happened to her.
She had no way of knowing that this evening was going to be different. She had no idea that danger lurked in those darkened halls.
Melinda was still wearing her cheerleading uniform, in which of course she looked extremely cute. Her little pleated skirt was hemmed well above her knees.
The skirt was a pale blue, a powder blue color. She wore matching panties – because they showed every time she leaped up in the air.
She was wearing a matching sweater. On the front of the sweater was sewn the white letters of her high school. She wore a silver bugle around her neck.
Her sneakers were very white and her blue ankle socks were neatly folded over at their tops. There was a bounce in her walk. Her gait betrayed her youthful zest for life.
She had curly red hair that sat up on top of her head like a mop. She had a fair complexion and there was a sprinkling of freckles across the bridge of her nose.
Melinda was walking past a storage room – which she presumed to be locked and empty – when it happened. That storage room door opened and a huge arm appeared before Melinda.
Before the little girl could react that arm had her, fingers squeezing into her flesh, bruising her. She was pulled right into the storage room and the door was shut behind her.
Melinda tried to scream but a huge hand covered her mouth. She could smell the scent of a stale cigar and cleaning fluid inside that little room.
A light was turned on. There was terror in the little girl's eyes. Melinda Madison had never been so frightened in her entire life. She prayed that she would never be this frightened again.
She could feel the icy sweat of her terror oozing from every pore in her body. She could feel her heart leaping upward into her throat. Her heart felt as if it skipped a beat.
Then she heard the voice.
"Be quiet. One little noise out of you and I will kill you. I can snap your neck right now if I want to," said the man's husky voice. The voice sounded muffled.
The man released his grip on the little girl's face and she looked back over her shoulder to see the face of the man who was attacking her.
But the man was wearing a nylon stocking over his head so she couldn't tell who it was. Melinda decided that she didn't want to know who it was anyway.
"What are you going to do to me?" Melinda asked. Her voice trembled. She could feel tears of fright welling up rapidly inside her pretty eyes.
"Baby, I am going to give you the time of your life," the man said. He released his grip on her entirely and reached inside his pocket.
The man pulled a long knife out of his pocket and held it in front of the little girl's face. She was shivering very hard. The blade looked sharp and she could imagine it against her throat… "I want you to get down on your knees before me," the man said. It was clear from the tone in his voice that he was not in the mood to take no for an answer.
The little girl knew that she was going to be raped. She was a virgin and her heart was breaking. She had thought many times about losing her virginity.
Her fantasies were all very romantic, filled with the obligatory handsome fellow, candlelight dinner and a soft bed. But this! This was the most horrible way to lose one's virginity that Melinda could imagine. She could not believe that it was actually happening to her.
Melinda was very naive about men. She had never seen a man naked. She only had a vague idea of what a man looked like without his clothes on. Melinda dropped to her knees and found herself staring at the huge bulge in the crotch of the man's trousers. She had often wondered what an erection was like.
Judging from that bulge the little girl was starting to suspect that she had grossly underestimated how large an aroused penis was supposed to be.
She could hear the man's breathing. He sounded asthmatic. She tried not to look at his knife. Time was slowed. Each second seemed like a minute.
Every minute – during the time she was held captive in that storage room – would seem like an eternity to the pretty little teenager.
"Now I want you to unbuckle my belt, little girl. I want you to pull down my pants so that you can see the present I have for you," the man said.
Melinda began to feel as if she had died and gone to hell. She raised her trembling little fingers up to the man's belt buckle. She tried and failed to unbuckle the man's belt twice.
"Come on, hurry up. We haven't got all day," the man said. The little girl finally managed to get the belt buckle undone. She unbuttoned the single button that held the tops of the man's trousers together.
She unzipped his fly.
"Pull down my pants, cunt, come on! I gotta boner that won't quit. It's gonna tear right through my pants if you don't hitch them down," he said.
She sobbed each time he spoke. She prayed that she could wake from this nightmare, but she knew her prayers would never be answered.
This wasn't a nightmare at all.
It was real.
Too real.
Melinda Madison hooked her tiny fingers under the top of the masked man's trousers. She pushed her fingers downward until they were also underneath the elastic at the top of his underwear.
The little girl quickly pulled down the man's pants and underwear simultaneously. His cock came snapping out like some sort of horny jack in the box.
The man's cock was fully erect. It was standing at attention in front of his flat loins. The tip of his cock was snapping upward toward his belly.
As the tip snapped upward his cock looked as if it were attached to his loins by a tightly sprung hinge. The tip got closer and closer to his stomach.
But that contact was never made. If his glans had actually touched his belly it would have done so several inches above his bellybutton.
The little girl gasped.
The cock was a hell of a lot bigger than she would have thought. It was humongous. It looked to be about nine and a half inches long.
And it wasn't even the length of his dick that impressed the little girl most of all. It was the thickness of his dick that really made the little girl's mind boggle.
She could see that his cock was as thick as her wrist – maybe thicker. She tried to imagine her mouth – or her pussy – opening far enough to take that cock.
She couldn't do it. She tried to imagine how deep up inside her belly the tip of that cock would have to push. She couldn't do that either.
Melinda could see that the masked rapist's cock was thickest at the head. She thought the head of his dick was shaped like a grossly overgrown acorn.
She could see that so much blood had pumped into the head of his prick that it was as hard as granite. It reminded her of a purple door-knob.
The man's glans was so swollen that the skin covering it was stretched thin and smooth. Melinda could never remember seeing anything that looked as smooth as his cock head.
She could feel her tears rolling down over her cheekbones and down her cheeks. Her rivulets of saltwater made it to the corners of her mouth.
Her tears got onto her tongue. They tasted bitter on her taste buds – as if that saltwater had been tainted and poisoned by her fear and despair.
It occurred to the little girl that the man might kill her anyway – after he was through having his way with her. She tried to push these thoughts of doom into the back of her head – as far as possible from her stream-of-consciousness.
Then it occurred to the little redhead that the man probably would not have bothered to wear a mask if he intended to slaughter her after he got his rocks off.
This made her feel a little better, but not much. The little girl found herself looking at the little hole at the very tip of the rapist's pecker.
Melinda was smart enough to know that this was the diminutive orifice from which both his golden urine and his silver seed emerged.
She could see that there were swollen little lips on either side of that hole – making the urethra resemble a tiny toothless mouth.
Melinda could see that the hole was opening and closing rhythmically – and she couldn't help but think that that little hole was trying, in vain of course, to sing out with its acute desire. The head of the man's dick was an extremely deep shade of purple.
It was blue-black.
The little girl could see that there was a ring of scar tissue just below the lower rim of the man's glans, going almost all the way around his dong.
Melinda was smart enough to know that this scar tissue came from the operation the masked rapist had had – no doubt as a baby – to remove his useless foreskin.
Melinda could see that the shaft of the man's cock was slightly skinnier than the head – and it was also a slightly lighter shade of purple.
The illumination in that storage room was supplied by a bare light bulb on the ceiling. The light bulb was lightly yellow and turned on and off via a dangling string.
Melinda could see that the shaft of the man's dick was every bit as hard as the head, however. It was as hard as rock, as hard as a pillar of marble.
As the tip of the masked rapist's cock snapped upward the little redhead could see that there were swollen and dilated blue veins running up and down the underside of the shaft.
The veins were protruding from the stalk of the masked rapist's tool of masculinity, making that stem look craggy and gnarled and angry.
There was no doubt in Melinda's mind that the man's cock looked more like an angry weapon than like an instrument of love-making. The size of the man's dick frightened the little girl even more – if that were possible.
Melinda lowered her eyes and found herself looking at the sack that held the masked rapist's balls.
His scrotal sack – like his cock – was a hell of a lot bigger than the little girl would have figured.
She could see that his cock shaft was so thick that her fingers would not make it around the shaft.
She could see that the man's scrotal sack was so big that there was no way the whole thing would fit into the palm of one of her hands – no matter how far apart she spread her dainty fingers.
The little girl could see that there was a thick patch of dark brown pubic hair all around the base of the rapist's cock stem. She could see that there were even short and curly hairs growing directly out of his scrotal sack.
The man's scrotum appeared to be filled to the brim with come – to the point where it appeared as if it were going to overflow at any second.
Melinda found that she could not look at the man's wrinkled and hairy scrotal sack without wondering just how long it had been since the masked rapist last shot his wad.
His balls were the size of chicken eggs.
They were swollen and throbbing visibly.
Her mouth felt very dry at that moment.
Her tongue was stuck to the roof of her mouth.
Her throat felt coated with chalk dust.
"I want you to kiss and lick at the insides of my thighs, and work your way up to my balls. You bite me and you are dead meat, do you understand?"
"Y-y-y-y-y-y-y-y-yes," the little girl stammered.
She did as she was told. She could tell that the man's bobbing cock was going to get in her way so she placed the fingertips on her right hand on the underside of his cock shaft.
She pushed the tip of his dick upward, not stopping until she had pinned the throbbing purple glans against the shirt that still covered his flat stomach.
The man was very big. He stood well over six feet tall and Melinda would not have surprised at all to learn that he weighed more than twice as much as her.
She could feel the underside of his cock stem pulsating against the tips of her digits. She could see that there was not an ounce of fat on him.
He was all muscle.
Iron-hewed muscle. It was obvious that the man had worked out a great deal to keep his body in such fine shape. The little girl wondered what he looked like under that mask.
Was he handsome?
Grotesque?
Maybe she didn't want to know. She could see that the man had extraordinarily broad shoulders. There were thick slabs of finely toned muscle across his chest, his back and his shoulders.
The little girl could see those muscles rippling each and every time she moved. In spite of the massive girth of the masked rapist's upper torso, his waist and his hips were surprisingly slim – so that he was shaped like an inverted triangle.
The man's thighs were very thick. The little girl suspected that one of the man's muscular thighs was bigger around than her own waist – of course, that wasn't saying much as the little girl's slender waist only measured twenty-two inches.
His hands and his feet were extra-large – as was another all important part of his masculine anatomy.
The little girl lowered her head and began to kiss and lick at the man's inner thighs, just as she had been instructed.
She finally got to his balls. For a moment the little girl paused and the man could feel her hot, moist breath beating upon his thighs.



CHAPTER FIVE


Melinda allowed her tongue to protrude very far from her mouth. She placed the pointy tip on the base of the masked rapist's scrotal sack.
She began to lick.
The little girl licked very lightly at first. She used her free hand to gently tug the hairs that grew from the man's huge scrotum.
Her laving gained eagerness.
Melinda licked at the man's balls with the flat part of her tongue. She lifted his balls and lowered them gently with her taster. He moaned with pleasure.
Even his moan was muffled by his nylon stocking mask.
Melinda could feel his hips starting to move in slow circles. He was gyrating his lower torso. There was no way he could keep his ass still.
His ass muscles were tensing up on him involuntarily.
The little girl wrapped her lips around the man's left testicle for a moment, almost by accident, when he moved. She felt his nut throbbing against her lips. "Suck it," he said.
The little girl was careful to follow his instructions carefully. She feared that metal blade more than she feared his tool of manhood.
"I said suck it!" the masked rapist exclaimed impatiently.
She began to create a vacuum in her oral cavity. She hollowed her cheeks and made slurpy noises with her mouth. She noticed that her salivary gland was starting to secrete juices once again.
Her throat no longer felt coated with chalk dust.
She was actually moistening his scrotum with her saliva. She sucked and licked at his nut at the same time. At his order she stopped and repeated the process with the other gland.
The first's twin.
"Now do my cock," the man said. He had his hands on her head. The little girl could feel the handle of the knife pressing against her scalp.
He flattened her red hair with his huge hands.
The little girl knew that she was going to have to improvise. She decided to start at the base of his dick and work her way upward.
His balls were aching horribly.
The masked rapist's nuts felt as if they were swollen to three times their normal size. His nuts were two globs of recently lit sterno.
His balls were filled with buzzing bumblebees.
And all of those angry bees were prepared to sting him simultaneously with the bliss of his awesome climax. The temperature of his semen was increasing.
His silvery spunk was approaching the boiling point.
The little girl found herself looking at the craggy terrain of his dick's underside. She chose a route and began to flick the tip of her tongue back and forth lightly and quickly.
She straightened her back and laved upward slowly.
She moved a fraction of an inch at a time toward the tip of his cock. His whole body jerked when she got to the fleshy patch just below the glans.
She could tell that he was particularly hypersensitive there. The man could feel all of his muscles tensing up on him involuntarily.
The little girl still had the man's cock head pinned to his shirt. She ran the tip of her tongue up the groove on the underside of his dick.
She ran her taster's tip all the way to his piss hole. Her pressing fingertips allowed the crown of his tool to come away from his shirt two inches.
This enabled the beautiful little redhead to get her tongue on the entire cock head. She rolled her tongue lazily over that super-smooth skin. She moistened the entire glans.
The little girl tried to put her fingers around the shaft of the rapist's dick, and, sure enough, her digits did not make it all the way around.
Melinda Madison placed her left hand under his scrotum. She wiggled her fingers and bobbed his nuts up and down. She remembered to lower his balls gently – because she knew how easily she could hurt him if she became too rough with his hypersensitive glands.
She stretched her fingers apart and flattened her palm. Some of the sack drooped over the sides of her hand no matter how much she stretched.
The little girl flicked the tip of her tongue back and forth across the masked rapist's piss hole.
He began to shiver. His eyes were closed tightly underneath that nylon mask. His balls were on fire.
The muscular man could feel a tickle of sexual anticipation at the base of his massive tube steak.
The tickle of mounting desire was at the spot where the base of his rod and his scrotum came together.
The rapist knew that the tickle would increase in intensity until he spewed his seed into her mouth.
Melinda knew that the man was going to come in her mouth. The thought sickened her. She knew that she was being permanently traumatized.
Melinda knew that she would never be the same again. She was being soiled and spoiled. Forever. Something was going to be torn from her.
Something that would never grow back.
"Now suck it, cunt. Take it into your mouth and suck it," the masked sadist said. The mask made his muffled voice sound very creepy – like something straight out of a horror movie.
The little girl could see right away that she was going to have to open her mouth as far as she could to have any chance at all of getting his dick into her mouth.
She suspected that she was going to have to open her mouth further than she had ever opened it before. Melinda Madison did not have a very big mouth and the rapist's cock was oh so very big!
The little girl concentrated on relaxing the muscles at the sides of her face. She was terrified.
She dropped her jaw as low as she could get it and used her right hand to guide his cock head to it. She pushed and pushed and she finally took him.
She wrapped her lips around the head of his dick and began to suck as hard as she could. She began to squeeze rhythmically at his balls.
The little girl squeezed once – with the fingers and palm of her left hand – for every beat of the rapist's racing heartbeats. In this manner the little girl simulated the natural throbbing the evil masked man was experiencing in his glands.
She pumped his dick with her hand. She could tell that she wasn't going to have to suck him for long. Melinda knew that blow jobs existed – but she had never looked forward to giving one.
She had a feeling that his come was going to be gross. She almost gagged at the thought of it. It was bad enough that she had to put her mouth on his private parts.
The masked rapist could feel his sexual anxiety reaching the saturation point. His cock grew.
The man's dong got a little bit thicker, a little bit harder and a little bit longer. Melinda tugged it at the root with her left fist.
She wanted the whole thing to be over with! She sucked desperately. He thought his balls were going to be sucked right up out of his piss hole.
Melinda turned her mouth into an awesomely powerful vacuum cleaner. The masked rapist had never had his tubes cleaned so expertly before. He had taken the girl at random. He considered himself a very lucky individual at that moment, as far as rapists went.
The man felt the roaring flame move suddenly from the base of his balls to the base of his cock. He felt the convulsions overtake him. The little girl could feel the shaft of his cock convulsing against her right palm and the insides of her fingers. She could feel the head of his dick growing and spasming against her lips, her inner cheeks, her tongue – and even her teeth.
"Aaaarrrrgggghhhh!!!!" the rapist screamed.
Suddenly the little girl's mouth was filled with hot jism. She wanted to spit the stuff out before she was poisoned by it. But she changed her mind.
The masked rapist said, "Swallow it!"
And she did.
The man shot a huge load into the girl's mouth. He screamed that she had to suck down every drop of his come. She tried to keep all that fuck juice inside her mouth – but, in the end, her efforts were in vain.
There was too much jism. She could feel the thick spunk oozing from the stretched corners of her mouth, rolling down onto her chin to cool and coagulate.
The little girl managed to keep most of the come inside her mouth and she could feel it starting to ripple down her throat toward her belly.
It took all of her willpower not to gag and puke. The stuff felt like snot as it went down her throat. She found that it was hotter than she had anticipated.
For a moment the little girl felt as if the inside of her mouth was being scalded by the semen. It was only after the semen had cooled a bit that the little girl could taste the come.
She thought it tasted like rotten fish eggs or something. It was horrible. She never wanted to put her mouth on another cock for as long as she lived.
But she kept swallowing until his orgasm was over. The little girl had no trouble determining when that point came. Not only did the jam stop spurting from his dick but all of his muscles relaxed at the same time and he found that he could once again completely fill his lungs with air. This was a great relief to him as he had been able to breathe little while the silver seed was puking out of his urethra.
She was allowed to take her mouth off of the head of his cock. She could feel a warm spot at the base of her belly where his load of jism had clustered.
"Are you going to let me go now?" the little girl asked. She could easily see that his massive prick had already lost its urgent rigidity.
The little girl could sense that the man's ecstasy was being replaced by a glow of contentment – though Melinda had never experienced this feeling.
"Oh no, my dear. We have a long way to go before I let you out of this room. You don't think I am going to be satisfied with just one come do you?"
The girl felt silent. She knew that her cherry was doomed. She knew that the man was going to fuck her – and there was nothing she could do about it.
"You look so beautiful in that cheerleader outfit. You look good enough to eat, if you know what I mean," the masked rapist said. The little girl could feel the butterflies in her belly fluttering desperately now.
The little girl was still not sure if she was going to be able to hold the contents of her stomach during this ordeal. Her knees were shaking – and cute little knees they were, too.
The masked rapist knew that he wouldn't have to wait long before his lust would rekindle. Soon his afterglow would fade and his balls would begin to ache again.
Soon the blood would return to his dick and he would have an erection every bit as large and hard as the one that had shot come into Melinda's mouth!
"Take off your sweater, cunt. I want to see your titties. No, leave that little silver bugle on. Yes, that will be the only thing you will be allowed to leave on."
"Please don't make me do this."
"Shut up or I'll slash that pretty face!"
She removed her sweater and dropped it to the dirty floor. He ran the blade over her nipple and explained how easy it would be for him to simply slice one off.
He lowered his head and sucked her nipples instead. He bit and licked at them furiously until fresh tears spilled down Melinda's face.



CHAPTER SIX


"Take off your shoes and socks, cunt," the rapist said. "I want to see your toes. My, my, you have very cute toes. Lift your foot. I want to touch them. I want to suck them. Ummmmmm, they sure do taste good. Now take off your skirt. That's it, my precious cunt. Now the panties. You are sweating. I love a little girl who is wet with the lather of fear. Oh my, what a precious little ass. Let me pinch your ass. Why the tears and the soft moan. Did I squeeze the ass flesh too hard? Maybe I should squeeze harder. How about that? Like that? Hurt? You had better not cry out or I'll see to it that you never say anything again."
"How would you like it if I stuck my finger right up inside your asshole? Here, bend forward so I can get at your ass. Let me pry the two parts open. There's that cute little asshole. Oooooooh, my finger went all the way in. More tears? Does that hurt. How about TWO fingers. THREE fingers. Oooooh, now that really hurts doesn't it? And how about when I twist them like this and drive them even deeper into your colon?"
"I should shove my fist up your ass, but I don't have the time, and besides, I can feel the blood pumping back into the head of my dick. I know I will be ready to fuck the living shit out of you, little cunt. Say goodbye to your childhood, honey. I am going to turn you into a woman. I am going to make you burn, baby. I am going to give you a fucking that you will never forget. You are going to feel your tight pussy turned inside out by this huge prick of mine. Oh, you probably don't think that you want it now, but once it gets inside you it is going to feel real good. REAL good. Better than anything you have ever felt before."
"Ummmm, let me put my fingers in your little pussy. Nope, can't do it. Your cherry is in the way. It won't be there for very much longer, I can assure you. And you are so dry. It is a shame that you are not lubricating yourself down there. It will hurt much more if I fuck you when you are as dry as a bone. I guess that's the way the cookie crumbles, right cunt?"
Melinda almost wished that she would get horny. She wished that she could enjoy herself the way he said she would – but she knew it was not to be. There was no way this sick man could get her aroused. He pressed her clit and she felt nothing. Nothing but disgust.
She had never been naked before a man before and she constantly had to battle an urge to cover herself with her arms. She could feel the muscles in her legs getting weaker.
"Now, my dear, we are going to fuck!" the masked rapist said. "I want you to turn and face the wall. Oh yes, what a precious ass. Now lean forward and place the palms of your hands on the wall in front of you. Part the fingers and get those palms flat. Such nice tits. Let me squeeze your tits. Let me set down my blade right here where it will be nice and handy. Oooooooh, what fine tits. I love how firm they are. They grow larger when you jack-knife at the waist."
"My cock is very hard now, cunt. It wants to be inside you very badly. And do you know what, cunt? My cock doesn't give a shit if it tears you apart. You can die from internal bleeding for all I care, little girl. You just have to hope you are woman enough to take all of my manhood. Now move your feet apart on the floor as far as you can get them. No, keep your knees straight. I don't want to bend my knees any more than I have to."
The man grabbed the base of his cock in his fist and pushed it up against her cunt. He began to push and the little girl tried to keep her pussy lips clamped together so that he wouldn't be able to get inside.
The tenseness in her cunt muscles was mostly involuntarily, as Melinda feared that he would kill her if he tried to rape her and failed.
But the man was stronger and his cock was relentless. The little girl felt his hand go over her mouth as he felt his cock on her cherry. His dick tore right through her hymen and up into the shriveled tissues on the other side. Her inner cunt was all closed up from lack of use and the inner walls had to be pried open by the masked rapist's meat loaf.
He drove his dick as quickly as he could up into her belly, well past the mouth of her womb. She could feel blood inside her pussy. At least the blood would help to lubricate the fuck for a while, she figured. She was in horrible pain and her screams of agony were muffled by the man's hand, clamped tighter than ever over her mouth. She was forced to breathe exclusively through her nose and made loud snorting noises as she sucked air.
He fucked her hard and fast right from the very first stroke and only increased her pain. His cock felt rough on her sensitive internal tissues. She figured that now, after this, she would never be able to enjoy sex. How could she ever be fucked without recalling this agony and this humiliation.
Then he drove all the way into her and she could feel his cock growing a little bit larger – just as it had before he shot his wad in her mouth.
He let out a quick howl of pleasure. His loins were pressed against the cheeks of her ass. She could feel the top of his scrotum on her clit. She felt completely impaled by that huge dong. She could tell that the soreness in her cunt would take a long time to go away. She wondered if she would be able to walk when he released his grip on her. The man pulled his bloody dick out of her cunt and she collapsed to the floor. He wiped his cock clean with one of her socks. He then pulled up his pants and his underwear. He did himself up and opened the door to the storage room. He pulled the mask off just as he was about to enter the hall. She never did get a look at his face. He closed the door behind him and he heard him say, "You count to a thousand before you even move!"
"May I t-t-t-talk to you about something, Miss Richardson?" Melinda Madison said in a tiny voice. Her eyes were red-rimmed from tears and lack of sleep. It was a week later. "Of course. You look upset. Come in and have a seat. Tell me what the trouble is," Miss Richardson said.
"Something b-b-b-b-bad has happened to me."
"What is it?"
"L-l-last week, I was going to my locker after cheerleading practice and a man grabbed me and dragged me into a storage closet and he… he… he…"
"Oh my poor dear," Miss Richardson said. The teacher stood and walked around the desk so she could take that little girl into her arms.
"He hurt me, Miss Richardson. Oh God, he hurt me so badly," Melinda sobbed into Miss Richardson's shoulder and the side of her neck. Miss Richardson thought they were precious to, indeed.
"And you haven't told anybody?"
"No, Miss Richardson."
"Do you want to report it to the police?"
"They'll never catch the guy."
"How can you be so sure?"
"He was wearing a mask. I don't even know what he looks like."
"But he may still be hanging around the school, Melinda."
"I didn't think about the girls he might rape in the future."
"I think it is your duty to report it," Miss Richardson said.
"But what if they DO catch him and I have to go to court?"
"I know, my dear. They try to turn the victim into the criminal."
"I'm not sure I can face that, Miss Richardson. I am so confused."
"Why don't you come home with me tonight. Call your parents."
"With you? That would be really nice. I feel that I can talk to you. I don't think I could stand the expression on my father's face if I told him what happened to me. Forget it. I couldn't tell him in the first place."
"You also need a hug or two, Melinda," Miss Richardson said.
"Oh, I do, Miss Richardson. I do," the little girl exclaimed.
"Tell your folks you are staying at a girlfriend's house."
"You mean you want me to lie to my parents?"
"We don't want them to get the wrong impression, do we?"
Melinda wasn't sure what this meant, but she went along with it anyway. She told her Mommy that she was staying at Muriel Puce's house. This was safe because Melinda's mother hated Muriel's mother, so she would NEVER call to check up on her daughter, or anything like that.
And so they went together to the woman's apartment. Miss Richardson figured Melinda would be a cinch to seduce.
The beautiful blonde woman figured this one was going to be like taking candy from a baby. It would be a cakewalk.
Miss Richardson let the little girl into her cozy flat and – without asking – poured Melinda some wine.
After three glasses of wine Miss Richardson cuddled up beside the little girl on the couch. Melinda didn't seem to mind.
Melinda began to talk to Miss Richardson about the rape in detail.
"I could have saved myself so much pain if only I could have gotten horny," Melinda said in anger.
"Have you ever been horny?"
"No, Miss Richardson."
"That's unusual."
"I guess I am a late bloomer. I have thought a lot about it."
"Would you like to get horny, Melinda?" Miss Richardson asked.
"Very much. But I don't suppose I ever will," Melinda replied.
"But why not? You are only sixteen. It's a little early to give up."
"But I hate men. They are disgusting pigs!" Melinda said with great ire in her little girl voice.
"Perhaps you need a woman's touch to get your fire burning. Have you ever thought about making love with a woman?"
"No, ma'am."
"Does the idea disgust you?"
"Not at all."
"How does it feel when I touch you here?" Miss Richardson said. She pushed her fingers inside the little girl's blouse and lightly stroked her nipple.
"Oh my," Melinda said.
"Good?"
"Very. Rub a little harder. Ummmmm, that's even better," Melinda said.
"See that? You are a sensuous being. I can make you horny. I can make your body scream with pleasure, Melinda. I am a lesbian and I am skilled in these ways. If you don't let me turn you on, then maybe you are right. Maybe you never will know the joys of passion."
Miss Richardson pushed her hand up under the little girl's skirt and began to rub lightly at her sweet inner thighs with the tips of her fingernails.
"Is your pussy still sore?"
"No, Miss Richardson."
"You are completely healed?"
"I think so. Only the emotional scars remain," Melinda said.
"Well, I think I can do something about that," Miss Richardson said.
"I think I would like that. I think I would like that very much."
"Have you ever been kissed passionately, Melinda?"
"No. Never. I never even thought about it. Until now."
"How do you feel now?" Miss Richardson queried with great interest.
"I can't think of anything else but getting kissed," Melinda said. These were the words Miss Richardson wanted to hear.
And so they pressed their mouths together. The second Melinda's lips were touched they became living things.
They necked for a long time and then undressed. They moved into the bedroom. Melinda could feel her pussy getting wet and swollen. She figured she had been meant to make it with women all along. All the masked rapist did was point that fact out for her.
Miss Richardson told the little girl to get on her back on the bed and to relax. Melinda did not feel nervous at all. Miss Richardson touched and kissed her all over. Her pussy began to boil. Miss Richardson put her face between Melinda's cunt, the same cunt the masked rapist had raped so brutally, and began to lick gingerly. She licked for a long time before getting to the clit. But the little girl was shocked by the intensity of her sensations by that time and she was writhing violently on the bed, moaning and groaning with her absolute pleasure. Miss Richardson licked and sucked at the little girl's clit until she came blissfully.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Later that same year Emmylou Mumm returned to Miss Richardson's office. The blonde woman was very pleased to see the little girl she had seduced months before.
"I just dropped by to thank you for teaching me how to be a sexual being," Emmylou said. "I would still be a lonesome virgin if it weren't for you."
"It was nothing, Emmylou. So how has your social life been going? Have you had a lot of boyfriends? Girlfriends?" Miss Richardson asked.
"Just boyfriends so far, with the exception of you, of course. I don't have the guts to approach a girl. What if she was completely straight and got all bent out of shape about that."
"You will find that it is easier to tell who is who after you get out of high school, Emmylou," Miss Richardson said. She had a big smile on her face.
"I hope so. Hey, did you hear the news. They caught the guy that raped Melinda Madison. Over in Aven High, they got him when he tried to attack another girl and a janitor caught him."
"I'm so glad to hear that Emmylou. No one could relax as long as there was a chance that there was a madman among us," Miss Richardson said.
"I know it was a load off my mind. I suppose I can stop carrying mace around in my purse now," Emmylou said with a relieved laugh.
"You better hold onto your mace, Emmylou. There are lots of guys where that one came from. A girl can never be too careful," Miss Richardson said.
"I guess you're right. I came in here for another reason, actually. I really want to talk to you about something, something personal."
"There's no point in keeping secrets from a lover," Miss Richardson said. The little girl was getting fidgety in her chair. Miss Richardson felt quite calm – with the exception of a small tingling in between her thighs.
"Have you ever had, I don't know, like anal desires?" Emmylou asked.
"I have. I sometimes penetrate myself there with a dildo."
"Wow, am I glad to hear that!" Emmylou said with a sigh.
"What's the big deal about that?" Miss Richardson asked.
"First of all, I was starting to think I was some sort of pervert."
"Why would you think that. You are such a sweet girl."
"It was the boys who were making me feel that way, Miss Richardson."
"You asked them to fuck you in the ass and they refused?"
"That's right."
"I don't believe it. You would think they would hop at the chance."
"One guy told me it reminded him of what fags do," Emmylou said.
"Me thinks he doth protest too much," Miss Richardson said.
"I've decided not to see that guy anymore," Emmylou said.
"I certainly hope you have been careful with these boys."
"Oh yes. If they won't wear a rubber I won't fuck."
"Good girl. So you still have your ass cherry, huh?"
"Yeah, and my bowels ache to be reamed so very badly."
"Luckily for you, I happen to be an expert at busting ass cherries," Miss Richardson said with a knowing laugh.
"Miss Richardson, I was hoping you would say that," Emmylou said.
"You just dropped in to thank me, right!" Miss Richardson giggled.
"Yeah, well maybe I had another motive," Emmylou said slyly.
"Why don't you come home with me. I'll cook us a meal," Miss Richardson said.
"I remember when you popped my pussy cherry," Emmylou said with a blush.
"I hope you remember it fondly," Miss Richardson said, tilting her head a little to one side.
"I wish you had a real cock. You were meant to be a man," Emmylou said.
"I was meant to be a lesbian. I play with the cards I was dealt."
"With the help of a big black rubber dildo of course," Emmylou said.
"Score one for you. I'll meet you after school we'll walk home. I didn't take my car. It was such a beautiful day. Okie-dokie. I am really looking forward to it, Miss Richardson."
Emmylou Mumm was naked on Miss Richardson's bed on her belly. The pillows had been removed from the bed. The little girl's cheek was on the bedspread.
Emmylou's hands were folded above her head and her elbows were pointing in opposite directions. She could feel the flame of desire in her bung.
Emmylou could feel the intensity of her anal horniness growing worse by the second. She could feel the desire moving inward from the throbbing mouth of her rectum.
Emmylou could feel the desire spreading to fill her sphincter muscle and then her colon. The craving moved into the pit of her bowels.
Emmylou could feel the desire spreading right up into her smelliest core. The little girl thought of Miss Richardson's dildo, and how deeply it would penetrate. She knew that her internal passageway would have to stretch to take the rubber pole. There would be pain but it would be delicious pain. Emmylou was reminded of the way her libido was first awakened in that apartment.
"Oh my ass is so hot. Spank me a little, just enough to make it hurt a little," Emmylou said. Miss Richardson smacked that tiny ass three times, and they both enjoyed this very much. Her ass cheeks reddened a little bit. Emmylou liked the way the spanking made her buttocks tingle and sting.
"The key to getting fucked in the ass is relaxation."
"I'm relaxed. I don't have a tense muscle in my body."
"Still, I think we should start with a massage," Miss Richardson said.
"Are you going to smear Crisco all over me?" Emmylou asked.
"I have something that is better than that," Miss Richardson said.
"Butter?" Emmylou asked, lifting her head from the bed briefly.
"No, a finely scented oil imported from India," Miss Richardson said.
"I understand that the Indians are heavily into sex," Emmylou said.
"That's why there are so many Indians. I'll get the oil," Miss Richardson replied.
Miss Richardson returned to the bed. She was naked too. The dildo had already been removed from the closet and from its cardboard shoebox.
The dildo was resting on the night table next to the head of the bed beside the lamp where it could be reached easily by the beautiful blonde.
Miss Richardson poured a plentiful amount of oil into her palm and began to caress Emmylou's shoulders. She rubbed down the arms to the hands. She rubbed her oily fingers in between the little girl's digits. She massaged up and down the back, in between the shoulder blades, along either side of the spine, all the way from the nape of the neck to the top of the ass crack. Miss Richardson pressed on all of the little bumps in the little girl's spine, and Emmylou could feel a little bit of tension turning to liquid and flowing from her with each bump the beautiful blonde touched. The muscles at the small of Emmylou's back were kneaded sensuously by Miss Richardson's knowing hands.
Emmylou, naturally enough, wanted the woman to start caressing her ass. Instead the woman skipped her ass and began to massage the backs of her thighs instead.
She tickled lightly at the backs of the little girl's knees. Miss Richardson massaged the calves, the ankles, the feet. The beautiful blonde ran her oily fingers back and forth in between the little girl's chubby toes. Only then did the woman begin to stroke the girl's ass. Emmylou shuddered with her pleasure.
"So good," Emmylou said.
"Shhhhhh," Miss Richardson replied. The blonde tugged the little girl's ass cheeks open and poured fresh oil at the top of the crack.
The force of gravity drew the oil down into the cleavage between Emmylou's buttocks – right over the throbbing mouth of her rectum.
Right down into her pussy.
The asshole sucked some of that oil up inside as it rolled past. Miss Richardson held the ass cheeks open with her left hand while rubbing her right fingertips up and down the crack, from the small of the little girl's back to the base of her pussy. Miss Richardson eased her finger up inside the little girl's anus and Emmylou could tell right away that this was only a tease. Sure, it felt good. But it was next to insignificant when compared to the pleasure and pain she knew she would feel while being brutally buggered by a black rubber dildo.
The finger up her fanny only worked as a catalyst to enhance her anal craving. The girl moaned and pressed upward with her buttocks. She could feel the woman's third knuckle grinding at her throbbing nether eye.
"I need to get balled up the ass so bad. Strap that thing on, Miss Richardson. I can't wait very much longer," Emmylou said.
"You are so different from the girl who came in my office wondering what it was like to be kissed."
"And I have you to thank for that," Emmylou said. Miss Richardson began to work her finger in and out of the little girl's bung. The muscles tugged at her fucking finger.
"I can't take that much of the credit," Miss Richardson said humbly.
"I am a better person now. I am a happier person," Emmylou said.
"I'm glad to hear that. Let me put on the dildo," Miss Richardson said.
"YEA!" Emmylou exclaimed enthusiastically.
Miss Richardson pulled her finger out of the little girl's asshole, fetched the dildo, strapped it on, and returned to the bed. She sat so that the tip of the rubber pole was pointing upward toward the ceiling of her bedroom.
"Get up on your elbows and your knees, Emmylou. That's it, keep your forearms flat on the bed. Palms too. Arch your back. Get your ass up in the air. Move your knees as far apart on the bedspread as you can get them."
Emmylou got into position and Miss Richardson watched as the little girl developed a delicious curve at the small of her back, leading up to the roundness of her sweet little fanny cheeks.
The buttocks were still a little red from the hard spanking she had received. Miss Richardson moved to a kneeling position at the little girl's rear. She kept her back straight.
Miss Richardson poured fresh oil into the palm of her hand thoroughly lubricated the dildo she was wearing. She adjusted the pole for a moment – just to make sure the base was pressed securely against her clitoris.
Miss Richardson pulled the little girl's ass cheeks apart as far as they would go with her left hand. She stretched the halves open until the skin between them was tight. She used her other hand to guide the tip of the ersatz cock to the hole. She slid the oily tip up and down the ass crack – and Emmylou shivered violently each and every time the rubber touched the throbbing mucous membranes at the outer rim of her tightest passageway.
Miss Richardson remembered the first time she took a dildo up her ass. The fake cock had not been nearly as long or thick as the one she was using on Emmylou. She remembered how much it had hurt. She hadn't cared for it – and lied to Emmylou about her anal desire. Miss Richardson knew how to dish it out, one could say, but she couldn't take it. She could pitch but she couldn't catch when it came to ass fucking with strap on dildos.
Miss Richardson pressed the blunt tip of the dildo against the little girl's asshole and kept it there. She tensed her ass cheeks and began to push. After a pause – during which nothing happened at all, the little girl could feel the ring of sphincter muscle opening – or rather being opened by the dildo. The tip of the rubber pole pushed right up past the tight tubular sphincter muscle – right up into the softer and more elastic flesh of her colon. The little girl could tell that the beautiful blonde woman was not going to stop pushing forward with her feminine lower torso until each and every inch of that rubber prick was up inside her bowels. She could feel sharp pains as the woman pushed deeper. She could tell that there were spots where the internal walls were being stretched too far. She was tearing inside and she could feel the blood oozing from those recently opened wound. For the second time Miss Richardson had drawn blood inside the little girl's body with that huge rubber tool. The little girl could once again feel herself being touched in places she would not have thought could be reached from the outside. She could feel the rubber pole scratching the itch of anal desire inside her bowels for the first time in her life. She could tell that the rubber pole would not have to stroke that magic spot up inside her fanny for very long at all before something splendid was going to happen. She could tell that she was going to experience joy unlike any she had ever known before. The little girl correctly assumed that she was going to orgasm while being buggered – and she could tell somehow that the come would have little or nothing to do with either her clitoris or her inner cunt. She was going to come inside her ass – and Emmylou figured she wouldn't even have believed that such a thing was possible unless her body told her it was about to happen to her.
Now that the dildo was all the way in Miss Richardson did not have to worry about holding Emmylou's ass cheeks open anymore. She held the girl by the sides of the hips. She would tug at the little girl's ass each time she stabbed forward with her loins, and she would use Emmylou's hips as leverage to aid the brutal buggery.
She pulled out slowly and looked down. Miss Richardson could see the dildo pulling out. She could see the rectum stretching outward as well. There was a frightening moment or two when the little girl feared her asshole was going to come popping right out of the cleavage between her ass cheeks. She could feel the woman easing the dildo out do that just the tip was inside. She paused. The little girl wanted to feel the entire length of that dildo stab up her butt in one fell swoop – and she didn't give a shit how much it made her bleed. She was disappointed when Miss Richardson eased the dildo in just as slowly the second time as she had the first.
She fucked with a smooth steady motion, making the little girl's anal anxiety grow slowly. At this rate Miss Richardson would have to fuck the little girl for a long time to make her colon spastic. Then the beautiful blonde rapidly picked up the pace of the fuck. Each stab brought a new height to the little girl's combined pleasure and pain.
"Oh! Oh! Oh! Deeper! Deeper! Fuck me deeper! Drive it! Drive it hard! Deeper and deeper into my asshole! Make me come inside my ass! I need it!I'll die unless you make me come in my hot asshole! Miss Richardson! Fuck faster!Faster still! Fuck me as hard and fast as you can!"
Then the little girl did begin to come inside her ass, and once that blissful anal orgasm started, Emmylou thought it was never going to stop. She could feel her insides going berserk with her pleasure. She could feel her internal ass being lubricated for this savage sodomy by a combination of the finely scented oil and her own blood. She could feel a little trickle of blood running from her bruised and grossly stretched asshole down into the base of her wet cunt.
Miss Richardson's clitoris was swollen so that it looked like the head of a baby boy's cock against the bumps at the base of the rubber dong.
"Ccccoooommmmiiiinnnngggg!!!" Emmylou screamed.
Just the sound of the ecstasy in the little girl's voice was enough to trigger the blonde woman's climax. She rammed the whole dildo up the little girl's backdoor hole. She reached under Emmylou's body and took her tits in her hands. She had one breast in each palm with her fingers spread open. Miss Richardson could feel the little girl's nipples throbbing precisely against the centers of her palms. The little girl could feel the older woman's blonde pubic patch pressed flat against the very top of the crack of her ass. Their inner cunt lips were touching, smooching one might say.
Miss Richardson rubbed her love button furiously against the base of the ebony tool so that they could orgasm together. She removed her right hand from the little girl's right tit.
Miss Richardson ran her fingers quickly down the underside of the little girl's body, over her belly and her abdomen, through her pubies, to the wet pink slit.
Miss Richardson had no trouble finding the little girl's swollen clit. There was nothing subtle about the way the blonde woman stimulated the little girl's poontang at that moment.
Miss Richardson pressed the teenager's little man in the boat practically flat against the base of her pubic bone.
Miss Richardson worked her finger back and forth across that fiery bulb as hard and fast as she could.
Emmylou could feel her clit spasming, followed by an explosion that filled her entire cunt. The little girl felt as if she were coming twice simultaneously. She seriously felt as if she were coming in her ass and her cunt at the same time. The woman was teaching her about mind-boggling pleasures. There was no comparison between Miss Richardson and the boys the little girl dated, as far as skill as a lover was concerned. The beautiful blonde woman was in a league by herself as far as the little girl was concerned. Then the passion was spent.
Miss Richardson pulled the dildo all the way out.
The older woman knew the rubber pole would be uncomfortable up the little girl's ass now that her passion was appeased.
It occurred to the little girl that her asshole had been stretched open further than it had ever been stretched before.
She knew that the dildo was thicker than anything that had ever been forced out of that pink hole.
She knew this for a fact. She would have remembered a turd that was as thick as the rubber dong that had just reamed her until she was bloody.
"I hope I didn't hurt you too badly," Miss Richardson said. There was an element of truth in this. Miss Richardson liked Emmylou and did not feel the same combination of lust and ire that she felt over Sandy.
"Oh no, it felt very good. Is there very much blood. I don't want to look."
"Not much. You just relax on your belly and I'll clean up."
"You must be the best lover in the whole wide world," Emmylou said.
"I doubt it. I might be in the top ten, though," Miss Richardson said.
The woman left the room and went down the hall to the bathroom. Emmylou could hear her singing a happy tune.
In the bathroom the older woman removed her bloody dildo and washed it thoroughly with soap and hot water in the sink.
She then moistened a washcloth and returned to the bedroom. She wiped the blood from the backs of the little girl's thighs and from the cheeks of her ass.
She had Emmylou lift her loins from the bed a few inches so she could use the damp washcloth to wipe the blood from the little girl's pussy, and, finally, out of the sweet crack of her ass. The older woman was very gentle as she wiped the little girl's ass for her, because she knew how sore the anus was after the buggery.
"I have an idea," Miss Richardson said.
"What's that?"
"Let's take a nice hot bath together."
"Can we kiss and soap each other up and stuff?"
"We can do whatever your little heart desires."
"Do you like bubble bath?" Emmylou asked.
"I wouldn't bathe any other way," Miss Richardson exclaimed.
"I hope you like the water steamy hot," Emmylou said.
"So hot that it steams up the mirrors," Miss Richardson said.
"Oh, Miss Richardson, we have so many things in common!"
"Do you think you will be able to walk to the bathroom on your own?"
"I think so. My legs feel a little shaky. But I think they are strong enough."
"Let me take your hand and help you up off the bed," Miss Richardson said.
"Thank, lover." And so they walked hand in hand to the john.
"So now I have been fucked in all three of my holes," Emmylou said.
"I guess the boy's in town taught you how to give blow jobs."
"Oh, Miss Richardson, I can do better than that," Emmylou said.
"I'm afraid I don't understand what you mean," Miss Richardson said.
"This one guy Charlie taught me how to give deep throat."
"You mean that you let him fuck your face?" Miss Richardson asked.
"Uh huh. He drove his cock all the way down into my gullet."
"You mean, so that his balls were on your chin?" Miss Richardson asked.
"That's right, and my nose was shoved into his pubies."
"Wow. Didn't that hurt you badly?" Miss Richardson asked.
"I gagged and cried at first, but then it stopped and I liked it."
"You must have gained control of your throat muscles."
"I guess so. I think the muscles stopped gagging because they were exhausted."
"It doesn't sound at all pleasant, Emmylou," Miss Richardson said.
"I liked it. I felt like a sword-swallower in the circus."
"Did you let him come in your mouth and everything?" Miss Richardson asked.
"Of course. All the boys make me swallow their come," Emmylou said.
"I never did know very much about boys, you know," Miss Richardson said.
"Oh yeah, that's right. I forgot. You only swing one way," Emmylou said.
"Your vocabulary has certainly broadened since we first spoke about all of this."
"I decided that I always wanted to be a swinger, deep down inside."
"I guess if there is a libertine inside you, she will emerge sooner or later."
"I said that first time when we were together that I wanted to learn everything there was to know about sex."
"You still feel that way, I presume," Miss Richardson said. The tub was filling with water and white bubbles.
"Oh yes! The more I learn the more I find there is to learn."
"That's true with everything, Emmylou. Is that enough water for you?"
"Perfect. The water level will go up when we both get in," Emmylou said. And so they both got in the tub together facing one another. They sat up in the tub with their knees out of the water and parted. They began to throw palms full of bubbles at one another. Soon there were bubbles floating all around the bathroom and they were both giggling as if they were a good deal younger than they actually were.
Then the older woman fetched a bar of soap. She soaped up the little girl's tits and then massaged those youthful globes. The nipples were hard and erect. The blonde woman lowered her face to the little girl's bosom and began to sensuously kiss both of those tits. She licked and sucked at the nipples and the little girl could feel all of the mucous membranes in between her legs rapidly swelling toward full engorgement.
The little girl could feel her clit once again peeking out from under its foreskin. The natural lubrication that dribbled from her cunt was lost in the bath water somewhere.
They rubbed at each other's thighs. They tongue kissed sensuously. They found each other's pussies with their fingers underneath the steamy and soapy water. They rubbed up and down each other's slashes – and then, at the exact same time, they began to diddle each other's clit.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Roseanna Ho was alone in her bedroom, naked on the bed, her legs spread in front of her, her knees raised up off the bedspread, her pussy wet and hot.
Roseanna Ho was a pretty little Oriental high school girl who was curious about her body. She had only begun masturbating the week before.
But it had become a bit of a habit. She loved the pleasures that she gave herself so much that she had become obsessed by them – perhaps even possessed.
Roseanna was a virgin but she did not want to stay that way for much longer. She was sick and tired of her older sister always having all the fun.
Roseanna's older sister, Sookie, was eighteen and already out of high school. Sookie dated a lot of guys and – to Roseanna – her life seemed like one never-ending adventure.
Roseanna knew that Sookie had been having hot sex with boys ever since she was about fourteen – and, as far as Roseanna could tell, she was not the slightest worse for wear and tear because of it.
Roseanna wanted to be like that. She didn't even know why she had remained chaste for so long. She got butterflies in her belly every time she was approached by a boy.
Now that Roseanna was becoming increasingly familiar with the joys of orgasm, she was hoping that she would not be so shy around the boys her own age.
Roseanna lived in a neat two-story house on the edge of town. Her mother and father had been born in Korea but had moved to the United States when they were little.
Neither Roseanna nor Sookie had any accent – although strangers always expected them to. The sisters were very similar in appearance, although Sookie was actually a couple of inches taller and had slightly larger breasts.
At that moment – it was Friday night – Sookie was out on a date with one of her many boyfriends. Roseanna, as usual, had nothing much to do. Nothing to do but play with herself. Roseanna had discovered that she enjoyed masturbation better if she didn't think about how much nicer her pleasure would be if she were sharing it with a real lover.
Roseanna found that her self-induced sensations became more intense when she pretended in her mind that a real boy was actually kissing her and stroking her, and eventually fucking her.
Roseanna Ho could feel her pussy juice dripping from the base of her pink slit down into the crack of her ass. She could see her tits bobbing up and down on her chest, along with her rib-cage, as she desperately sucked air into her lungs.
Roseanna was already panting with her self-induced lust – and she still hadn't touched herself below the waist. She was playing with her tits.
Roseanna was stroking her feminine erections lightly with her fingertips, feeling them grow. She could feel her nipples becoming increasingly sensitive.
Roseanna pinched and pulled at her nipples with her thumbs and forefingers. She then opened her hands so that she could fondle her tits.
Roseanna's boobs were both pert and perky. They were so firm, and full with youth, that they hardly flattened at all, in spite of the fact that she was on her back and the force of gravity was directly against them.
She released her grip on her tits as the craving between her legs became too intense for her to ignore any longer. There were two beds in the bedroom.
The other one belonged to Sookie. They still shared the same bedroom. There were only three bedrooms in the house. One went to their folks and the third went to their brother, who was thirteen.
The door was not locked because the door had no lock. Roseanna was not worried about being interrupted, however. Her parents had gone out to dinner and a movie.
Her brother was spending the night at a friend's house and Sookie was on a date. Roseanna figured she had all the time in the world to give herself pleasure.
She was in no hurry. She could even afford to tease herself a little bit. She stroked her belly and then the insides of her precious thighs.
Roseanna Ho placed the balls of her feet flat on the bedspread near the foot of the bed and clutched the bedspread with her tiny toes tightly.
She gathered the material with her toes. She could smell the scent of her cunt wafting up toward her flaring nostrils from between her parted thighs.
She could tell that she was already beginning to make a wet spot of cunt juice on the bedspread beneath her ass – and she could tell that that spot was going to grow a little bit larger with each passing second.
Roseanna's fingernails were long and she used their tips to stroke her inner thighs – all the way from her bent knees to the sides of her vulva.
Roseanna could feel her pussy flesh throbbing. She stroked her spread thighs again and again until she was breathing very hard. She was moaning.
Roseanna was letting out a tiny exclamation of pleasure with each of her rapid exhales. She could already feel her perception of time becoming elongated by the intensity of the sensations she was experiencing.
Roseanna could not tease herself any longer. The little girl with the long black hair and the emerald green Oriental eyes could not keep from touching her pussy another second.
The pretty little girl with the dark complexion placed the tip of her right forefinger on the inch-long patch of mucous membrane in between her asshole and the base of her thoroughly engorged cunt.
She arched her finger and touched herself with the fleshy part of her tip. She did not want to risk touching herself inadvertently with her fingernail. She could scratch herself and hurt herself easily, she suspected.
The little girl ever-so-slowly ran the tip of her finger up and down the outer lips of her cunt. She touched the sides of her clitoris.
She touched just above her love button, lightly stroking her clitoral foreskin for a moment or two. She rolled her ass cheeks up off the bed.
Roseanna touched her ass cheeks and then ran her fingertips lightly up and down the crack. Her anus was very sensitive and it felt extremely good when she touched herself there.
The little girl ran her finger in between her inner and outer cunt lips. She used two fingers to pry her inner cunt lips apart. She tried to push a single finger inside herself but her precious maidenhead blocked the passageway to her aching cervix. She yearned to touch the mouth of her needy womb, but she did not have the courage. She was determined to preserve her cherry and offer it as a gift to the man she chose to be her first lover.
Then the little girl drew her finger upward, in between her inner labia, and she found her love button. She touched the clit as lightly as she could.
Her muscles began to tense.
Her moans became louder.
Her breaths became shorter.
Her sweat became thicker.
Her scent became richer!!!
She kept her finger on her clit and began to roll it around in a small circle. She could feel her sexual arousal rapidly approaching the saturation point. It was all so incredible. She was getting better and better at jacking off. Each night when she touched herself in an impure manner the pleasures she gave herself lasted a little bit longer and were a little more intense than the night before.
Roseanna Ho was so caught up in what she was doing that she failed to hear the front door downstairs opening. She failed to hear the footsteps on the stairs, or in the hallway. She did not even hear those footsteps when they were right outside her door.
But Sookie heard what Roseanna was doing. The older sister's lips curled into a half-smile of self-amusement as she heard Roseanna's moans of pleasure.
Sookie decided not to interrupt. She would wait until her sister had finished making herself come before she burst in on her. Sookie's first thought had been that Roseanna had a boy in there with her – but that was too ridiculous to remain a serious theory for long.
In spite of the fact that Sookie had told her sister many times that sex was nothing to be afraid of, Sookie knew that Roseanna was scared shitless at the thought of making it with a boy.
Because the two girls shared the room this was the very first time Roseanna had been able to masturbate in the comfort of her own bad.
For the previous week the younger sister had been diddling herself to climax while standing under the shower each evening. Masturbating while prone on a soft surface was a hell of a lot nicer than jacking off in the shower, Roseanna had quickly concluded.
Roseanna had her finger directly on her swollen little man in the boat. She rolled the fiery bulb in a quick circle, and then worked her finger back and forth across the love button as hard and fast as she could.
Roseanna Ho only had to do this for a matter of seconds before she could feel the convulsions starting at the top of her pussy. The pleasure grew and spread at the same time, like a huge liquid wave rolling over her.
Roseanna felt as if she were prone atop the sands of the beach. The tide was coming in, the waves rolling up over her higher and higher. With her orgasm had come a tidal wave – and now Roseanna feared that she would drown in her own physical ecstasy.
Roseanna diddled herself until her come was over and then fell still on the bed. She left her wet slippery fingers on her pussy even after her climax was through.
She caught her breath and listened to her heartbeat returning to normal. At that moment Sookie burst into the room and looked at her naked sister in the bed.
Roseanna let out a sharp squeak of distress and sat up quickly in bed. Roseanna pulled her hand away from her cunt. She could feel her face getting very hot – and she could tell that her facial features were flushing with her embarrassment.
"Don't you knock?" Roseanna said.
"No, it's my room too."
"I-I-I didn't expect you."
"So, I noticed," Sookie said.
"I was just trying to take a nap."
"Uh huh," Sookie said with a knowing smile.
"Honest," Roseanna said.
"Roseanna, you don't have to lie to me. I know what you were doing?" Sookie said. The older sister sat down on the foot of Roseanna's bed.
"I guess you must think that I am a pretty pathetic creature, huh?" Roseanna said. Her face was just as red as ever. The blood in the little girl's face felt as if it were going to reach the boiling point at any second.
"Not at all. It is perfectly normal to masturbate," Sookie said. "There is no reason to be embarrassed. You are acting like it was Mommy who caught you fooling with yourself or something."
"Still, it must seem pretty pitiful to a sexual experienced girl such as yourself," Roseanna said. She lowered her head and found herself staring at her smooth knees. She had drawn her knees up to her chest. She was thinking of a way to get her clothes on subtly but saw none.
"You are being silly. Everyone masturbates, whether they are sexually active or not. God gave us a built in toy. Naturally we are expected to play with it."
"Do you mean that even you masturbate?" Roseanna asked.
"Naturally."
"Wow."
"I was thinking of doing that tonight as a matter of fact. You seem to think that my life is all hunky-dory. If you had the date I had tonight, you would want to jerk yourself off too."
"Yeah, why are you home so early?" Roseanna inquired.
"This guy I had a date with – Billy – got shit-faced drunk right off the bat. We went and parked and took off our clothes and he was as limp as limp could be. I sucked and sucked at his dick and I couldn't even get a single drop of blood to pump its way inside. I needed to be fucked so badly that I could taste it – and I got nothing out of the deal. Nothing but a sore jaw from sucking too hard for too long."
"Poor baby."
"You see? It's not all wine and roses out there."
"I guess I was just feeling sorry for myself." Roseanna mused.
"It's about time that you got over these little girl fears."
"It's true. My body is becoming that of a woman," Roseanna said.
"Did you know that being touched by another feels a thousand times better than touching yourself?"
"I find that a little hard to believe, Sookie," Roseanna said.
"It's true. You will find that once you get started getting naked in front of a guy is nothing at all. They LOVE it. There is nothing to be embarrassed about. It's fun – and it isn't scary at all."
"I can't imagine going from standing up with my clothes on to lying down naked without something positively humiliating happening in between."
"You are much too uptight, Roseanna. Look, you are hiding yourself even from me – and I am your SISTER!"
Roseanna slowly lowered her legs to the bed so that her older sister could see her tits and her pussy.
"You are making me feel strange," Roseanna said.
"In what way?"
"I'm not sure. It's kind of hard to explain," Roseanna said.
"Are you getting all worked up because of this conversation?"
"Yeah, but in a way, in a way I don't think I want to talk about."
"Come on, Roseanna," Sookie said. "I never keep secrets from you."
"You would if you were feeling what I am right now," Roseanna said.
"How do you know I'm not unless you tell me how you are feeling?"
"I guess you are right. Still…"
"Come on, Roseanna. Spill it!"
"I was thinking that, instead of rushing out and having an affair with a guy, maybe I could learn to be comfortable in a sexual context right here, right now."
"Would you like me to masturbate in front of you?" Sookie said.
"That would be nice, but it wasn't precisely what I had in mind."
"Would you like to touch each other?" Sookie asked knowingly. Roseanna's face reddened once again and Sookie knew that she had hit the target.
"I think that would be nice – but you probably think I'm a real pervert."
"You aren't anymore perverted than me," Sookie said rather cheerfully.
"What makes you say that?" Roseanna inquired curiously.
"Because I want to touch you, and I want you to touch me."
"But we are both girls, and besides that, we are sisters!"
"So what?"
"That's lesbian incest. Why, it's breaking two social taboos at once."
"Who says, Roseanna? Who made up the rules?" Sookie asked.
"Society, I guess," Roseanna said after a moment's thought.
"Fuck society. We are alone. No one has to know about this except us."
"I suppose you are right. It sure does seem like it would be fun. You said that it feels a thousand times better being touched by a lover, well, does that apply even when the lover is another woman?"
"I don't know, but I would like to find out. I've never done anything with a girl before. But I at least admit to myself that I have those urges."
"You are really blowing me away with all of this, Sookie. Everything is happening so rapidly, I don't know. I just don't know," Roseanna said.
"I think we have already done entirely too much talking on the subject. I think we should just shut up and do it," Sookie said. The older sister shut the door securely and then began to take off her clothes. Roseanna could hear her heart pounding. She wondered if Sookie was as nervous as she. Roseanna was not completely fooled by her older sister's nonchalance. Roseanna had a strange feeling, way back in her subconscious. She had a feeling that she was about to do something that was going to affect the rest of her life.
When Sookie was completely naked she climbed on top of Roseanna's bed. Roseanna's fingers were shaking as she reached out to touch her sister's face.
Sookie touched Roseanna's nipple and the littler girl shuddered with pleasure. She was slightly shocked by the intensity of the sensation spawned by that subtle caress. "See? It's nice."
"It sure is."
"You have nothing to be frightened of."
"Kiss me hard!"
And so those lovely Oriental sisters, pressed their fleshy lips together and soon touched the tips of their tongues together as well.
Roseanna felt as if she were drifting into a dream world. She was doing something that had no relationship with her previous reality.
She began to wonder if she had fallen asleep after her hot masturbatory session and was having an erotic dream. But no. She could smell.
She could see, she could hear, she could taste, and – most of all – she could feel. It was all very real. She had had her afterglow interrupted by her sister.
Now Roseanna's afterglow had faded completely away and was being replaced by her incestuous lust. She had a feeling that she was going to feel guilty when it was all over.
But Roseanna was getting too hot and bothered between her legs to worry about guilt at that moment. She could feel her cunt getting wet again.
Roseanna could feel the ache in her loins becoming worse than she had never known it to be before. Her pleasure was a lot better than when she touched herself.
Maybe not a thousand times better, it was true, but Roseanna figured Sookie had the right to use a little hyperbole during a seduction attempt.
Roseanna could feel herself being pushed down onto her back. Sookie's mouth was on her neck. Sookie's tongue was in her ear. Sookie's teeth were on her throat.
Sookie kissed the little girl's throat and then her tits. She licked and sucked at the nipples. She fondled the girl's tits. Roseanna was stroking her older sister as well.
Sookie could feel the smaller girl's hands on her bottom, massaging the cheeks of her ass with a sisterly sensuality. Sookie could feel Roseanna becoming bolder.
Roseanna worked one finger in between the cheeks of her older sister's ass and began to run the fingertips up and down, massaging the anus.
Roseanna pushed her fingers to the base of Sookie's pussy and felt a rush of pride and pleasure when she felt the heat, the swelling and the moisture there.
The sisters were uniformly selfless at that moment. Sookie expressed an interest in giving Roseanna an orgasm first. But Roseanna said no.
"I want to give you pleasure first. I want to find out what your pussy tastes like. I want my nose right up inside your cunt," Roseanna said.
"I have an idea," Sookie said.
"What's that?" Roseanna asked.
"Let's eat each other at the same time."
"You mean sixty-nine?"
"Precisely. What do you think."
"A fabulous idea. I call the top," Roseanna said.
And so the sister's positioned themselves so that they could get at each other's cunts with each other's mouths and fingers. Sookie sprawled out on her back.
Sookie had her legs spread as far as she could get them. She rested the weight of her lovely lower torso on the small of her back. She lifted her ass from the bedspread a bit.
Sookie moved her cunt so that it was at a more convenient angle for Roseanna to lick it. Roseanna had her ass hovering over Sookie's face.
Sookie reached up arid caressed her little sister's buttocks. She then pulled the cheeks apart and rimmed Roseanna's asshole clean.
Yes, the older sister licked at Roseanna's anus until all of the delicious flavor had been laved away. Sookie pushed her tongue right up inside her sister's bung.
Roseanna began to kiss and lick at the insides of Sookie's thighs. Their pleasure was mounting at the same rate. Although they said nothing to each other on the subject, it was unspokenly understood they had a real shot at making each other orgasm simultaneously.
Sookie believed in blessings in disguise. She was glad that that date of hers (What was his name? Billy, that's right.) had gotten so drunk that he became impotent.
Sookie anxiously admitted to herself that she was having a much better time with her sister than she would have with just about any guy.
Sookie felt as if she were teaching her little sister what being a woman was all about – a role that she had never taken upon herself before.
Sookie licked at the outer lips of Roseanna's cunt. The younger sister was licking up and down the entire length of Sookie's twat with the flat part of her tongue.
Then they began to lick and suck at each other's pussies very hard. Between them they were making a lot of noises. They were slurping and slobbering.
Their moans were muffled. They both had their mouths full. Sookie found that she could suck on one of her sister's inner cunt lips at a time. She could suck and lick at one hot labia simultaneously.
They pushed their tongues up into each other's cunts. Roseanna managed to get her tongue very deep inside Sookie's fuck hole. Sookie couldn't get anywhere near that deep because the hymen was blocking the way.
Then they each concentrated their attentions exclusively on each other's clits. They each tensed and quivered. Their hands were on each other's ass cheeks.
They were both licking and sucking at each other's most sensitive spots. They were about to peak together. Then there was a flurry of motion.
Roseanna could feel herself exploding into what was by far the most intense orgasm of her short sexual career. At the same time Sookie climaxed.
Then they fell away from one another and held hands, their heads still pointing in opposite directions. They moaned and sighed with their simultaneous afterglows.
"Wow, that sure was fun," Sookie said with a smile.
"It makes me think of wasted time spent," Roseanna said.
"What do you mean?" Sookie inquired curiously in a soft voice.
"We have been sleeping in the same room for years," Roseanna said.
"And all that time we could have been fooling with one another."
"Yeah, I want to sleep curled in your arms every night."
"We can't do that, Roseanna. It's too risky," Sookie said.
"I guess you're right. We are going to have to be sneaky about it all."
"We may have to stop. Look at me. I was encouraging you and now I'm copping out."
"That's because you liked it more than you thought you would."
"You can say that again, Roseanna. I don't think we should have done it."
"But certainly my tongue can't compare with a boy's cock," Roseanna said.
"Maybe tonight isn't a good night to make such a comparison."
"How are we going to sleep in this room and NOT fool around?"
"That, my love, is a damn good question. Willpower, I guess."
"Willpower, hell! We won't be able to do it," Roseanna said.
"I guess you are right. But we DO have to be careful, Roseanna."
"It's just like masturbation. Once I started I knew I would never be able to stop."
"It's more like eating peanuts. Eat one and you are doomed," Sookie said.
And so the two beautiful Oriental sisters began a loving lesbian relationship. Every time they were alone in the house they made it with one another.
Sometimes they felt very brave and even made it when their brother was home in his room down the hall – or downstairs in the living room watching television.
But the sex Roseanna had with her sister did not make her feel any more secure around boys. She remained technically a virgin. Sookie never once tried to bust her little sister's cherry.
Roseanna began to fear that she had been born to have sex with women and women alone. She feared that she would never have a husband, that she would never have babies, that she would never have a family of her very own.
It was in this state of despair that Roseanna Ho decided to talk to Roberta Jean Richardson, the lady counselor at her high school. Miss Richardson was supposed to be able to help little girls solve all sorts of problems. Maybe she could help.



CHAPTER NINE


"So you are afraid you are a lesbian, huh, Roseanna?" Roberta Jean Richardson said with her hands folded together on top of her desk. "Yes, Miss Richardson. Sookie says that it is possible to like both, but I don't know," Roseanna said. Her voice was trembling. She couldn't believe that she was actually having this conversation.
Roseanna had bared the most intimate secrets of her young life to the beautiful blonde woman and now she had to deal with the fact that she and Sookie were no longer the only ones who knew about their incestuous relationship.
"Of course it is possible to like both. In fact, there have been real doctors who have said that EVERYONE is bisexual to one degree or another."
"They were probably bisexual doctors," Roseanna said. "I wish that I would meet a boy that would be patient with me and go slow."
"Do you think you would be more nervous your first time with a boy than you were the first time with Sookie?" Miss Richardson queried.
"Absolutely. Making love with Sookie, well, in a way it was like making love to myself. It still is, but the feeling was most intense when we started."
"How so?"
"I pleasure Sookie just as if I were pleasuring myself. When I lick her cunt it is, at least a little bit, like I am going down on myself."
"Do you consider your sister merely a mirror image of yourself?"
"Oh no. I am always aware that we are separate individuals," Roseanna said.
"That's good. Since you have told me your secret, I will tell you mine. I am a lesbian, Roseanna."
"Oh my," Roseanna said placing her hand to her mouth. "You aren't going to be much good at finding me a boyfriend, are you?" Roseanna was blushing.
"I suppose not. But I can offer you a good time," Roberta Jean said. Roseanna laughed. The counselor was so frank that Roseanna didn't even have time to be offended by the proposal.
In fact, she blurted out her initial reaction without thinking very much about it at all. "I bet you could," she said.
"Are you remaining faithful to your sister?" Roberta Jean asked.
"You mean sexually faithful or sisterly faithful?" Roseanna asked.
"Sexually faithful. Are you remaining true to her?" Roberta Jean asked.
"Not purposefully, I just haven't had any opportunities," Roseanna said.
"Consider this an opportunity," Roberta Jean said, her blue eyes twinkling.
"Then I guess the answer is no. I'm not remaining true," Roseanna said.
"Are you afraid that having another lesbian relationship will harm your chances of one day making it with boys?" Roberta Jean asked.
"No. I think it might be a lost cause already," Roseanna said.
"Would you like to come to my apartment with me?" Miss Richardson asked.
"No. It's such a beautiful day. I want to be outdoors," Roseanna said.
"Have you and Sookie ever made it outdoors?"
"Uh uh," Roseanna said shading her head from side to side.
"Then you must try it. The breeze on one's naked body… it's heaven."
"Come to think of it, I don't think I've ever been naked outdoors."
"I know a place out in the country where we can go," Roberta Jean said.
"I would have to call home and lie or something. I think I can do it."
"Good girl. In my car we will be there in less than an hour," Roberta Jean said.
"Tell me about this place out in the country. What is it like?"
"It's very close to where I grew up, in Jefferson County. I know a long dirt road that heads deep into a woods. This time of year there aren't any bugs. You wouldn't want to go there in July after dusk because the mosquitoes would eat you alive. But it will be nice now. The night breeze is warm enough, but I'll bet the earth is still moist."
"Just like me," Roseanna said with glee. "Tell me more!"
"At the end of this dirt road is a babbling brook that is shallow enough to wade around in. There are flat rocks in the brook that are perfect for sunning."
"Did you skinny dip there when you were young?" Roseanna asked.
"No," Roberta Jean replied, momentarily somber. "But I wish I had."
Roseanna dropped the subject and excused herself to make the phone call. Her mother said it was fine if she studied late with her friend Felicia and then spent the night. Mommy never checked up on Roseanna. She was too worried about Sookie. Roseanna was the one she could trust.
Roberta Jean smiled alone in her office sitting at her desk. When it rains it pours, she thought to herself. It had been one hell of a semester.
In the car during the ride Roseanna said, "Did you hear the news, Miss Richardson?"
"What news?" the blonde woman asked.
"You remember that guy who raped Melinda Madison and that other girl?" Roseanna said. Roberta Jean could feel a chill running up and down her spine.
"Yes. How could I forget?" Roberta Jean said nervously.
"Well, he escaped from jail. Him and three other guys. Nobody knows how they got out. It was in this morning's paper. There is a rumor that it was an inside job – that someone paid off a guard or something like that."
"I sure hope that maniac doesn't come around here," Roberta Jean said.
"Me too," Roseanna said sincerely. Her green eyes were temporarily filled with gloom. There was something about Oriental chicks that made Miss Richardson super-hot. She could feel her panties getting all wet right there in the car. The ride was only going to about forty-five minutes – but it was going to feel like much longer to both the blonde counselor and the black haired teenager.
It was getting dark by the time they arrived at the end of the dirt road. Everything was bigger than Roseanna had imagined it to be. The brook, the sky, the trees, the grassy knoll where they would sprawl.
Roseanna became suddenly aggressive the second they arrived on the spot. She breathed fresh air into her lungs and felt her sap running. Roseanna kissed the older woman hungrily on the mouth. Even as their lips pressed together the little girl was unbuttoning the woman's blouse. The little girl pulled out one breast and began to squeeze it.
Roseanna lowered her face to the woman's bosom – by this time having the blouse unbuttoned all the way so that both jugs were exposed.
Roseanna licked and sucked at both nipples. Roberta Jean pulled away and suggested that they both get completely naked. The little Oriental girl thought this was an excellent idea.
They sprawled naked together in the grass. The earth was cool and – just as Roberta Jean had suggested earlier – it was still a little moist. By this time Roseanna's pussy was not a little moist. The ripe Oriental poontang was soaking wet with the natural lubrication being secreted by the little glands inside her virginal pussy. They pressed the fronts of their bodies together as they necked wildly. They rubbed their tits together. Roberta Jean's tits, naturally, were a good deal larger than the petite Roseanna Ho.
"I want to eat your cunt," Roseanna said.
"Devour it. Eat me. Be a cannibal."
"Oh, I want to taste you. Drink your juices."
"Quaff deeply from my twat's honey." Roberta Jean opened her knees and the little girl went down. Roseanna dipped her tongue lightly into that molten honey pot.
She laved gingerly at the near-convulsable cooze. The petite Oriental girl used her tongue gingerly across the pink tissues. Roberta Jean, it was clear, was loving each subtle caress a little more than the one before. Her pleasure was mounting. There was no one within miles of them. There was no reason to suppress their exclamations of pleasure. Roberta Jean Richardson began to moan and groan loudly with her feminine enjoyment right from the very first lick to her drooling quim.
Then – all of a sudden – Roseanna Ho began to suck hungrily at the blonde woman's pink cunt. She sucked at the hole, drawing the juices right out.
Then she sucked at the clit and gave Roberta Jean a remarkable come, a come that made the top of the counselor's head feel like it was going to blast right off because of the pressure inside her rapidly reeling brain. The veins at the blonde's temples were bulging and protruding, dilated with the intensity of her orgasmic sensations.
When Roberta Jean became still the little Oriental girl could feel a tremendous ache both inside and outside of her pussy.
"The problem with being a lesbian is that you only have the outside of your cunt pleasured," Roseanna said. "I still feel a desire for penetration, but I tense up at the thought of a man's cock getting near me."
"You don't need a man's cock for penetration," Roberta Jean said.
"No?"
"If you like, I'll pop your cherry right now for you," the woman said.
"You mean, with your fingers, Miss Richardson?" Roseanna inquired.
"That's right. As you can see, I have very, very long fingers."
"They sure do look like they could fit far up inside me."
"My fingers could penetrate to your dimpled cervix – and beyond!"
"Wow, and three of those fingers would stretch me like a real dick."
"Especially if I twisted them as I worked them in and out of you."
"You are making me seethe talking to me like this. I can't," Roseanna said.
"You can't what?"
"I can't say no," the Oriental girl said. "Will it hurt?"
"Maybe a little. I promise I will be very gentle," Roberta Jean said.
"Maybe a little cold water to numb the tissues first would be good?"
"You don't want to be numb. You want to feel everything. The cold water will numb your pleasure as well as your pain."
"I guess you know best, Miss Richardson," Roseanna said.
"Of course I do, sweetheart. Of course I do. There is an advantage to having your cherry popped by my fingers, you know."
"What's that?"
"My fingers can pry the hymen open and maybe open it far enough without tearing the flesh. A cock would just bust it right away," Roberta Jean said.
"I bet that you will be more gentle than any guy would anyway," Roseanna said. The little girl could feel her juices flowing out of her twat as she sprawled back in the grass and opened her legs. Roseanna folded her hands behind her head so that her elbows were pointing in opposite directions. It was dark outside by this time, very, very dark, and the little girl could see a plethora of stars in the sky. The older woman stroked rightly at the little girl's tits, belly, ass and inner thighs. She then rubbed up and down Roseanna's outer cunt lips with her fingertips. The pink flesh there was already slippery from her wetness. The woman massaged the clit for a moment, but not for too long. She quickly worked her fingers in between the inner cunt lips, at the mouth of the little girl's unused fuck hole. The woman worked her fingers up under the base of the pubic bone and found the hymen. The little girl tried to relax. She could feel the tissues stretching and – yes – they tore a little bit. She let out a sharp cry of pain as the older woman's fingers pushed past the now useless hymen into the inner cunt – touching the petite Oriental girl where she had never been touched before.
Deeper and deeper the finger went into her cunt, the tip pressing the cervix, exploring the tissues between the mouth of Roseanna's womb and the base of her pubic bone, then even deeper, past the cervix, into the innermost soft folds, all the way to the back wall of her vagina. Two fingers – then three fingers, twisting and working in and out. Roseanna tensed her internal muscles and squeezed at the woman's digits as she felt herself being fucked by them. Roseanna's ass began to move on the ground. She gyrated her hips. The pain went away. She suddenly became very glad that she had not deadened the tissues with the cold water from the babbling brook. Her entire cunt was on fire – feeling quite differently from the horniness she had experienced when messing with her sister.
"More! I want more! Push four fingers inside me!Miss Richardson! Even more than that! Stick your whole fist up inside my pussy! That's it! You are not hurting me! The whoee fist! Ican feee it! I can feee it! Arrgghh!"
Miss Richardson was astounded. She had pushed four tightly clustered fingers inside that bleeding poontang, pressing the tip of her thumb precisely against the center of her hollowed palm. She had straightened her right arm, stiffening her wrist. She had moved one knee behind the other in the cool green grass so she could get the entire weight of her upper body behind the seemingly impossible penetration effort. And then that beautiful blonde woman had watched with wide eyes in the dark as the little girl's cunt opened further than one would have thought possible. Yes, Roberta Jean watched with the white showing all the way around her pupils, as her entire hand disappeared inside that super-hungry Oriental poontang.
"Fuck me with your fist! Miss Richardson! Harder! Deeper! Fuck me! Twist it when you fuck! Make it hurt! Oh God! Oh God! So fucking good!"
The blonde woman pulled the fist all the way out and then punched it back in. She twisted it. The fist fuck became increasingly brutal. Then the little girl's screaming stopped and she fell limp in the grass.
She had passed out from the intensity of her sensations.



CHAPTER TEN


"Remember me, Miss Richardson?"
"Sandy Schiano. I was wondering if you were going to come back and see me. Come in. Have a seat."
"I have been thinking a lot lately – about the time that you and I spent together. You know." Sandy was speaking softly with her face lowered so that her dark hair was spilling in her face.
"I guess I got a little out of control that night. I felt mean and I took it out on you," Roberta Jean said.
"I don't blame you for a thing. I was being a snot and I deserved everything I got," Sandy said.
"I can't help but notice that you are a lot more polite this time. You seem positively humble," Roberta Jean said.
"I have changed since the time you tied me to the bed. I am a different girl," Sandy said with a shiver.
"Did you come here today because you want to make it with me again," Roberta Jean inquired quickly.
"Yes, Miss Richardson. I have wanted to return all the time – but I lacked the courage," Sandy said.
"I'm glad you found it. I promise that I will be more gentle with you this time," Roberta Jean said.
"No," Sandy said.
"No?" Roberta Jean quickly responded. It suddenly occurred to the woman that this little girl was returning for more abuse.
"I liked the way you treated me – only, uh, only I think it was too mild," Sandy said. "I think I need to be punished more s-s-s-severely."
"I see. And you think that I am capable of that kind of cruelty, is that it?" Roberta Jean queried.
"Yes, Miss Richardson. To tell you the truth, I think you are capable of ANYTHING!" Sandy said.
"I suppose I am. We will not be able to go to my place right now and do it, however," Roberta Jean said.
"Why not?" Sandy asked. It was obvious from the tone in the girl's voice that she was quite disappointed.
"Because such things deserve penetration. In two days I can have everything ready. I want to do this properly."
"I don't think I can wait," Sandy said. The blonde woman got up and slapped Sandy across the face three times, hard enough to make the Italian girl cry.
"You will wait!"
"Yes, Miss Richardson."
"And you will thank me for slapping you."
"Thank you, Miss Richardson."
"Very well. Go now. Come to my apartment the evening after tomorrow."
"Yes, Miss Richardson. Would you slap me again, please?"
Smack!
"Oh thank you, I know you will be able to deliver me from my guilt," Sandy said.
It was the pre-scheduled evening. Miss Richardson was in her bathroom changing into her dominatrix bitch outfit, bought specially for this occasion.
She stripped naked and put much more make-up than usual on her face. She rouged her nipples and her inner cunt lips. She put on a black leather corset.
The corset fit snug around her middle and enhanced her hourglass figure. There were a pair of half-cups on top of the shapely corset.
Those cups fit under the woman's humongous, milky white breasts. Her tits were forced to ride even higher than usual on her chest. Her waist seemed more slender, which made her buttocks look even rounder and shapelier somehow.
Garters were attached to the bottom of the corset and then to the tops of her stockings, which were black fishnet, the sort with black seams running up their backs.
Her feet were pushed into high heels, spikes, as black as the rest of her evilly seductive outfit. In her right hand she held the riding crop she had bought. It was a horse whip, such as those used by jockeys to whip the shit out of their mounts during neck and neck homestretches at the flats.
The woman put some expensive musk oil on her breasts, her neck, her inner thighs and at the top of the crack of her ass. She applied the oil liberally.
This was the sort of musk oil that changed scent depending on the body chemistry of the woman who was wearing it. On Roberta Jean the oil smelled hauntingly beautiful.
Just as she had finished applying the oil she heard her doorbell and she knew her little sex slave had arrived. Roberta Jean knew that this was going to be an evening that neither of them would ever forget.
The little girl wanted to be punished, she was going to be punished. Roberta Jean was going to cause that little girl unthinkable pain. What was it about the Italian chick? Roberta Jean could be so nice at times, but there was something about Sandy, her need for abuse, that brought out the blonde woman's intrinsic sadistic tendencies in full force.
Roberta Jean answered the door and let Sandy in. The little girl had a puffiness about her lips that betrayed her desire. The older woman could see through the little girl's blouse that her nipples were erect with submissive sexual anticipation.
"Hello, Miss Richardson. I have never seen an outfit like that before, but I think I did in a picture once. Boy, you sure do look sexy," Sandy said.
"For the remainder of the evening, little sex slave, you will not refer to me as Miss Richardson. You will refer to me as Mistress Roberta Jean."
"Yes, Mistress Roberta Jean. I have been looking forward to coming here so much. I feel like I am going to jump right out of my clothes."
"Not a bad idea, sex slave. Get naked and come with me into the bedroom. I have everything already prepared," Roberta Jean said with an evil hiss. She sounded like a summertime snake slithering through the dried grass.
Sandy stripped nude. The older woman could see that the insides of Sandy's thighs were moist from the juices spilling from her swollen love tunnel.
"Get on the bed and stretch out on your belly. Like last time. Stretch your arms and legs straight. No, separate your thighs a little bit more," Roberta Jean said.
Sandy did as she was told and she could feel copper wires being used to bind her ankles and her wrists to the four bedposts. Sensation soon left her fingertips and her toes.
Then the dominatrix bitch produced the riding crop and held it so that the little girl could see it. Sandy could feel her pussy boiling. She knew that she was to be whipped and her guilty heart yearned for the agony. She could feel the muscles in her buttocks twitching.
The blonde woman did not speak but merely held the riding crop high over her head and brought it down as hard as she could across both of the dark skinned Italian girl's buttocks at the same time. The little girl's entire body jerked as she felt the pain ripping through her. The older woman smacked the little girl's ass again and again, and each blow seemed to be harder than the one before it. The black haired teenager could feel her entire nervous system going berserk. Her eyes were swelling and turning red as the tears began to stream down her face wildly.
Then the woman whipped the backs of the girls legs and her back, especially in between her sharp shoulder blades. The little girl did not know that such pain was possible.
The dominatrix bitch then untied the copper wires and flipped the little girl onto her back. The wires were rapidly reapplied, before any sensation had a chance to return to the Italian teenager's hands and feet. Oh, the fear, the sweet fear that the small girl was experiencing. The woman put the riding crop back in the closet and pulled out a golden needle and a ring. She also had some rubbing alcohol and a ball of cotton. The cotton was saturated with the alcohol and then put directly on the little girl's left nipple. It stung like hell. Roberta Jean told Sandy that she was going to give her a present. A ring for her nipple. Of course, before she could wear the ring the nipple would have to be pierced. That was where the golden needle came in. The little girl watched in horror as the blonde dominatrix sterilized the needle with a lit match. The bitch then grabbed Sandy's left nipple with her left thumb and forefinger. She held the needle in her other hand. She pulled the nipple upward, until the skin all around that feminine erection was stretched taut and the entire breast looked a good deal pointier than usual. The blonde woman ran the tip of the needle all around the nipple – as if she were searching for a proper place to break the skin. Then suddenly, before the little girl could properly prepare herself for the pain, the woman snapped her wrist and drove the needle right into her nipple. The little girl bit her bottom lip hard in an attempt to stifle her scream of pain. She could tell that there was no way the woman was going to stop pushing with that needle until it came popping out of the other side of her nipple. Roberta Jean could have pierced the nipple quickly if she had wanted to – but she chose to push the golden needle through that hypersensitive flesh slowly, very slowly, so that the Italian teenager's agony would last just as long as possible. Finally, the black haired girl could see the skin on the other side of her nipple pushing outward. She could see the skin pop and the tip of the needle reappeared. There wasn't nearly as much blood as Sandy would have thought there to be. Only a couple of droplets of crimson oozed from the pair of wounds the woman had inflicted. Roberta Jean began to slide the needle back and forth through the hole she had made, so that this new opening would not close up the second the needle was removed. If that had been the case they would have had to start all over again. The blonde woman pulled the needle all the way out and inserted the golden ring.
"My nipple is throbbing so horribly," Sandy said with a tremble.
"You asked for punishment, and that is what you are going to get!"
"I can feel the numbness in my ass cheeks and the backs of my legs fading away."
"Yes, you will feel pain soon throughout your entire body."
"You mean you aren't through with me yet, Mistress Roberta Jean?"
"Hardly. As the poem says, you have miles to go before you sleep."
"You are removing my bondage, will I be rebound once again?"
"Yes, but first we have to go for a little walk down the hall."
"I'm not sure I can walk yet, Mistress Roberta Jean," Sandy said.
"Okay, okay, okay. I'll give your feet a quick massage to get the sensation back."
"Ummmmm, I can feel the blood flowing. The pins and needles are going away."
"Can you walk now, cunt? I'm becoming impatient with you!!!"
"I'm sorry. I'm moving as fast as I can. All of my muscles ache."
"The more you bellyache, the worse I am going to treat you," the bitch said.
"Where are you taking me, Mistress Roberta Jean?" Sandy inquired.
"We are going to the bathroom. Your ass must be purged," the dominatrix said.
"I'm not sure I understand what that means," the little girl sobbed.
"I am going to give you a huge enema and make you shit in front of me."
"Are you going to make it hurt?" Sandy asked, her knees still wobbly.
"That is probably the stupidest question you will ever ask me."
"I'm sorry. I should assume that pain is always essential," Sandy said.
"That's right. I am going to fill you with many quarts of water."
"But I don't think I can hold that much, Mistress Roberta Jean," Sandy said.
"That's the whole point. I am going to make you feel like you are about to explode."
"Oh God, it is like hell here. This is what I deserve. This is just what I deserve."
"You probably deserve worse, but I only had two days to prepare. Get in the tub."
"Do you want me to get down on my hands and knees?" the little girl asked.
"Hell no. I want you to stand. Reach up and grab the shower nozzle."
"Yes, Mistress Roberta Jean. Like this? With my wrists crossed?"
"That's right. Now I will wire your wrists in place once again," the bitch said.
"Ow! I can feel my shoulders pulling from their sockets," Sandy said.
"You sure do know how to complain. I'll give you something to complain about!"
Mistress Roberta Jean went to the dirty clothes hamper and reached all the way to the bottom where she had put her super-large enema bag.
The dominatrix bitch held the rubber bag so that the little girl could see it. Sandy thought that it looked like a hot water bottle.
The only difference was that this rubber bag had a long hose dangling from the base of it. There was a metallic clamp on that rubber hose.
Sandy Schiano correctly assumed that the metallic clamp was there to keep any of the water from flowing out prematurely. There was a nozzle at the base of the hose.
The water was to come out of a plastic syringe that was thickest at the tip and skinniest at the base. Sandy quickly figured out why the syringe was shaped like it was.
The tip was to push into her colon while her asshole squeezed the skinnier base. The nozzle would be locked inside once it was pushed inside.
Sandy could tell that it would take a sharp tug to get that nozzle out of her asshole once it was fully inserted. It would work as a butt plug to help the little girl retain the water.
Mistress Roberta Jean told her sex slave that she would be forced to take every drop of water inside her ass before she could release any of it.
If the little girl failed the process would be repeated until she got it right, only this time she would be whipped as the water flowed into her.
Sandy realized that she was going to have to relax all of the muscles astride her colon while she tensed her tight sphincter muscle as much as she could.
Mistress Roberta Jean took the rubber bag to the sink and filled it to the brim with extremely hot water. Sandy could tell it was very hot.
There was steam rising from the top of the bag. The dominatrix bitch attached the rubber bag to the pole that supported the plastic shower curtain.
The leather-clad bitch with the long blonde hair dug her scarlet fingernails right into the crack of the diminutive teenager's ass.
Mistress Roberta Jean pulled the little girl's buttocks apart as far as they would go and grabbed the base of the enema's syringe in her free hand.
The dominatrix bitch ran the blunt tip of the enema nozzle up and down the crack of the teenager's ass and Sandy shivered every time the plastic touched her bung.
Mistress Roberta Jean then paused when the tip of the plastic nozzle was poised directly on Sandy's pink asterisk of an asshole. She snapped her wrist.
The dominatrix bitch drove the thick tip of the syringe right past the little girl's tight tubular sphincter muscle into her waiting colon.
Sandy could feel her anus gripping the base of the syringe just like it was supposed to. The woman wasted no time removing the clamp from the hose.
The water began to flow right into the little girl's bowels and instantly her facial features began to contort. The water was hotter than she expected.
Sandy could not help but think that her body temperature had gone up about ten degrees once the water began to flow. She felt feverish.
The Italian teenager could feel beads of hot sweat forming in a perfectly straight row against her usually smooth but now deeply furrowed brow.
Mistress Roberta Jean could tell that the little girl's first instinct was to shit that water right back out. It was an urge that the little girl would have to battle throughout these water sports.
The little girl could feel herself filling up. She could feel her bowels stretching to hold all of that water. She looked down through tear-filled eyes.
She could see her abdomen bloating outward. She could feel the horrible cramps ripping through her. She didn't feel as if she could hold anymore. She really did feel as if she were about to explode.
Then the woman saw that the bag was empty. The little girl had taken all of the water – just like a cooperative sexual subservient would.
Sandy's eyes were closed tightly. Her eyelids were wrinkled. Her eyelashes pressed her cheekbones. Her face was flushed. She was drenched with sweat.
She was panting wildly. Her heart was pounding. Her back teeth were clenched together so tightly that the muscles at the sides of her face were protruding.
Her jaw ached.
Her whole body ached.
"Please," she whimpered.
"Just a moment longer," the bitch said.
Then the older blonde woman reached across the tub and grabbed the base of the hose, as close to the nozzle as she could possibly grip.
The dominatrix bitch once again snapped her wrist. She pulled the syringe out with a funny popping noise. The anus was stretched outward for a moment.
"It is okay for you to release the water now, you submissive cunt." Mistress Roberta Jean said – and Sandy figured these had to be the sweetest words she had ever heard.
The little girl relaxed her asshole for the first time in what seemed like ages. She clamped down hard on all of the muscles around her colon.
The Italian teenager could feel her asshole blustering painfully. It was also blustering loudly. She made the loudest farting noise she had ever heard.
The stained water gushed out of the girl's exhausted asshole, splattering up over the tiled wall at her rear. The room began to reek.
The entire bathroom was instantly filled with the stench of Sandy's inner bowels. The tub filled with water. The woman undid the wires above Sandy's head.
"You are disgusting," Roberta Jean said.
The little girl fell into the tub and rolled around in the smelly water. To Roberta Jean's surprise the little girl's hand went for her crotch.
Obviously the little girl's shoulders had not been ripped from their sockets as she had previously feared – but they would be sore for a couple of days.
The truth of the matter was that Sandy immediately went for her clit with her right forefinger. The clit felt ready to pop out of her pink slit.
She pressed her finger hard against her little man in the boat. She worked her finger back and forth across the fiery bulb as hard and fast as she could.
"Boy, do you stink," Roberta Jean said.
The little girl could feel herself coming – even as the enema water continued to ooze from her asshole. At that point the dominatrix bitch realized that she had to take a wicked piss.
After the little girl had finished masturbating and had finished cleaning up the mess she had made of herself and the tub, the woman ordered her to kneel before her.
The dominatrix bitch wanted to find out if the black haired girl was good enough to be her toilet. She forced the girl's mouth open between her legs.
The little girl was forced to kneel with her head far back and her mouth gaping open. Mistress Roberta Jean had no trouble opening up the floodgates.
The beautiful blonde purposefully missed the little girl's mouth at first and sprinkled her whole face with her golden showers. The piss was hot.
Sandy knew she should keep her eyes closed tightly. The piss would burn her eyes. This was hard as the little girl wanted to know what the pee looked like when it came out.
Then the dominatrix bitch re-directed her aim and made the pee go directly into the little girl's mouth. Sandy drank down every drop.
"Now that you have proven that you are good enough to be my toilet, let's see if you are good enough to be my toilet paper," the bitch exclaimed.
Sandy, even in her state of exhaustion, was smart enough to understand what this meant without any further explanation. She was to lick the last few droplets of piss away from the beautiful woman's urethra.
Sandy did this with several swipes of her pointy and slightly curled tongue tip. The woman moaned and Sandy could tell she was not supposed to stop licking.
All of the piss was long gone, all inside the little girl's belly or on her face, and still she licked. She explored the nooks and crannies of that hungry cunt.
She licked the clit until Roberta Jean began to orgasm.
She kept licking until the bitch's climax was complete.
Then the leather-clad dominatrix led the girl back to the bedroom. It was time to play with the dildos!!!

***

It was the day before the final day of school. The weather had been nice for some time and the moist earth had been dried by the growing intensity of the sun's rays.
Roberta Jean Richardson was working late. She had some seniors who were still confused about what they were going to do after they got out of school.
She had some late appointments, everything on the up and up, and by the time she was through she was one of the few people left in the school.
But it was finally time to go and she headed down the darkened hallway toward the exit. She was only twenty feet from being outdoors when it happened.
A muscular arm reached out and grabbed, dragging her into the storage room. The blonde woman looked into the face of the masked rapist!
Roberta Jean Richardson had never been so frightened in her entire life. She could feel all of the blood draining out of her pretty face.
The beautiful lesbian was disgusted by men and their sexual desires in general, and she knew she was being confronted by the most disgusting man of all.
This was the man who had raped her lover, had gone to jail for it, and had escaped. Now Roberta Jean knew that she was about to get fucked – and there wasn't anything she could do about it.
The beautiful woman could feel the masked man's fingers digging into her arm. Roberta Jean was a large woman, but she was nowhere near as strong as the rapist.
Roberta Jean was dragged into the storage closet and then was forced to get down on her knees while the man whipped out his cock and balls.
Roberta Jean saw the knife the man held in his right hand. She thought about biting the man's cock right off – but she decided against it.
The woman could tell that the man would be able to drive that blade between her shoulder blades very quickly if he wanted to. She was scared.
Roberta Jean correctly assumed that the man would easily have been able to kill her before she got a chance to bite his cock off like she wanted to.
The school counselor knew that she had no choice but to pleasure him – even though the whole idea made her feel like throwing up on his feet.
She did exactly as he said. She kissed and licked at the insides of his thighs. She placed the tip of her tongue on the underside of his scrotal sack.
She flicked back and forth with the tip of her hot taster lightly and quickly. She licked at his balls with the flat part of her tongue.
She moistened his balls with her saliva. She sucked his nuts. She sucked both testicles. He told her to keep her tongue busy at all times.
Then he made her pin his cock to his belly with the tips of her right fingers. She arched her fingers at the knuckles as she did this.
Roberta Jean did not want her long red fingernails to get in the way. She placed the tip of her tongue on the underside of his cock.
The beautiful woman began licking his prick at the base and worked her way upward. The truth of the matter was that Roberta Jean had never seen an erection be fore. When it came to going down on a man she was every bit as inexperienced as the little girls she counseled on a day-to-day basis. She had no idea what she was doing.
Nor did she care. She was concerned only with efficiency. She wanted to make the man come as quickly as possible. She flicked her tongue across his glans.
She ran the pointy tip of her taster from the ring of scar tissue just below his glans all the way up to the masked rapist's opening and closing piss hole.
She flicked the tip of her tongue back and forth across his piss hole. She was then ordered to take the man's cock in her hand so that she could suck him.
Roberta Jean opened her mouth as far as she could and the masked rapist quickly pushed his head inside that hole. She kept her teeth off of his cock head.
Roberta Jean wrapped her lips desperately around the ring of scar tissue below his cock head. She began to suck as hard as she possibly could. The man began to work his hips back and forth as if he wanted to fuck her throat, and the woman found she had to be agile with her head and shoulders.
Roberta Jean rocked back and forth with her entire upper torso to keep the man from gagging her with his harshly pulsating tube steak.
Roberta Jean could feel his cock head getting a little bit bigger inside her mouth. She was glad that she had lived her life as a lesbian.
Roberta Jean couldn't understand why there were so many woman in the world who actually enjoyed having sex with a man. She thought it was disgusting.
Roberta Jean was discovering that the reality of hetero sex was even more repulsive than her imagination had led her to believe. He began to shoot his come into her mouth.
She thought she would vomit when she felt the come rolling down her throat. She knew that she had to swallow it or risk drowning on it. Roberta Jean was lathered in sweat. She could feel the goo – which reminded her of snot – running all, the way down her throat to her belly.
Roberta Jean felt him relax and she thought he was done with her – but this did not turn out to be the case. She watched as the man held the knife to her face.
His cock was out of her mouth and deflating. He was explaining in a low scary voice just how easily he could ruin her beauty if he wanted to. He told her that they were going to stay quiet and wait until he got another erection. And wait they did. There was no exit – no chance for escape.
As it turned out, it only took the man about twenty minutes to achieve his second erection – but this seemed like much longer to Roberta Jean.
When his cock was once again erect he forced the school counselor to get out of every stitch of her clothing. He made her sprawl on her back.
He forced her to spread her long shapely legs as far apart as they could possibly go – and he wasted no time mounting her. She could feel the head of his cock on the mouth of her cunt.
He found the opening – the hole that had never before been penetrated by a real cock. He pushed and entered her. She could feel her cunt being filled with his meat.
She was dry as a bone down there and it hurt like hell as he forced all of his pulsating tube steak inside her struggling twat. But he did get all the way in nonetheless.
Because he already had one come under his belt he fucked her for a long time before coming inside her. He left her there in the storage room and she waited until she was pretty sure he was out of the building. She put on her clothes, returned to her private office in tears and called the cops.



EPILOGUE


A year after all of this took place Miss Roberta Jean Richardson was fired from her job and informed that she would never work with high school students in that state again.
It was inevitable. One of the little girls the older woman seduced squealed on her and the blonde woman's career was ruined. But her life was not over.
Roberta Jean Richardson went to San Francisco where she got a job as a dominatrix bitch in a sex club in one of the sleaziest sections of town.
In her leather garb each night the woman would whip and humiliate male and female sex slaves, for the entertainment of a paying audience.
But Miss Richardson only let her female slaves lick her sweet pussy.
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