BARBARA LITTLE BOYS’ LOVING STORY

CHAPTER ONE

Hello, my name is Barbara and I'm a 21 y.o. American soldier, I'm tall, I'm blond, I've bluish-green eyes, two dimples and a massive pair of tits, I'm very muscular and I do not have a boyfriend right now, since I do not like to commit myself to one single person, while I can make Love to many. I'm bisexual but tend more towards guys and my numero uno grand desire, my most beloved passion, is very very young boys, preferrably at the pre-pubescent age, of 9-12.
I'm getting a real high from exposing myself. It combines, for me, the pleasure of being admired, alongside with the humiliation of being deprived of my basic right for privacy, which I hold as a very important ingredient of my human-rights, as a person in a western country, which should never be exposed, like that, at her most private places, and at her most private moments… and so, I do always take my showers with the bathroom-windows open – but just a little bit. Sit naked in my bed, with my bedroom-door open – but only ajar. To avoid being regarded as "permissive", I never allowed anything, young man! – but still, to fascilitate a possibility, under which such peeking is not only "possible" – but, given the nature of our neighbors' nosy, sex-crazed young adolescents, actually very very likely.
I do that any time I go home.

The first time I'd done such a thing – allowing myself to neglect fully closing the bathroom windows, that is – I'd been 18. I was just taking a shower, when suddenly the window – which was not closed as tightly as I'd thought – had fully opened and I had found myself, all at once, bare-ass naked and at the beginning of soaping my 44 DDD pair of breasts, staring right into the bulging eyes, of our neighbors' 13 y.o. son, Alexander. The nerdy four-eyed kiddo just barely avoided falling out of his 3rd storey window and his mouth, was so open that saliva was beginning to appear – it was not a nice sight, let me tell you that! So, I'd smiled at him reassuringly, stepped out – ooh, I thought then, reddening, why are my legs so weak, why are my feet so slow?! – and simply closed the window shut.

Next morning – which was Sunday – I'd just happened to bump into him in the street (well he could have been ambushing me, I do not rule out this possibility!) and, very naturally, sent my hand and gently carressed his auburn, slighly curly hair.

The little sweetheart had almost fainted.

"Do not fear Love", I told him, bent down and, very very gently, kissed his nose. "It's okay, I'm not 'mad' at you or anything! Come, would you like to go up my place? I've got something I think you might enjoy!" And – I was not referring to our cool, sweet vanilla-and-strawberry home-made ice-cream.
Back up in my room, the two of us enjoy lots of ice-cream on that ooh-so-hot and humid Roswell summer day (Yeah, I'm from Roswell but no, I do not personally know any alien life-form, unless you count my little, nosy and highly-irritating 13 y.o. baby-brother as one), I'd went up to my secret drawer, opened it just a little and produced a porn magazin from the early 1980's, where young ladies were vividly seen, sucking young boys penises and then letting them screwing them senseless – the boys being no older than 12, at most, the ladies probably older than the kids' mothers. "Like it?" I asked naughtily, open it on the intercourse centerfold photo – depicting a 10 y.o. fat little redhead wildly screwing a big fat blond, who was at least 35, if not 40 – and laying it right infront of him.
His reaction was just what I'd expected – meaning: a repeatition of last evening starry-eyed show.

I knelt infront of him, very gently pulled his briefs and undies off his little body and planted a warm wet kiss upon his already-erected, 5 inch long member. It had already had some drops of pre-cum oozing from it, which had made my job a whole lot easier – boy I craved a cock! So, I knelt just a tiny bit further and took it all inside my mouth…

Oh Lord, was he good! I sucked and sucked him on, while carressing his buttocks less and less gently and more and more aggressively and passionately, until he came right inside my mouth. I'd then drank it – it wasn't much, of course, I was used to sucking my 34 y.o. math teacher, mind you, who had a galon or so each time and had reach the end of my throat (it was he who taught me deep-throating), so this kid really wasn't a challenge – rose up and french-kissed him, my mouth still containing more than just a drop of his sperm…
I Love doing this to people, guys, I'm giving a blow-job to: if they're into it, I'm on. If they're pushing me away, it's nice having you round dear, your dick was sweet but please, do not come back again!
It's the best Love-test I know, in fact: in "It's in his kiss", the girl meant that – I'm just positive about it!
So, just in case you wondered – Alex was definitely on!
We kissed and kissed, and then, we went on flipping that magazin – and once he became hot enough, I'd just lie down and let him have my body: to strip, and then to fuck me. And boy, was he good!
He was eager and wild, even brutal, pushing it into me with no thought, just mere coupulating instinct, forcing his babies-making tool as deep into my belly, as he had possibly been able to, being so young still… all the while, grasping my big tits with both his hands (was actually quite a bit painful, his fingers sticking into my titties-flesh, but I enjoy slight pain from time to time, so it was actually cool) and staring, envigourated, at the magazine-page, showing a motherly fat African-American woman, of about 40, allowing three 11 y.o. boys to fuck her, one at each hole: the black (her son? Wouldn't have ruled out this wildly envigourating possibility) in her mouth, the blond in her cunt and the red-head in her anus. On a smaller pic to the upper left, all three boys were coming on her face.
It was my first-ever self-exposing-then-young-boy-fucking experience, although most definitely NOT my last…(
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CHAPTER TWO

After Alex went Home, I’d streched on my bed, envigourated and begun flipping the magazine-pages once again, indulging most especially over the pictures of a black-haired and fair-skinned Italian boy, no older than 10 at most, screwing his own Mother (the only truly verified Incestous Action I could find there) while his beautiful and skinny 12-y.o. Sister was watching and masturbating to this incredible sight, of her own younger Brother wildly fucking his (and her) own Mother.

Suddenly, my kid-Bro – who wasn’t even 11 at the time – came stepping into my room, just as if it was his own, sat right next to me (I’m used to having him see my naked body – we are Brother and Sister after all, so what’s sicker, than hiding your body from your very own Siblings???) and took the magazine away, starting to flip through the pages, just as if he owned it!!
Of course, this was the stage I was going to slap him; next, there should have come the stage, at which he would have slapped my titties, I would have straddled him, he would have made a whole show of a “painful” surrender and that was it…

Only this time, he’d sent his hand – and forcefully grabbed my cunt, pressing tight against my (already swolen) clitoris.

Involuntarily, I sighed. And moaned.

He dared pushing me down and pushed his face right next to my own.
And then, Oh Dear Readers, then I had totally lost control.

I did not care it was my baby-Brother. He was a Boy. And I was in Heat!!

I do not particularily remember all the steps, I assume we french-kissed, with him right atop of me, we both feeling each other and holding very tight - - -

And then, ho, then it happened:

My own little baby-Brother, had penetrated my Vagina, for the First Time Ever.

I screamed.
At some remote corner of my mind, I knew we were doing INCEST – but God, it felt so bloody RIGHT!!!
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