Chapter 2

We were continually improving and refining our fortress. Every moment we could steal away from home and school we were at the fort. Then finally summer came and we could spend just about all our time at our hideaway. We even began camping out and only going home for food and supplies.

One day when Mike and I were putting some finishing touches on our lookout post in the top of the tree, we saw Billy running toward us. Wiser, his German Shepherd, nearly tripped him up twice as he ran.  He had a bag of some kind in his hand. We climbed down and met him at the base of the tree. He ran up huffing and puffing with a big grin on his face. My dog Bud, a Rottweiler, cut Wiser off and the two shot off into the bushes, chasing an imaginary rabbit.

"Man, have I got some secret stuff in here." he said presenting Mike with the plastic shopping bag. 

Mike peered inside and gasped, "No shit, wow." and quickly closed the bag.

"What?" I said, "Let me see."

Mike handed me the bag.  I looked inside at three glossy covered magazines. One was a Penthouse, one was a Gallery, and the other was a magazine called UnReal People. Under the title was printed "America's Raunchiest Swingers' Magazine", whatever that was.

"Where did you get these?" I asked in shock,

"I found them in an old foot locker in our garage. It was full of all kinds of these. I just grabbed three and ran over here."

Mike grabbed the bag from me and fished out a magazine. It was the Penthouse.

"Wow, look at this," he exclaimed as he let the center fold fall open.

"Oh, so that is what a woman's private's look like. What is that thing? I asked pointing to a little bud of flesh at the top of the woman's opening?"

They Billy shrugged and stared at the picture. Mike sad it was a clitoris. I had no idea what that was and I wasn’t sure that Mike wasn’t just making it up just to look superior. I was feeling a surge of something down in my groin and I looked down at Mike's crotch, his pants were poking out in front.
At that moment we heard a noise and Mike shoved the magazine in the bag tearing the folded out page. Startled we looked up and saw Billy's ten year old little sister, Cindy, standing not thirty feet away.
"What are you doing here?" Billy shot at her.

"I wanted to see your fort," she whined.

"Well go home,” her brother demanded.

"No, I don't want to." she shot back, defying her sibling.


"I'll hit you," he threatened, lunging toward her.


Screeching and retreating a few steps, she shouted, "I'll tell mom you took daddy's books."


Billy stopped and looked at the bag in Mike's hand. He knew he was screwed. He would not be let out of the house for the rest of the summer if his crime were revealed. Stunned he looked at us for support. 


"What are we going to do?" he whispered to us.


I shrugged my shoulders and looked at Mike.


"If we let you stay for a while and look around, will you do whatever we say when we say it?" Mike guardedly asked.


"Are you nuts?" Billy exclaimed, "We can’t let her stay."


"Have you got a better idea? At least this way we have some control over the situation." Then turning back to Cindy, Mike asked, "Well do you agree? And when we tell you to go home you will go and never tell anyone about the books?...... Well?" he demanded.


Pouting she nodded and finally said, "I'll do whatever you tell me to do." She indicated to Mike. "And no one else."


"Deal." Mike responded.


"I don't like this." Billy whispered into Mike's ear.


"Tough" was the oldest boy's only response.


Mike took Cindy's hand and led her over to the ladder leading up to the fort. "Never tell anyone what you see here, OK?"


Cindy nodded her consent and smiled at Mike in a goofy sort of way. She had on a red and white gingham dress with white ruffles. In her jet black hair was a matching ribbon. When the sunshine hit her hair reflected a blue black sheen,
like a crow's wing. She really was a cute girl as girls go. She seemed to be the most popular in her class at school, but since I didn't pay much attention to that kind of stuff, what I did know? On her feet she had her spotless white Keds and white socks with frill at the tops.
Mike started her up the ladder, as she climbed we were able to look up her dress and see her white cotton panties covering her privates. Mike quickly followed practically sticking his head under her dress. Her foot almost hit him in the face twice during their ascent. Billy groaned and I followed Mike and my eyes were glued to Cindy's butt all the way.

"Ooooh this is cool," she cooed to Mike as she surveyed the structure. 

Mike looked as though he were going to burst out of his shirt with pride. He laid the bag with the magazines on one of the boxes that we use as chairs and stepped with Cindy out onto the porch. 

"What is that?" she asked, pointing to our escape cable.

I jumped up and grabbed the pipe and shot off of the porch like Batman, I wasn't going to let Mike get all of the credit, yet somehow I wasn't sure why I was so concerned. I flung the pipe back up the cable and Mike calmly reached out and snagged it.

"Wow,” she shouted, "can I try that?" 

"No,” shouted Billy angrily, "you will get all dirty when you get to the bottom."

It was true. The dirt at the bottom was as dark as any I have ever seen. I was still brushing it off as I approached the ladder.

"Darn."  She pouted, "It looks like such fun."

"It is." I said as I walked back on the porch. "And it was MY idea." Not knowing why I said it.

She stood there with her finger tapping her teeth as if she were contemplating all of life's mysteries when she suggested. "I could take off my dress, socks and shoes. I've been in my underwear in front of Billy lots of times and you and I have swum in the Bakers pool in our undies several times." she said to me. 

"Absolutely not." screeched Billy

Mike and I looked at each other and together said "Why not?"

"Because she's my sister!" Billy blurted in amazement. "I could get into trouble."

"You’re already in trouble." Mike responded as Cindy was already removing her shoes and socks. She placed them inside and peeled the dress over her head and hung it over a nail. Then she stepped outside again in nothing but those pure white panties. Her breasts looked allot like mine but hers were just barely starting to puff out. She reached up on her tiptoes and grasped the pipe.

"Hold on to it with both hands or it will roll out of your grasp." Mike instructed, standing behind her with his right arm around her waist and his left hand pulling the pipe down so that she could reach it. His front was plastered to her bare back and panties. "Ready?" he asked.

She nodded and lifted her feet off of the porch. Mike released her and she glided smoothly down to the bottom of the cable where she dug her bare feet into the soft sandy soil. Mikes pants were poking out as before. 

Laughing wildly she started back to the ladder.

"Throw the pipe back up." her brother growled.

She ran back to the pipe and attempted to throw it back. It only reached half way before slowly sliding back. She made several more attempts with no more success.

"She throws like a girl." Billy quipped.

"She is a girl." Mike responded.

By this time I had climbed down the ladder and was headed to her rescue. Bud and Wiser showed up and danced around at all the commotion, making a racket of their own. I noticed that her panties had ridden up into her cunny crack a little and her feet were now black with dirt. I took the pipe and shot it up to Mike. Cindy gleefully ran back to the ladder and scampered up the tree. She then got in position to slide and shot off of the porch, this time with more confidence. As she slid down the cable she spread her legs wide in jubilance just before bringing them together and sliding to a stop, almost crashing into Wiser. Her panties had crept even further up and one lip was visible, as she turned and started back. Her panties were wedged high in her ass crack. She made no attempt to pull them free. I launched the pipe back up and the cycle repeated itself several more times. Finally Mike called a halt to the adventure. Where upon Cindy complained briefly but when he reminded her of her promise she stopped. 

Her feet and legs up to her knees were covered in dirt. As I stuck my head through the trap door, Cindy was sitting on one of our "chairs" facing me. Her legs were spread wide and she was wiping the dirt off the inside of her legs with a wet cloth that Mike had doused from the canteen. I just stared at her as she continued cleaning herself, moving her legs this way and that searching for that last smudge of soil. Billy stormed across the room and knocked the bag with the magazines off of the box where they had been resting. The Penthouse slid out and the center fold pussy was staring right up at us all. Billy lunged to recover the magazine, but not before Cindy had taken a good long look at it.

Billy stuffed it back into the bag when Cindy calmly said, "Mine doesn't look like hers." 

"You’re what?" Billy spat.

"My, ...... you know ..... down there."

Billy turned quickly away, his face was beet red.

Mike picked up the question knowing full well the answer. "You’re what, down there?"

"You know,..... my ......pussy." she replied seeming embarrassed.

"Why doesn't yours look the same?" I asked.

"Because....... it doesn't have any hair."

"I don't have any hair either." I said.

"Me neither," Billy said forgetting who he was talking to.

The three of us then looked at Mike. "I've got some." he boastfully said.

"Let me see," Cindy said.

Mike seemed embarrassed at this request and said, "Let me see yours first."

"No." shouted Billy. “This is not good. I can't believe we are doing this with my sister."

"You can go down stairs if you don't want to watch." Mike mocked him.

Billy made no move to leave. Cindy took her right hand and hooked a finger into the leg hole of her panties and slowly pulled them aside revealing her cue ball smooth pussy. The little slit was all that there was to it. 

"Yeah, it looks allot different." I said hoarsely from the trap door opening.

“Take your panties all the way off." Mike ordered.

"What?" she and her brother said in unison.

"You heard me, take your panties all the way off. You said you would do whatever I told you to do, so do it or go home and don't ever come back." He said with his hands on his hips.

Billy's mouth was just hanging open mumbling something when Cindy stood up. I thought she was going to get her dress and shoes, but instead she hooked her thumbs in the waist of the cotton panties and slid them down her legs. Stepping out of them she placed them on top of her shoes and socks. She then stood strait up facing Mike. She now had nothing on but her tan lines.

Smiling she said, "Now let me see yours."

Mike was caught off guard by her comment.

