Chapter 3

Mike made no move to expose himself.

"Come on. You told me to show you first, I have now it's your turn."


"I don't want to be the only one naked." Mike stammered.


“You won't be. I'm naked."


"I mean guy. I don't want to be the only guy naked."


Cindy looked around at us and said, "Well I guess I will get dressed and go home."


Mike looked at me with a pleading look, "OK." I said, "I'll take my clothes off too." 


We looked at Billy, "No way, I'm not getting naked with my sister. You guys are nuts." but he never moved from the spot he had been standing in.

Mike and I began unbuttoning our shirts. Mike was much more muscular than me, his chest and arms were well defined. I, however, looked more like Cindy than Mike. We tossed our shirts on top of the cooler that we keep our food in and kicked off our shoes. Mike got to his belt first but waited for me to catch up before unzipping his pants.
Soon we were both standing in our BVD's and socks. Both of us had boners and our shorts looked like the nose cone of a Saturn 3 rocket. We pulled off our socks and hooked our thumbs in our underwear. Mike faked a move to remove his and watched as I slid mine down and dropped them at my ankles. My dick was waving in the air. As soon as I became aware of the ruse I quickly snatched them back up covering my nakedness. Cindy and Mike laughed at my embarrassment, and then finally Billy and I also burst out in a fit of laughing.

Mike pulled down his shorts and let them fall. He did have hair. Not like he was covered in it, but a curly patch right above his dick. I lowered my skivvies again and we both tossed them with our other clothes. Our dicks wagged back and forth until they were pointing directly at her, like two divining rods that had found water.

When I had first become aware that my dick could get hard and why, I had measured it. I think most boys do at some time or another. Any way mine measured five and one half inches long and about an inch and a half across. Mikes looked to me to be a little larger. Maybe it was due to the fact that he was a couple of years older.

The three of us stood there irritated, looking at each other until Billy said," Now what."

That brought Mike out of his trance and said "Give me the Penthouse." 

The center fold model was a brunet, with, what seemed like to me HUGE tits and a lot of black hair on her pussy. She was sitting on a kind of wire frame chair facing the back of it with her legs spread wide and her arms crossed over the back. Like a cowboy would sit backwards on a chair except there was nothing but a few loops of wire between her and our eyes.

Mike studied the picture then he looked at Cindy. Then he looked at the picture again. Cindy was standing with her arms at her side watching Mike. Mike then told her to sit back down on the box where she had been before. Cindy sat like a perfect lady, knees together back strait. Mike placed the magazine on the floor at her feet and sat next to it directly in front of the nubile eleven year old. I scooted next to Mike and watched what he was doing. He told Cindy to spread her legs. She moved them slightly apart. I could see her smooth slit but it wasn't like the picture. It was just a line on white flesh.

"No, ... more like the picture." Mike urged.

Cindy looked down at the centerfold, blushed and slowly began to move her legs apart. Mike reached up grabbed her knees and shoved them wide. Even with her legs spread as wide as the models they still did not look the same. The model had more folds and creases, Cindy just had two lips and what seemed to be a small opening. I mean she was small, so it stands to reason that all parts of her would be small too. She was just over four foot tall and I don't think she weighed more than fifty five or sixty pounds. 

Mike was inspecting the picture again, "Where's your clitoris?" he asked.

"What?" Cindy questioned

"This." Mike said, pointing to the tiny bud at the top of the models pussy.

Cindy bent over looking at the picture and then reached down with the fore finger of each hand and spread her pussy lips wide and sure enough there it was a pink little probe right above the small opening. Mike reached up and ran his finger over it. Cindy jumped and let her pussy close.

"Spread it open again and hold it that way, don't let go until I tell you. Scoot to the edge of the box."

The tiny girl gently slid forward until only the rear of her ass was still on the box. Gently she reached back down and spread herself again. Mike touched her button again and again she jumped, only this time she continued to hold herself open. Mike let his finger trail down to the opening and cautiously probed it. He pushed his finger inside of her to the second knuckle. She had become a little moist in there and his finger came out damp. He sniffed his finger and then held it over for me to smell. I though it smelled pretty good for having been between some one's legs. He grasped her little bud between his thumb and for finger and rolled it around like a small ball of clay. Cindy was kind of jerking and jumping while he was doing this. Smiling, Mike increased the pressure and tempo of his ministrations. Cindy had closed her eyes and was grunting with each new movement. He then twisted it like he was turning on a radio or something. She yelped and almost fell off the box but she continued to hold herself wide for him. 

Suddenly Mike stopped what he had been doing and asked her what it felt like.

"Like electricity, only it didn't hurt or anything. Kind of like when your foot goes asleep and it is waking up, only nicer. It felt strange to have your finger inside me though. I mean it didn't hurt or anything it just felt different having a finger in there that wasn't mine."

"You put your finger inside there?" Mike asked.

"When I take a bath I do, in my hinny too. Don't you?"

Mike and I both nodded. Billy was still rooted to his spot although he had shifted his body to better see what Mike had been doing between his sister’s young legs. His hands were covering the hard on beneath his pants.

Mike pressed his finger back inside her a little deeper this time and wiggled it like he was feeling around for something. A couple of times she winced as he attempted to probe deeper.

"You’re a virgin aren't you?" Mike queried.

Cindy nodded faintly, and smiled. Mike told me to stick my finger in and feel her cherry. I had no idea why a cherry would be up inside of Cindy, but nothing could have stopped me from finding out. I pushed my finger inside of her and was surprised at how warm she was. I told Mike that I could not feel her cherry, because something else was in the way. I said that there seemed to be a small hole in whatever it was.

Mike laughed, "You dork that is her cherry. A cherry is a piece of skin that is inside a girl that is a virgin. ..... Someone who has never had sex." 

"I have never had sex." I said to him. 

"Me neither. That makes us both virgins too, but only girls have a piece of skin that proves it.
During this entire conversation my finger is buried inside the petit little girl. Mike told me to take it out and I reluctantly withdrew it. My finger was shiny with her juices. As a matter of fact she was very wet at her hole and moisture was leaking out and down her crack.

"Holy shit." Billy exclaimed, "Look at this."

He had the "UnReal People" magazine in his hand and was staring at it with his mouth agape. Mike pulled it from his hands and spread it out on the floor. There was a woman with a man's penis in her mouth and another picture that was a close up of a man fucking a woman. All four of us were amazed at the pictures that were in there. There were black men on white women, penises and pussies were spread all over the pages. 

"Have you ever done that?” Mike asked her, pointing to the woman with the penis in her mouth. Cindy turned bright red and shook her head no. Mike told her to stand up and as she did he took her shoulders and moved her around so that she was standing where he had been and he sat down on the box. "Kneel" was all he said.

Billy screamed, "NO! I'll tell mom"

Mike looked Billy squarely in the eye's and responded in a low menacing voice." If you say one word the three of us will tell your mom that it was your idea and you made Cindy do all kinds of stuff." 

Then he looked at me for a long minuet until I understood he wanted my cooperation in the conspiracy. I nodded yes. He then sought Cindy's eyes. She hesitated for a second and nodded very meekly not daring to look at Billy.

Billy groaned with frustration and fear. He probably wanted this as much as anyone but the thought of getting caught was overwhelming him and tears started streaming down his plump cheeks.


Mike said, "Either you’re in or out, make up your mind. Leave and don't come back to the fort or take your clothes off." 

Billy sobered up at this ultimatum and stood there as if in disbelief with his mouth hanging open. 

Mike waited a few seconds and shouted "NOW!" the small boy jumped at the suddenness of the demand. Then slowly he drew his shirt over his head. 

Soon the pudgy youngster's clothes were in a pile next to his sisters. Still he had not moved from the spot he had been standing.

Mike turned his attention back to the nubile girl and gently repeated "Kneel".

Cindy bent down placed her hands on her knees and kneeled on the carpet at Mike's feet. I was sitting next to her watching intently. She was staring at the older boy's prick sticking up between his legs. Mike spread his legs. I noticed his balls tightly scrunched up under his peter. 

"Do it like the picture" he whispered. 

Cindy glanced up into the boy's eyes for a brief second before leaning forward, slowly opening her mouth and clamped her lips over the head of his penis. She just held it there. Like the picture, a frozen moment in time. 

"Deeper" he spoke. 

She moved her head down until she had half of it inside her warm mouth. Mike put his hands on the back of her head and gently pushed her further down on his prick. She offered no resistance and he did not stop until her nose was buried in his sparse hair patch. At one point she made a little gagging sound but did not try to pull back. He held her there for a few seconds then allowed her to move back up and off the end of his manhood. It glistened with her saliva and you could see a drop of clear fluid forming at the tip. 

"They call that a blow job only you’re supposed to suck instead of blow" Mike informed us, as if he were some type of instructor. "This time suck, and put more pressure on it with your tongue." he told the child kneeling in front of him.

Again she leaned forward and took his prick in her mouth. She moved her head all the way down to the base and when she hit bottom a little bit of air was sucked in around her lips and Mike groaned. She stayed there and her jaw muscles moved like she was sucking on a straw. Mike entwined his fingers in her soft hair and began moving her head up and down his shaft. Each time her lips hit bottom a slurping sound escaped her lips as proof she were sucking for all she was worth.

Faster and harder the older boy smashed his dick into her face, jacking off his prick with her mouth. Soon his legs were trembling and a low grown started in his throat getting louder and louder until he pulled her face down to the root and blasted his sperm into her mouth. Jolt after jolt shot from his body as he tried to buck more of his prick into her face. Some of his sperm shot out around of her lips yet most must have been pumped directly into her belly.

After what seemed an eternity he went limp and let his hands fall from her hair. Slowly she pulled her head from his body and kept her lips tight around the shaft as she went. When her lips passed over the head, he flinched and a strand of cum continued to tie them together until it finally broke when she rocked back. I looked at her in awe. She looked as if she were holding something her mouth. 

"Do you still have some in your mouth?" Mike asked her. 

She nodded her head and murmured, "mmmhuh", with her lips tightly closed.

"Show me." Mike commanded.

Slowly she tilted her head back and opened her mouth. Mike leaned forward, I scrambled to my feet and Billy finally moved from where he had been to see things better. 

There in her mouth was a pool of whitish liquid. She was careful not to let any of it run out.

"Swallow it." Mike instructed,

Quietly she closed her lips and swallowed, letting the puddle slide down her throat like a raw oyster. 

"How did it taste?" I asked her.

"OK" she calmly said. "I have never tasted anything like it, I kind of liked it."

