The Judges Molests His New Orphans
Chapter Two-Grace Poses for Pictures
By Powerone

Copyright 2005

M/b(12), M/g(10/g(13), PEDO, cbt, humil, mast, bdsm

The Judge entered Grace’s room, seeing her lying on the bed in her nightgown, curled up into a ball, still sound asleep.  He quietly moved over to her bed, sitting carefully on the edge of the bed, not wanting to wake her.  It was morning, the photographers coming in two hours, more then enough time to get Grace ready.  Not only did the Judge want to get her dressed, but he also wanted to start getting her aroused.  It is difficult to get ten year old girls to cum, but he felt in Grace he had an extraordinary sexual creature just waiting to get out.  She was so eager to please the Judge, willing to do anything and everything, the Judge more then willing to show her all the perversities in life, especially those with someone as young as Grace.

The Judge pulled back the blankets slowly, not wanting to wake her yet, the look of innocence on her face priceless, his cock already hard with just a glimpse of her.  He rubbed the front of his trousers, feeling his cock jerk, remembering Grace’s eager hands that had made him cum.  He pulled the blanket down to the end of the bed, Grace covered in a thin, short cotton nightgown that barely covered her naked legs.  He let his hand slide down to her knee, pushing her over onto her back.  She barely stirred, her eyes still clenched tightly closed, her legs slightly parted.  “Yes, such a lovely child,” he quietly spoke to himself as his hand pushed out on her knee, slowly spreading her legs as she softly snored.  Wider and wider her legs moved, Grace barely stirring as her body was spread open.  The nightgown began to ride up, aided by the Judge’s hand, his large hand sliding along her tender inner thighs, feeling her silky skin.  He pushed on her inner thighs, bowing out her knees, opening her up wider for his inspection.  His hand pushed higher, the nightgown now riding up high, her thin, white panties now clearly visible.  He couldn’t wait any longer, his hand pulling her nightgown up over her waist, Grace naked from the waist down except for a pair of thin, cotton panties.  Panties a size too small on purpose, the material clinging to every shape, curve and indent on her body, especially her slit.  Even though she was only ten, her labia was already puffing up to a nice mound, a hint of hair pushed against her panties.  The panties slid tightly in her slit, the lips pushed aside to the tight panties.
Grace felt strange, a dream that kept running through her brain as she lay in bed.  She wasn’t sure where she was, but she felt hands on her body.  She kept her eyes closed, the hands feeling good, gentle hands that touched her legs.  The hands were forceful, pushing out on her thighs, forcing her legs to spread, but at the same time they caressed her flesh, igniting a strange feeling between her legs.  Amy had told her that she masturbated, playing with her pussy until she came.  She told her she would show her how, just as the older girls had taught her.  She told her about the tingling she felt in her pussy when her fingers played with her slit, getting it wet until she finally touched her clit.  With just a bit of rubbing, she would cum, her body overcome with such a delicious feeling that started in her toes and raced to her brain.  Was this what she was feeling?  Was it the hands of the Judge that was moving up between her legs towards her pussy?  She could feel the cool air as her nightgown was pushed up, knowing that whoever was doing it had uncovered her body until only her panties protected her.  Her legs were spread wider now, Grace now fully awake but she kept her eyes shut tightly.  She was embarrassed, feeling the strange hands running over her body.  She moaned softly when she felt the touch between her legs, spreading her legs wider to aid them.
The Judge knew she was awake, seeing her spread her legs, soft moans coming from her mouth.  “Open your eyes Grace.”  He watched as her eyes opened, the bright, beautiful green eyes, seeing the innocence in them as she tried to comprehend her own body.  “Good morning.”
“Good morning Sir.”  She looked down, seeing her body half naked, her legs spread, the Judge’s hands resting on her upper thigh, so close to her pussy she could almost feel his pulse.  She felt a strange wetness, embarrassed.  Had she wet her panties?  She looked to the front of his pants, a thick hard cock already bulging out the front.  Was he always hard?  “I was having a strange dream.”
“Was it a good dream?”  His hand slid up higher until he touched her slit.  He gripped her labia in his two fingers and he squeezed her lips together.  Her body jerked in surprise, her eyes opening wide in unexpected pleasure.

“AAAAHHH,” was the only thing she could say.  It was an electric touch, his fingers gripping her sex and squeezing.  Her body shuddered.  She let her legs spread wider, wanting more of it, holding her breath as he held her sex between his fingers, Grace waiting in anticipation.  “Yessss,” she stuttered.  “It felt good.”  She hesitated, then added, “just like now.”  Her hips began to move slightly, his fingers tightening as she moved side to side.

“Are you getting wet for me Grace?”  He squeezed her lips tighter, pulling on them as she moved beneath his touch.  He could feel her panties getting wet, the cotton panties soaking up the juices that his fingers were provoking.
“I’m sorry Sir,” Grace embarrassed, clenching her thighs together, trapping his hand between them.  She must have wet herself, ashamed that she had done it and the Judge’s fingers had touched her pee.
“Nothing to be sorry about Grace.  It’s natural for a girl.”  He finally figured out what she was talking about.  “You didn’t pee yourself,” he laughed.  “Girls get wet when they are touched or touch themselves.  I like it when you do that.”
The relief spread over her face.  She let her legs spread again, the Judge’s fingers moving on her lips, pulling and tugging on them.  It felt good, even when he pulled a little too hard or too far.  “I want to please you Sir.”
He pulled up on her lips.  “Raise your ass up as I pull on your labia,” he ordered her, watching as she eagerly let her ass raise up from the mattress, her legs still spread wide, his fingers pinching tighter, not wanting to let go.  He continued to pull her up by her pussy until her ass was almost a foot off the bed and her lips were stretched at least two inches.  He twisted them side to side, her ass moving as he did.  “Down you go,” letting go her pussy, her ass settling back down on the mattress.  He saw the wet spot on the front of her panties.  Would he be able to make her cum today?  There would be time enough for that later.  His fingers returned to her pussy, sliding up and down between her slit, pushing her tight panties into the groove.  “Does that feel good?”

“Oh God yes,” she cried out, humping up on the fingers that rubbed her slit.  

“Would you like me to pinch your lips Grace?  Pinch hard?”

“If you would like Sir.  Anything to please you Sir.”  She couldn’t wait until he did it.  She wanted it more than he did.  His strong fingers on her sex gave her such strange feelings, the power that he had over her, just as he did when he pinched her nipples until he came, making her ass ride his hard cock.

He used both hands to grab a lip, pulling them apart as he yanked out hard, his powerful fingers gripping the tender flesh almost as if they were a clamp.  He felt her pussy opening, the panties outlining the deep divide caused by his fingers between her lips.  She moaned softly, her legs trembling as he pinched tighter.  Why did she enjoy the harsh pinching and prodding of the Judge so much?  Would she like it if he did it harder?  
It hurt and felt good all at the same time, Grace unable to comprehend the feelings that raced through her ten year old body.  The Judge was so powerful, using her body for his pleasure, each time teaching her new and exciting things that made her body tingle.  Would he make her cum?  What would it feel like?  Suddenly he released her lips, moving back away from her.  She was scared.  “Did I do anything to displease you Sir?”  Would he throw her back into the orphanage?  “I’m sorry.  Would you like me to touch your cock?”
The Judge smiled at her, pleased at how responsive she was, how submissive.  “Today I am going to have someone come to photograph you.  You are a very beautiful girl and I want to show you off to my friends.  I want you to do everything the photographer tells you to do, everything.  That is how you can please me.”

She was a little worried, was she giving her to the photographer?  “Will you be there Sir?”

“Of course, I wouldn’t miss it for the world.  Now get into the bath and get clean.  Wash your hair.  I will be back in a half hour with your clothes I want you to wear.  Don’t put anything on when you get out of the shower.”  He walked out of the room.
Grace felt strange, her body wanting more of the touch of the Judge, her thighs clenched tightly together as she tried to extinguish the lust that the Judge brought out in her.  Naked, he wanted her naked when he came back.  Maybe he would make her cum as Amy had told her about.  She got up quickly, racing to the bathroom.  She pulled off her panties, but not before she inspected the wet spot on them.  

The Judge returned to Grace’s room carrying the clothes.  A dark blue pleated skirt, white button down blouse, dark blue satin panties, blue knee socks and black leather shoes.  When he walked into the room he smiled.  Grace was sitting on a chair facing the door just as she was ordered, stark naked.  Her hands were at her side but her legs were spread to the edges of the chair.  Her little titties spouted the cutest pink nipples, hard little buttons that pushed out her almost flat chest.  He looked down at her pussy, her lips barely pulled back even with the spread of her legs, her tight virgin lips pulled together to protect her treasures.  He could make out a trace of hair, tiny blonde hairs barely visible.
Grace wanted to please him, letting her legs spread wide in the chair, hoping he liked what he saw.  During her bath she had touched herself, finding her sex tenderer, her own fingers bringing back the tingling between her legs that the Judge had started.  She wanted more of it, quickly stopping touching herself, not wanting the feeling to end, afraid of cumming, afraid the Judge would know what she did.  “Am I a good girl?”  She smiled, giving him her naughtiest smile she could think of and it seemed to work, looking down to his pants and seeing the bulge from his cock.
“No, you are a bad girl, but I like that,” he teased her.  “Stand over here.”  He watched as she walked towards him.  “The panties first.”  He handed her the panties and watched as she bent over, pushing her ass almost into his face as she struggled to get into the tight panties, unaware of the gorgeous view of her tiny slit that peered from between her legs.  He could almost make out the tiny star of a hole nestled tightly between her cheeks.  She pulled them up, her hands smoothing them over her flesh, her cheeks and the crack clearly outlined in the tight panties.  She turned towards him, her slit outlined by the dark panties, sliding between them.  The skirt, a pleated blue skirt rode half way up her thighs.  The knee socks were next, highlighting the naked flesh from the top of the socks to the part where they became invisible beneath the short skirt.  The white blouse was last, but not before he hung a gold cross around her neck to hang between her immature breasts.
“Now put on your blouse, the photographer is waiting for you.”  He watched as she buttoned up the blouse, her pink little nipples hidden from him again.  She sat down to put on the shoes, his eyes drawn beneath her skirt as she spread her legs shamelessly, not even realizing that men loved to look up girls skirts.  She stood up, the Judge pulling her hair into pigtails, securing them with blue ribbons.  One final touch was needed, bringing over a tube of red lipstick.  “Pucker your lips,” carefully covering her lips with the bright red lipstick.  A touch of rouge to her cheeks and she was done.  She looked like a little schoolgirl, the red lipstick bringing out a hint of Lolita in her.  “Such a lovely little girl.  The camera will love you Grace.”
Grace smiled from his compliment.  “Do you think I am lovely Sir?”

“Very lovely Grace.  That is why I want to have your picture taken.  I want to show them to all my friends.  I want them to see what a grown up little lady looks like.  What my little young lady will do to please me.”

The Judge walked behind her, admiring her as she walked.  They walked down to the other end of the hall to his art room.  He opened the door, two men looking up from behind a large collection of camera equipment.

Grace had never seen anything like the stuff they had.  She had heard about cameras, but nothing like this.  There were two large ones, sitting atop tripods.  Around them stood bright lights, surrounded by shiny metal to reflect.  
The men were older like the Judge.  Both were handsome in an older man sort of way, but nothing like the Judge.  The Judge just seemed to be someone that you should obey, no matter what.  

“What a lovely child,” the one man spoke.  “The camera is going to love her.  Grace, why don’t you come over here and sit on the settee.”  It was a white settee, sort of like a couch but the back was on one side, the occupant could recline on it lengthwise. 
Grace was nervous, looking around the room, a collection of dolls, stuffed animals and other toys on the floor near the camera.  She felt uncomfortable, a feeling of dread coming over her.  If it weren’t for the Judge, she would have been scared, but he smiled at her, reassuring her.  She walked over to the settee, sitting down on it, raising her legs up as she swung around, stretching out on it.  She half reclined on it.  She looked up, the photographer smiling down at her.  She looked down; her short skirt had ridden up on her legs, barely covering her panties.  She lifted up her butt, sliding her skirt down, coyly covering her legs as much as possible.
She certainly was a beautiful child, the photographer thought.  I hope the Judge can control her as much as he says he can.  If so, the picture would be very interesting to a number of men.  They loved little girls, especially naked little girls.  “My name is James, but you can call me Jim.  My assistant is George.  You certainly are a very beautiful girl.  I just want to make sure that the Judge is happy with the pictures.  You want him to be happy with them, don’t you?  You want him pleased?”

She looked up.  The mere mention of the Judge was all that was needed.  “Yes Sir,” trying to be as polite as possible.  She smiled, her big green eyes looking at him.  “I want to please him.”

“Well if you please the camera, you will please the Judge.”

“How do I please the camera?”  She smiled back at him, feeling a bit more comfortable.
“Just do as I say and the camera will capture your beauty.  I know exactly what the Judge likes and I know how to get the camera to capture it.  Now lean back a bit, cross your legs like a big girl and smile at the camera.  We’re going to take a few pictures while you get comfortable in front of the camera.”  He watched as she settled back on the settee, crossing her legs and looking up at the camera.  He snapped a few pictures, the flash scaring her at first, her eyes blinking at the sudden burst of light.  George moved the lights closer, aiming them down a bit so they flashed on her legs.

"Very beautiful Grace.  Are you fifteen?"  He saw the way she beamed, a smile from ear to ear at the compliment.  It always worked, make them feel older and they were more willing to do more provocative things.

Grace was getting used to being in front of the camera; in fact she was beginning to enjoy it.  Jim thought she was fifteen.  "No, I'm not that old," smiling as she said it, though not admitting how old she was.  Let him guess.

"Why don't you kneel up now?"  Jim moved towards her as she kneeled on the settee.  He let his hand touch her back softly, not wanting to scare her.  "Keep your back straight.  Sit up real tall."  He let his hand slide down her back almost to her butt.  She didn't flinch or move as he did it.  "Good girl Grace, smile now."

He took another picture then moved close to her.  He let his hand slide down to her leg, watching her eyes as he did.  When he touched her leg, he felt a tremor run through her body, but she didn't flinch or move.  "I’m going to lift your skirt up a bit."  He pulled it up until it was up about four inches higher.  "Yes, that's good.  You have lovely legs."  Another picture, then he was back.  

Grace felt him touching her, his touch electrifying her almost as much as the Judge's.  She shivered when she felt his hand on her leg, her mind instantly thinking of how the Judge had made her wet, how aroused she was not too long ago.  After hiking her skirt up, he came back, this time his fingers unbuttoning the top two buttons of her blouse and pulling it aside.

"Nice touch, the cross," he seemed to comment to the Judge.  “I’m not embarrassing you am I Grace?  Sometimes little girls get embarrassed.  The older girls understand.”  
“No sir,” looking down to see the blouse pulled to the side by Jim, the cross revealed.  She smiled at the camera again, the bright red lipstick beaming a wide smile for the camera.
Jim brought over a stuffed animal, a small teddy bear.  “Hold this close to you.”  He moved to unbutton two more buttons, sliding the blouse to the side, her white naked flesh visible from her neck down to her belly button.  He pushed it to the side until it almost reached her nipples, teasing himself and the camera.  Soon enough, he thought.  
The teddy bear felt so soft against her skin, holding it against her naked body, smiling at the camera as she hugged it.  The flash went off, this time George moved towards her.  

“George will help pose you for the Judge’s pictures.  It will go much faster.  Just do what he says.”  Jim stayed behind the camera, looking into it while George got her ready.

She felt the unfamiliar fingers of George on her, this time pulling the blouse from her skirt, unbuttoning the single button that held it together.  He pulled it from one shoulder, letting it slide down her arm a bit.  

“Hold it over your breast,” he ordered her, Grace dropping the teddy bear to clutch the blouse over her almost naked upper body.  

Grace never thought much about breasts, tiny bumps on her chest barely forming, she wasn’t much different from boys.  She had no embarrassment about taking her blouse out in front of them.  She smiled at the flash of the camera.
“Turn your back to the camera and slip your blouse off.  Turn your head around and give us your most sexy smile.”  

She slipped the blouse off her body, not bothering to turn around until it dropped down on the settee.  She saw the men staring at her chest, looking down, not understanding their fascination.  She turned around on the settee, kneeling up, turning her head and flashing them what she thought was a sexy smile.

The camera caught the picture of the girl’s naked back and the coy smile.  Her kneeling position pushed her butt out, the dark skirt highlighting her white, naked skin.  
“Very good Grace,” Jim exclaimed.  Now turn towards the camera, but clutch the teddy bear to your chest.  Hide your little titties.”  He watched as she did, the teddy bear hiding her nipples from the camera.  She kneeled up again.  “Arch your back a bit Grace and sit up straight like a big girl.”  She straightened up, still clinging to the teddy bear.

The camera flashed, George returning.  “Give me the teddy.  Let your hands cover your nipples and tease the camera with your smile.  You are such a big girl.”  His cock hardened when she handed him the teddy, her pink nipples so inviting.  The next pose would have them naked and George would have the opportunity to make them hard for the camera.  This is where he enjoyed his work, the chance to arouse the bodies of young girls for the camera, his finger touching them in place they never even imagined.

She smiled as the camera caught her again, Jim having her look as if she were embarrassed to be naked from the waist up as she looked into the flash.
“Now I need to make your little nipples hard.  The Judge says he pinches them real hard.  I’m going to do the same thing.  I want them hard and pink for the camera.  You want the Judge to be pleased with the pictures, don’t you?”  He could see the scared look on her face as he walked over.  “Be a good girl and put your hands down and arch your back for me.  Stick them titties out for me.”

She looked over at the Judge, a reassuring smile on his face.  She did as she was asked, putting her hands at her side, her fists clenched tightly.  She arched her back, pushing her flat chest out, waiting.  George moved closer to her, his hands already reaching out for her.  She watched as if in slow motion, two fingers of one hand gripping her below her nipple, on the areola and began to pinch.  She felt a tremor rush through her body when his fingers touched her, feeling a strange tingling in her nipple and between her legs.  She squirmed as he tightened his grip; Grace watching as her little nipple seemed to grow, going from a pale pink to a deeper red as the blood rushed to the tip.  She could feel the tip throbbing, as if it had a pulse, the fingers crushing her flesh harder.  God, it felt so good when his other hand reached out, two fingers slapping at her swollen nipple with a quick snap that felt like a whip across the sensitive tip.  The pain was intense, yet it felt good, Grace not able to comprehend what her body was telling her.  Twice more his fingernails snapped at the swollen tip, Grace watching as it grew longer and redder, her body shuddering each time the pain rushed to the tip.  The areola hurt more now, George digging his fingernails into her sensitive skin, clenching on and off, the sudden pain as blood rushed back into her nipple, followed by the painful clamping on it again and again.  He moved to her other breast, the procedure repeated, Grace feeling the wetness between her legs, just as the Judge had done to her.  Both of her nipples throbbed, both of her nipples were swollen and red, each receiving the rough treatment of George.
“Yes, they look so pretty now Grace.”  George loved the way her body responded, the look in her eyes as she clenched from the pain but allowed him to continue the abuse of her nipples.  He looked at the hard, red nipples dotting her flat chest.  He gripped each nipple in a hand and pulled them.  “Don’t move,” he ordered her as he stretched her nipples to over two inches, the rubbery flesh yielding to his powerful fingers.
It felt as if he were trying to tear her nipples from her body, Grace unable to stop from arching her back to relieve the pressure, George only increasing the pull on the tips.  Finally he let go of them, Grace feeling as if they sprung back onto her chest.  She looked down, surprised that they had grown so long and hard, the throbbing in the tips running down to between her legs.

“Good girl Grace.  Now lean forward onto your hands, head up and give us that sexy innocent smile.  Head up higher; the camera wants to see those lovely big nipples.”  Jim began to snap the camera, her sharp, pointed nipples pushing out her flat chest as she smiled teasingly at the camera.  She had just the right amount of Lolita in her that would make a grown mans cock spring to hardness at the first sight of her half-naked young body.  
“Rub your nipples, make them harder,” Jim ordered her.  “Sit up straight and rub your titties.”  

She rubbed her nipples, feeling the wetness return as soon as she touched them.  They were so sensitive, springing harder at the first touch.  She pinched one of them, squeezing harder, feeling the bite of her own fingers on her sensitive tips.  It felt good and bad, her own fingers hurting her and making her tingle at the same time.

“Yes, like that,” Jim liking the way she was caressing her own body.  Maybe she would masturbate for the camera.  That would make many men looking at the pictures cum all over them, the sight of a young girl playing with her cunny the ultimate fantasy.  He could see the look in her eyes, she wanted to play with her body, she was getting aroused.  He didn’t want to discourage her.  “Kneel up, back straight.  That’s a good girl.  Now spread your knees a bit and hike up your skirt.  Show the camera a bit of your lovely naked leg.”
She didn’t need any further encouragement; she was aroused, just like the Judge had done to her.  She let her legs spread, one hand moving down to pull up her already short skirt, her other hand still rubbing her titties, making the nipples hard as pebbles.  The camera snapped away, Grace oblivious to the surrounding, liking the feelings that were rushing over her body.  She leaned back a bit, letting her skirt hike up higher, looking at the camera as she pinched one hard nipple, pulling and tugging on it as George had done.  

“Lay on your side Grace,” Jim ordered her.  It was time to strip her naked, time to show the rest of her body to the camera.  She obeyed instantly, resting on one arm, her legs tucked underneath her.  “Legs straight out Grace.  They are too lovely to cover up.”  He snapped away at her stretched out body.  “Run a hand up your leg.  When you get to your skirt, look into the camera and let your hand slowly slide up your hip underneath your skirt.  I want you to pull your skirt up slowly and sexy.  Give us your biggest and sexiest smile.”
The camera snapped away as she teased her own body with her hand, slowly running up her leg, pushing under her skirt, pulling the pleated skirt off of her leg, her white skin highlighted by the blue knee socks and the dark skirt.  Her other hand slipped underneath to pinch her nipples, her hips beginning a gentle rocking that she didn’t even realize was happening.  She looked over at the Judge, his hand in his lap, rubbing the oversized erection that pushed out his pants.  She was pleased at what she could do to men at the mere sight of her body.

“On your stomach now, legs together.  Reach back with both hands and slowly slide your skirt up.”  He watched her as she turned over, her plump little ass sticking up, her hands reaching back, her head turned towards the camera, her eyes glazed in lust.  Her little hands gripped the skirt and slowly slid it up her legs, watching as her legs were slowly exposed.
“Higher now, show the camera your tight, blue panties.”  It was such a lovely sight, her legs parted slightly, her shoes and socks making her look even more naked as her upper thighs were slowly exposed until her panties peeked through.  Her hands pulled the skirt higher, higher up over the twin peaks of her cute buttocks, snuggled tightly in the blue, satin panties.  Jims cock throbbed in excitement as he watched her body slowly revealed in the view finder, his hand reaching down to stroke his cock with one hand, taking pictures with the other.  She didn’t stop until it was up to her waist.  “Very good Grace.  Now look back over your shoulder at the camera, smile and slowly let your legs spread until I tell you to stop.”
She didn’t hesitate to obey, smiling at the camera as she looked over her shoulder, surprised to see how naked she looked, her skirt pulled up over her waist to reveal her panties, the material pulled tightly over her buttocks.  Even the crack of her butt was outlined in the tight material.  She slowly let her legs spread, George now behind the other camera, this one at the foot of the settee, lined up directly between her legs.  When she spread them, he would be taking pictures between her legs, pictures of her panty covered sex.  She got wetter at the thought.  Would they make her take her panties off?  Would she have to show them her pussy?  She didn’t hesitate, her legs spreading until her feet hung over the edge of the settee, embarrassed at how she must look from behind.

“Very nice,” George still snapping away.  The panties pulled tightly between her legs, the dark material highlighting the naked, white flesh that was exposed by the thin dark panel between her legs.  George could make out a dark spot; Grace was getting excited at being stripped naked for the camera.  That was good.  They had so much more to make her perform for the camera.
“Beautiful Grace.  Now turn over.  Sit up on the settee.”  He watched as she did, pulling her skirt down as she did.  She flipped over, her breasts naked to the men again.  “Get your nipples hard for us again.”  She didn’t hesitate to pull and twist her nipples until they stuck out hard and long.  They were turning a dark red now from the abuse, highlighting them on a backdrop of her white skin.  “Yes, you like that don’t you?”

She nodded her head, the delicious feeling between her legs returning.  She knew what was coming next.  

“Pull your skirt up your legs for us.  Show us your panty covered pussy.”  There was no longer any need to try to fool her.  She was more then willing to do anything they wanted.  Or at least Jim hoped she would, his cock throbbing to see her young, bald pussy.

She smiled in the camera as she slid her skirt up her legs, keeping her legs closed.  At least for now.  She was embarrassed.  She knew she would have to spread her legs for them.  They would see the wet spot she knew covered the front of her panties.  She looked down, her panties revealed, the camera clicking away at her, not so much of her face, more between her legs.  She let the skirt sit on her stomach, her panties the only protection she had, without them she would be stark naked.

George clicked one more then slid his camera lower to the height of the settee.  “Now bring your legs up to your chest, but keep them together.”  He watched as her legs moved up, her knees bending, her skirt scrunched at her waist.  She looked so inviting with her socks and shoes still on.  “Very good,” snapping only one picture, saving the rest for last.  “Now slowly let your knees bow out to the side until they reach the settee.  I want them touching it.  Show us your pretty pussy.”
She looked down as if someone else was doing it, her knees spreading, her crotch slowly revealed as the cameras flashed almost constantly now.  She saw her panties stretch across her sex, the thin band covering her pussy highlighted by her pale, white skin.  Her crotch ached as she made her knees touch the bed, ashamed at how much her panties stretched and molded on her sex.  She could make out her slit, the wet spot spreading on the dark blue material.  It looked obscene to be spread so wide, but she smiled up at the camera, her finger moving down to her nipples to play with them, to drive them to hardness again, the tingling between her legs more pronounced.  She wished she could stick her hands in her panties and play with her pussy.  Play with it until she came as Amy said.

Jim saw it in her eyes.  “Do you want to touch your pussy Grace?”  They all waited for an answer that was not coming.  Instead her hand reached down and two tiny fingers began to run up and down her slit, pushing the satin panties in the tight groove.  Her eyes were closed, her legs spreading even wider, her ass making a gentle fucking motion, moving up and down as if it Grace knew what she was doing.  “Just don’t cum yet Grace.  You can tease yourself, but don’t cum.  Were going to save that for last.  Save it for when you are naked.  You want to be naked for the camera don’t you?”
She opened her eyes again, taken from the feeling that rushed over her body when her fingers played with her slit.  Her panties were drenched now; her fingers soaked from playing up and down her panties.  She was afraid to touch herself any more, afraid of cumming.  “Can I take off my panties now?”  She needed to cum so bad, needed to cum now.

“Yes, Grace, but slowly.  Bring your legs back up and then let your panties slide down your legs.  Once they are off, I will tell you to spread your legs for the camera again.  To show us that hot, tight pussy to the camera.  The Judge and his friends are going to love the pictures.”

She brought her legs up quickly, fighting the urge to pull her panties down and get naked, fighting the urge to spread her legs and play with her pussy while they took pictures of her cumming.  She smiled and slowly raised her ass up, peeling the tight panties down over her ass, her naked cheeks settling back down on the settee, slowing sliding the panties down her legs until she could kick them off her feet.  She waited.  “Can I spread my legs for the camera?  Please?”

The Judge smiled, his hand rubbing his hard cock.  Soon he would enjoy her body, but first he had to train Amy.  Train her to be a good little whore for him and his friends.  She would require a little punishment, but he would enjoy that.  Maybe the Captain would like to join him.  Maybe a day in jail would make her more amenable to the perversions that they planned to force her to perform.  Nothing like jail bars to make then scared.  And they are always good for binding a female, spreading her limbs to make her sex available to a whip or a hard cock.  “Show the camera your bald pussy Grace?  Just like you show it to me.”
The camera’s started clicking right away, Grace’s eager legs spreading apart as she bowed her knees out.  Her tiny slit was slowly revealed, her virgin pussy keeping her lips tightly closed.  Once she had a hard cock a few times her lips would spread open, revealing her pink insides.  For now, her fingers would do it.  She didn’t have a hair on her pubes.  At least any that you could see, tiny blonde hairs almost invisible.  Her legs spread wide, 
Grace’s hand on her stomach, waiting for the order to play with her pussy.
“Pull your pussy lips apart for the camera Grace.  Show it your pink, virgin inner lips.”  
They watched as she eagerly pulled her lips apart, gripping her labia hard, just as the Judge had done, the pain returning as she yanked them wide, feeling her pussy stretching open.  It felt good, just as it did when the Judge did it.  She held them wide open, the camera taking at least ten pictures.
“Now turn over and get on your hands and knees.  Just like a doggy.  The camera wants a picture of your pussy from behind.”

She obeyed like a trained dog, getting into the position they wanted.  George stood over her, pushing down on her back, making her lay her head on the settee, his hands urging her ass up higher.
“Arch your back, push your ass out for us Grace.”  He moved his hands between her legs, his large hands easily able to encircle her silky inner thighs.  “Spread your legs for the camera Grace.  Real wide this time.  It’s almost time to cum for us.”  He pushed out on her inner thighs until she was spread obscenely wide.  “Reach back and spread your cheeks.  Show us your asshole Grace.”  

Why did they want her to do that?  Her butt, wondering why they wanted to see her butt hole.  Her pussy was burning with desire.  She had to hurry and cum.  She pulled her cheeks apart, feeling her butt hole opening up, the cool air blowing between her legs, knowing how exposed she was.

“Now keep you open for the camera,” the flash going off in rapid fire.  “Look back at the camera and smile,” Grace posing, a big smile on her face as she posed naked for the camera, her pussy and butt open and exposed.
The Judge got up and walked over to Grace.  “That’s all the pictures Grace.  You did such a good job.  You pleased me.  Let’s go to your room and I’ll make you cum.  I want it to be special.  Just you and me.”  

Jim and George looked disappointed, but they had more then enough pictures of the young, naked girl.  They would masturbate to the finished photographs, just as most of the Judge’s friends would.
Grace started to pick up her clothes.
“You don’t need them.  I would just have to take them off of you.  Your room is only down the hall.  Anyone would be lucky to see you naked.”  He grabbed her hand and walked out of the room, the young naked girl moving along side of him, the sway of her naked ass making his cock hard as he looked down at her.

Grace looked up at the Judge, smiling that she had pleased him so much, smiling because he would make her cum.  “Can I touch your cock when we get to my room Sir?”

“I think you are going to sit on my naked cock.  Just as you did before.  But this time we will both be naked and I’m going to play with your pussy.”

“Are you going to pinch my titties and my cunny?

“Do you want me to Grace?”

“Yes Sir.  Hard please.  I like it when you do that.”  She could hardly wait, walking faster until they reached her room, quickly entering.  
The Judge moved over to the large chair in the room, no arms on it.  He quickly stripped off his clothes, stroking his large cock as he looked at her.  He sat down, holding his cock up.  “Sit on my lap Grace.”  He pulled her over to him, pulling her up until she sat her naked ass down on his cock, his cocking jerking in pleasure at the touch of her naked skin.  “Yes, that’s so nice.  Now I’m going to make you move around on my cock.”  He moved his hands up to her nipples, both hands gripping them with his powerful fingers and began to twist and yank them, feeling them pull out from her chest.  

She moaned in pain as her ass began to slide back and forth over the hot, throbbing flesh beneath her cheeks.  Her pussy began to flood as the pain in her nipples mixed with the pleasure of the hot cock of the Judge rubbing on her ass and touching her pussy.  “Oh yes, harder,” she begged, the Judge digging his fingernails into her nipples as she screamed in pain and danced up and down on his cock.

He let one hand play with her nipple, the other moving down to between her legs, Grace instantly opening her legs wide for him.  He squeezed her labia, yanking the bald flesh between his powerful fingers and twisting and turning it, her ass pulled up and down on his cock.  He could feel his cock banging against her asshole, a sharp yelp from Grace as the head of his cock pushed against the tiny hole.  He could only imagine how good it was going to feel when he took her in the ass, driving his hard cock in her tight, hot buttery asshole.  She would scream, but he somehow knew she would enjoy it.  Not like Amy.  She would forever protest being sodomized; fighting the unnatural act each time, but that was just as enjoyable to the Judge.  He would love forcing his perversions on her body.  He began to rub her pussy, sliding his finger up and down her slit, finding her soaked in anticipation.  When she slid up, his let his cock slide between her legs, the thick, long cock popping up between her legs, rubbing against her slit.

God, his fingers felt so good.  And his cock was sliding along her slit, rubbing up and down, Grace looking down and seeing it leaking as it rubbed her.  She barely had time to think when the Judge’s fingers moved up and played with her clit.  Amy had told her it was the most sensitive organ.  Just a touch could make her cum.  The Judge’s fingers found her clit, pulling back her hood, revealing the tiny button, still not fully developed.  She yelled, not sure if it were pain or pleasure as the Judge pinched it in his powerful fingers, twisting it painfully just as he did with her nipples.  He yanked it again, her thighs tightening on his cock, sliding her ass up and down, masturbating his cock with her slit and thighs.
The Judge tugged on her clit, felt her shudder between the scream that tore from her lips when he yanked her delicate bud.  She began to shake, her body going into tiny tremors, her breathing ragged, her hips plunging up and down as she came.  He saw her pussy soaking his cock as she screamed in pain or pleasure.  He couldn’t wait any longer, feeling the tingling in his balls as his cum shot up the thick shaft.  The first ropey shot of cum shot out, landing on her stomach, Grace jumping at the touch of the hot crème.  He began to hump her, his cock spewing out load after load of cum, the images of her pictures in his mind driving him to such a lust that he didn’t know when he would stop cumming.

Grace thought her head was going to pop off, the feelings that raced through her body, the wetness between her legs forcing her to tighten her thighs, afraid that she would wet her and the Judge.  She came again when he did, watching the cum spew from his cock to burn her skin when it landed on her, his ass humping up and down.  She began to cry, frightened at the unexpected and unknown feelings rushing through her body, trembling as the Judge held her close to him, how cock throbbing and jerking between her thighs.  
He continued to rub her slit, slowly moving his finger up and down, as she sobbed, her first orgasm such an intense experience.  He held her close, feeling the wetness between them as he continued the gentle masturbation of her body, her sobbing finally subsiding.  “How did you like your first cum Grace?
She shuddered, his finger still playing with her slit as she cuddled with him, her body content.  “Thank you Sir,” letting her legs spread wider.  His finger moved to her vagina, feeling it running over her tiny hole.  “Are you going to put your cock inside me?”

“Do you want me to Grace?”

“Will it hurt?”  She felt his finger running around her tiny opening, spreading her wider.  His fingers were so big how would she take his cock inside her?
“Yes, but it will please me that it does.  I will love your squeal of pain when I bust you hymen.  I will fuck you hard.”
“Yes Sir.  I will do what I can to please you.”  His finger entered her vagina, the fat finger stopped by her hymen.

“Not today Grace.  Soon.  There are so many things I have to teach you.  Tomorrow you will learn to suck my cock with your sweet little mouth.  I’m going to make you drink my cum.”

“Yes Sir.  I’ll like that.  Will you make me cum again?”  She was almost begging.

“Of course, I will make you cum a lot.  And my friends will also.  You are going to have to perform for my friends.”

She shuddered at the prospect of being stripped naked and forced to cum by the Judges friends.  But she knew she would do whatever was required of her, anything to please the Judge.

To be Continued.
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Award Winning Tales of Bondage and Submission” all follow a familiar theme of Powerone, the sexual submission and bondage of women at the hand of a powerful and older man.  All of them fight the arousal thrust upon their often naked and bound bodies, finally succumbing to his mastery, their bodies surrendering to the powerful orgasms that rip through them.  Winner of the prestigious Literotica’s Annual Authors Awards for Best Anal Story and Best Mature Story, finalist for the Golden Clitoride Awards for Best Serial Story, Powerone has been delighting readers for years and with the February 2005 release of his Best Seller, “Teaching The Au Pair To Submit”, his stories are a must read for the serious readers of erotica.
This collection brings together the finest works of Powerone all in one complete novel that will leave you dripping for more.
In “Joanna’s First Gynecological Exam”, a college student is given her first gynecological exam by an unscrupulous Doctor and his friends.  His exam room is built for the express purpose of humiliating and exposing the most intimate parts of the female patient’s body, her body probed and explored by the Doctors.  A free exam for a struggling college student becomes much more, as the conditions of the exam includes participation in a research study of the Female Masturbatory Practices of the College Student.  Five Doctors uncover Joanna’s body slowly, revealing her naked charms to their eyes, instruments and the camera.  Joanna is kept aroused and is masturbated to multiple orgasms as the Doctors explore Joanna’s body intimately.  A must read for those that enjoy Doctor/Patient exam stories. 
Readers are saying;
“Thank you for a wonderful story.  Your writing shows imagination, accuracy, and originality.  I adore the doctor-patient theme.”

“This story, like all your others, is so HOT!  You have excellent control of description.”

“Wow... one of the best stories I've read.  I love the fantasy of women being taken by older men.”

“Incredible story so far.  I wish I could get this on video, although my imagination is doing a pretty good job at creating the visuals!”

Maiden Maid is a period piece set in the 1930’s during the height of the depression.  Sarah, an attractive eighteen year old redhead is an orphan is to be released from the orphanage and sent into the cruel world during the worst economic times in history.  She is saved by the Headmaster, given a chance as a maid for Master Michael, a rich friend of the Headmaster.  John, Master Michael’s Chauffeur instructs her in the ways and eccentric behaviors of the rich, warning her that failure to obey the Master would result in her being tossed out into the street. 

So begins her life in catering to the jaded and perverse tastes of the rich, each time Master Michael snatching up more of her innocence.  John helps the Master, designing and building various bondage furniture that display Sarah’s young body in the most provocative positions, serving up her delicious body to be violated in all of her orifices.  John’s reward is Sarah’s delightful body once the Master had tossed it aside for the day, catching her in the pantry during the day and her bed at night, each time forcing her to relive the perversities the Master had just inflicted on her young body.

Sarah learns that it is not all bad, her young body trained by the older men to enjoy the bondage, the pain and the hard cocks that are thrust painfully into her body.  Forced to cum under the most extreme conditions, the men raise the bar each time, new perversities inflicted on her body every day.

Readers are saying;
“A delightful, reluctant, seduction, believable with good detail.  It's the rich that gets the pleasure, it's the poor that gets the pain.”

“What a great story.  Love the slow seduction, the forced submission.”

“All of them are written in such an intense and passionate way, I feel you have a gift.  Please keep on using your creativity, experience and imagination!”

“Such great build up and description.  Thanks for sharing!”
No collection from Powerone would be complete without a story of a strip search.  “Airport Search” was written just after 9-11, airport searches non-existent before this time.  In this first story of this theme, Natalie, a twenty-five year old girl begins her vacation in Cuba, one of the first visitors to this country from America.  The airport security guards know of her arrival and plan to teach the American a lesson, using their power to force her to submit to them.  Little do they realize that this is part of her continuing fantasy.  “Airport Search” is a story where fact meets fantasy and all parties are mutually satisfied.  Natalie learns that there is a fine line between pleasure and pain and the guards give her plenty of both.

Readers are saying;
“This is a story of humiliation and torture.  It fits the genre beautifully and is an intense and hot story.”

“Very hot...very, very naughty!”

“Boarding School Sex Training” is one of Powerone’s first and most successful story, winning Best Anal Story 2003 on Literotica and a finalist for the 2003 Golden Clitoride Award for Best Serial Story.  It is a story of a girl in her final year at an exclusive boarding school.  Her parents were killed in an auto accident many years ago; she had been supported by a wealthy friend of her mothers, lavished with an expensive education, her upbringing supervised by the Headmaster.  Unknown to her, her parents had left her a tidy sum of $1 million dollars, but with the high cost of her education and upbringing at the exclusive school, it has depleted the inheritance.  Her Guardian has offered to give her the inheritance plus gains, close to $2 million dollars on one condition.  She would have to serve her Guardian sexually for a period of three years, the Headmaster to begin training her in the perversion of the flesh that Stephen, her Guardian would require of her.  The exclusive girl’s school had preserved her virginity for this day, teaching the virtues of chastity.

Rachel reluctantly accepts the offer, respecting the wishes of the two most influential men in her life, her Guardian and the Headmaster.  So her life as a sexual toy for them begins, humiliation, submission and perversity having no bounds for the enjoyment of this lovely girl, the virginity of her mouth, pussy and asshole taken for the enjoyment of the men.  Soon Rachel learns that it is not all bad, her body trained to cum under the expert guidance of her mentors.  Pain, humiliation and bondage all add excitement to her sexual pleasure.

Readers are saying;
“Your words make my heart race...You describe each procedure with such precision, such alacrity...I can feel each intrusion as though it occurs in me...You are a true Master”

“Oh...very well done darling...I was with Rachel every step of the way.  More please!”
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Twenty-three year old Jessica is the consummate full-time college student surviving on scholarships with little time or money for anything else, except her fantasies of the tall, dark stranger.  Facing a jobless summer and no family to fall back on, she begins to worry about her prospects.  
When her professor catches her having yet another of her blatantly sexual daydreams during one of his lectures, he realizes she is a suitable candidate in his hunt to help his very prominent, wealthy, long-time friend.  Michael Jergen seeks a beautiful, young, female Au-Pair for his four-year-old son while they spend the summer in his house in Haiti.  Knowing Michael’s insatiable appetite for beautiful, supple, young females and noting Jessica’s apparently unfulfilled needs displayed so brazenly in class, he realizes she’s the perfect choice.  
When her professor offers her the chance to apply for a lucrative Au-Pair position for a young child in Haiti, Jessica sees all of her prayers answered.  She jumps at the chance, seeking a summer of adventure in a new land and the opportunity to make some extra money and learn of another culture all at the same time.  Surely having the professor take advantage of her young body and touch her so intimately in order to get the job was a one-time deal; a small price to pay for a summer of wealth and luxury in a foreign land with a handsome and powerful man like Michael Jergen.

 Unbeknownst to Jessica, her sexual fantasies are about to take on a life of their own as her introduction into submission begins the moment she steps into Michael’s world of discipline, mastery and pleasures of the flesh.  So commences her journey into a whirlwind world of sex, submission, punishment and the mystique of Haiti’s legendary Voodoo rituals.  
M/f, B/D, reluctant, humil, D/s
Excerpt
The next day she dressed in the new underwear Michael had given her, her body shivering as she slipped into the panties.  They were his present to her, the silky material touching her intimate sex.  She put on the high heels, the straps pulled tightly around her ankles.  It felt strange for a while; it was as if they were bound to her feet.  Her pussy got wet at the thought of it.
She and Jerome were playing in the sunroom when Michael came in.  Jerome instantly stopped and ran to his father, yelling, “Daddy, Daddy!”
They hugged and talked, Jessica still sitting on the floor as they did, watching the bond between father and son.  One of the maids came into the room.  “Jerome, why don't you go into the kitchen and have a snack?  I think they have some ice cream for you.”
Jerome howled, dragging the maid’s hand, rushing her toward the kitchen, leaving Jessica and Michael alone in the room, the door closing noisily behind them.
“Did you get my presents, Jessica?”  Michael sat in the large leather chair, watching her as she sat on the floor.
“Yes, Sir, thank you very much.  I really appreciate it,” she smiled up at him.

“You surprise me, Jessica.”

“How so, Sir?”

“I noticed you were wearing stockings and a garter belt.  Most girls opt for the more convenient pantyhose.  I personally hate them.  While they do look good outside the skirt, under the skirt they are plain awful.  As far as panty lines, I tend to love panty lines, I love to see the outline of what is encompassing the sexy flesh under the skirt.”

She blushed a little.  “I just started wearing them when I came here, Sir,” she said, admitting to herself that she did it purposely for him.
Michael smiled again.  “I like that in a girl, Jessica.  A desire to please others.  Do you like to do that, Jessica?  Does it make you feel sexy when you perform for others?”

“Perform, Sir?”

“Yes, Jessica, perform.  To do what others tell you to do, whether you like it or not, knowing that you are sexually arousing them.”

“I never thought of it that way, Sir.”

“Did you enjoy it when I was watching your skirt slide up your legs yesterday?”

She lowered her eyes to the floor, trying to hide the blush coming over her.  He was asking her very intimate questions.  Yet again, she found herself answering personal questions when she wasn't even sure why, never mind why she was responding truthfully.  “Yes, Sir, it made me feel very sexy that a man of your stature was interested in my body.”

“You are a very beautiful girl, Jessica.  And from what I can see you have a very lovely body.”  He felt his cock cramped in his shorts, not wanting to rearrange it, Jessica's eyes glued to his.

“Stand up, Jessica.”  He paused, to see if she would obey.

She got to her feet, her eyes still glued to his.  She stood there, uncomfortable, her hands hanging uselessly at her sides.

“Would you like to show me your garter belt, Jessica?”

She hesitated, her eyes staring directly at his.  Should she?  If she did, she was not sure she could ever go back.  She shuffled her feet, her eyes lowered to the floor again, embarrassed at his request.

Michael did not wait for an answer.  “Slowly lift up your skirt for me, Jessica,” he ordered her.

Her hands went to the bottom of her short skirt, grabbing it tightly in her hands and began to slowly pull it up her legs.
“Look at me when you do it, Jessica.  There is no reason to be embarrassed.  I'm sure you have a lovely body.”

She let her head rise, her eyes meeting his, the smile on his face.

She held the skirt higher, seeing Michael grabbing his cock in his pants as he watched her.  She knew that she was the cause of it, able to make out the bulge in his pants, able to tell that his cock was big, though not sure how big.  She could feel her panties getting wet, hoping that he would not be able to tell from where he was sitting.  She looked down, her legs now naked, the skirt riding up above her stockings, the garter belt beginning to show.  She stopped, looking up at him again.

“You can do better than that, Jessica.  I want to see all of it.  Pull it above your waist,” he ordered her.

Jessica shivered, even though the sun was shining brightly through the windows, the room warm.  The door was closed but anyone outside would be able to see her.  “I'm afraid someone will see me through the windows, Sir,” she said nervously, still holding her skirt up, afraid to let it fall back down again.

He looked at her, holding her skirt up, her legs almost naked, trembling like a schoolgirl.  “Don't worry about anyone else, Jessica.  You are performing for me, not them.  Now lift up your skirt higher.”

He used that word again—perform.  Yes, that is what she was doing.  She slowly let her skirt rise up higher, his eyes moving from hers down to below her waist as she was slowly revealed to him.

Michael watched her garter belt come into view, framing her panty-covered sex.  He could almost make out her pussy lips, the silk panties pulled tightly over her shapely form.  He had never seen anything as sexy as this, especially when she was doing it herself.  It was not as if she was his wife or girlfriend, or even one of the Haitian servants.  She was a very intelligent girl slowly revealing her body to him.  And he was sure that she would do even more.  He would find out in the days to come.  “Very beautiful, Jessica.  A little higher, above your waist.  I want to see everything.”

Her arms pulled her skirt up high, until she was standing, half-naked, her legs perched on the high heels that he loved.  She suddenly turned her head, seeing a figure out of the corner of her eye.  She dropped her skirt, the garment re-covering her nakedness.  She had seen the gardener, an older man, cutting a hedge outside the window.  He was looking at her, obviously having seen her with her skirt up.

“Did I say you could let it fall, Jessica?”  Michael questioned her in a stern voice.

She looked back at him.  “But, Sir, he saw me.”

“I don't blame him for looking at you.  It's probably been a long time since he has seen such a beautiful young girl lifting her skirt for him.  And I haven't finished yet.  Lift it up again, Jessica, quickly before Jerome comes back.”

She looked at the gardener, his eyes still fixed on her as if he knew what Michael was making her do.  She looked back at Michael, searching for an excuse not to do as he asked, but seeing only lust in his eyes.  Her hands went down to the edge of her skirt again, letting it slowly rise up until it was above her waist again.

“So lovely, Jessica.  Turn to the side, toward the window and look straight ahead.”

She knew what he was doing.  He was forcing her to show herself to the gardener.  She hesitantly turned, her skirt pulled up high, her half naked legs clad in the garter belt, toward the gardener.  She saw the surprise on his face as she looked into his eyes, ashamed at exposing herself so blatantly.

“Spread you legs a little, Jessica, and let me see your lovely inner thighs,” he ordered her.
She shuffled her feet, nervous at his request, but she complied, her legs spreading over two feet wide.  She saw the amazed look on the gardener’s face, as it appeared that she was posing just for him.

“Turn with your back to me.  Let me see that lovely ass.”

She saw his hand reach down to his trousers, grabbing his cock, stroking it as her panty-covered ass was exposed to him.

“Legs apart again, Jessica.”

At least she did not have to see anyone’s face anymore, the humiliation almost too much for her, exposing her body to Michael and the old gardener.

“Bend over, let your panties tighten across your ass cheeks, Jessica.  Keep your legs spread as you do.”  He stroked his cock harder, feeling it jerk as she complied, her head moving toward the ground, her hair falling.  Her panties pulled tightly over her cheeks, the crack showing, her pussy outlined by the silk material pulled between her lips.

The sound of screaming and the door opening scared Jessica, pulling her back up quickly, her skirt falling down, covering her nakedness.

“Jessica, let's play outside,” Jerome screamed, running up and grabbing her hand.  “Can I play with Jessica, Daddy?  She plays soooo good,” he hollered, his stomach full, the sugar increasing his energy.

“Of course you may, Jerome.  Jessica is here to play with you.  And yes, she does play good, doesn't she?”  He smiled at Jessica as she was pulled from the room.

Jessica could feel how wet her panties were.  The encounter with Michael and the gardener, while humiliating, was so exciting.  She wasn't sure why, but he was right.  She did enjoy performing for him.  Later, in bed, she masturbated again, imagining that Jerome had not come back so quickly.  Michael would have come over to her, rubbing his hands all over her body, fondling her young flesh until he made her cum.  Her body shuddered as a powerful orgasm overcame her.


 


 

