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How I Accidentally Helped a Russian Pre-teen Pornography Ring 
                              

                              By Corn53

PROLOGUE
     I hope you think that this is just fiction.  I feel very guilty now about the whole two-year experience, even though it happened over ten years ago.  My psychologist wants me to write out these memories so we can talk about them.

     And, since Uri and Demetri were both killed last year, I finally feel safe enough to write down the truth.  This is my public confession.  In a nutshell, I unintentionally entered the world of Russian pre-teen pornography.  They kept calling it “art.”  
     These memories are not in chronological order, although I started out that way.  As I write out some of the episodes I remember other scenes and want to write that memory too.  Also, sometimes I refer to pictures (nothing X-rated) and my coded diary that I was able to bring back with me.  Because I was there for two years, there were more events than I could relate in these parts.  Most of each day was NOT exciting, but I have to admit, that almost everyday I had some form of contact with those pre-teen girls.  Lately I’ve noticed pictures of some of my former students in the newsgroups.  I wonder what they are doing now – ten years later.
     I didn’t know it at the time, but I was also being videotaped and photographed.  As I became aware of some of the erotic photography going on with the girls, I rationalized that it was a non-violent way for the orphanage to earn money to keep itself financially afloat.  I didn’t know that the Russian Mafia was behind the whole project, and that the orphanage-school was really a “pussy farm” – a term I came up with the year after my return to the states.  I couldn’t tell anybody about that aspect of my brief teaching career.  I was helping the girls with their English and math, and often physical education.  I started off with an, idealistic, altruistic desire to help less fortunate youngsters, coupled with a yen for adventure.  However, like boiling a lobster, things kept getting hotter and hotter until I was in such hot water that I couldn’t leave.
     It was fun.  I was helping them.  I soon realized that I couldn’t leave without getting myself killed.  And if I would have “escaped,” there was no way I could blow the whistle on them because, by the time I realized what was going on, they had so many pictures and video clips of me doing sexual things with those girls.  Anyway, it felt ‘innocent’ at first, and even later, the girls enjoyed it, too.  I decided to go along with things so that I could teach them how to eventually break free on their own if they wanted to.
     Most of the girls had been removed from the areas of fighting for at least two or three years before I arrived at St. Katerina’s.  They seemed happy.  They liked my classes.  They liked me.  They wanted my attention and affection. 
     After studying Eastern European languages in college, I scouted overseas papers looking for a semi-volunteer teaching job in the former Soviet Union.  I had primarily studied Czech because of the influence of Uncle Leopold, one of my favorite relatives.  Fortunately my family was well off so I didn’t really need to earn money after finishing college, and they encouraged me to travel.  So, I was looking for travel and adventure, and I wanted to help those less-fortunate – kind of like a horny Albert Schweitzer … the typical idealistic point of view of a spoiled college kid.  

THE ADVENTURE STARTS
     The landscape in former Czechoslovakia would be beautiful and the summers were mostly warm with surprise thundershowers.  The winters would be colder than I was used to in the northeast United States.  About 25 percent of the population was Catholic.  Close to 75 percent of the people were agnostics and seemed to have a live-and-let-live attitude about everything.  There were several languages and dialects in a relatively small geographic area.  I felt safe going to that area after the fall of the Soviet Union and the peaceful split of Czechoslovakia in what was called the “Velvet Revolution.”  There were many refugees and orphans who escaped the not-so-peaceful civil wars and strife in Bosnia, Serbia, and other areas in that part of the world during and after the fall of the Soviet Union.

MEETING URI
     I met the headmaster of that school-orphanage in Vienna early that summer.  Uri was in his late 50s, worldly, had a stocky build, and looked more like a Mafia figure than a school principal.  He spoke four languages well and knew a little bit of English.  We talked for several hours over dinner and he invited me to visit the school the following month so I could see the school and meet some of the people I might be working with if things worked out.  For some reason, he cautioned me to not be judgmental.  “So we can see if you would fit in with our total program.  After all, we’ll all be living in close quarters for two years if things work out.  We need an English teacher, so that would be a great help.  Some of the people who support our program have business ties with the United States, so you might be able to help us there, too, or…”  He laughed, “Maybe you could help me read the directions for my new camera in English.  And I’m impressed by your Czech.  You can express yourself so that the students will be able to understand you.  Some of the students are not from the Czech Republic and speak other languages from the region, so you can help each other.”

     I knew that he was referring to the political turmoil in that part of the world, and I would be glad to help with their orphanage and school program.  My heart went out to those poor kids who had lost their homes and families.
    Uri said, “And you look athletic so you could probably help with other things, too.  We will need help with carpentry and fixing things up on our campus.”
     I told him that I would be glad to help however they needed me.

     Uri seemed glad to learn that I was also a hobby photographer; and that I liked to swim, bike, and jog.  I told him I enjoyed carpentry and painting and it would be fun to help build or fix things.  I think he was impressed by my wide range of interests.  He said I would find lots of opportunities to take pictures, and that the countryside was picturesque.  I had seen maps of that area and expected to find many narrow valleys that would have scenes fit for a calendar.
MY FIRST WEEK
     I flew in to Prague three weeks later.  The weather was the same as it was in Paris since they are on the same latitude.  Demetri met me at the airport.  He seemed happy that there would be another person on the staff.  His job description included driver, maintenance man, cook, custodian, and set designer.  I wasn’t sure if I understood him correctly because his Czech was so much more fluent than mine, and he often slipped into Russian.  Demetri was from Soviet Georgia, which made me wonder if his accent was as different from mainstream Russian as a US Georgian accent was different from mainstream American English.  I was still unable to detect accents and had to concentrate on literal translations.
     Demetri said that the weather had been exceptionally nice, but warm, and they hoped to take all the students swimming a few more times this summer.  “If it is as warm tomorrow as it had been for the last few days, we’ll all be going swimming tomorrow.”  He looked at me and said, “You will get to know your students better that way.”  Demetri laughed.  I didn’t understand the joke, but laughed anyway.  It is hard to understand puns and jokes in another language.  However, a little while later he said that the students don’t wear swimming suits, but the adults do.  He said we would be hiking to the river bank about a kilometer from the school.  I remembered telling Uri that I had been to nude beaches around the Mediterranean every time I got to Europe in warm weather. 
     Demetri asked if I would want to accompany them to their swimming beach along the river, and of course I said I would be happy to go along and would help out however they needed me.  I’ve always thought that there is nothing more beautiful than a young girl just beginning to blossom.  I would do my best not to stare, but I also wondered if it would be OK to bring one of my cameras.
     I mentioned that I felt so sorry for these boys and girls who had lost their families.  
     I was surprised when he told me it was an all-girls orphanage-school.  He said the boys went to a different orphanage and that the little kids and babies were sent on up to Russia.  “There are forty four girls there now, from age nine years old up to sixteen.  We get some of our girls from other orphanages around the area.  We share some of our grant money with them, and they need the money, even more than we do.”
     We talked about the terrible civil wars in some of the states in the former Soviet Union.  We both agreed that The Velvet Revolution was the most peaceful of all.  It was a bloodless division when Czechoslovakia split into the Czech Republic and Slovakia in 1989 – just a few years after Gorbachev’s perestroika – the dissolution of the Soviet Union.
     We mostly spoke in Czech, but I also showed off my little bit of Russian.  He drove the old van carefully along the bad roads.  It took almost three hours because the roads wound back and forth through the foothills.  He spoke fondly of many of the girls and bragged about the success rate to get so many of them adopted after just a few years.  The school was located in an isolated area about six miles from the nearest village – if you could call six houses and a little store-restaurant a village.  Besides my luggage he had a dozen boxes of food and supplies in the back of the rusty van.
     Uri welcomed me again and introduced me to Ludmila, the dance instructor-gym teacher.  She was also the supervisor in the large girl’s dormitory that held the school dining room.  In my opinion she was attractive, but seemed somewhat dykish.  She looked like she was in her early thirties, just a few years older than me, but she looked younger because she was so physically fit.  
     Uri and Demetri said that Oleg, the Science and Social Studies teacher and the main set designer and photographer, would be back from a trip in a few days.  “He is picking up two new girls for our program from another orphanage and will be back Tuesday.”  He told me that everyone on the staff was very devoted to the girls.  Nobody on the staff was married.  

     Demetri helped me carry my things to my suite above the old bus garage.  He explained that they didn’t have any busses so they used the old garage space for various things.  When we walked through it, I thought it looked like it was set up with several small stages as if for a play.
     None of the rooms in the compound were air conditioned, but at eighty four degrees Fahrenheit with high humidity it felt like I needed it.  I chided myself for being so spoiled.  And I knew that it would cool off after sundown.

     The orphanage-school was primarily funded by grants rather than the government.  I didn’t ask Uri about those grants at the time, although I thought about it much later.  “Phillip, I think you will enjoy your stay here at St. Katerina’s.  Just remember: what we do at the orphanage stays here.  We want to keep a low profile.  We run things our way and it works out fine.  Many of the girls get adopted in just a few years, and most learn to speak at least one other language.  You have to promise not to put your western cultural mores onto our school and shelter.  We are saving the lives of these students and we must keep the operation going.”

     Of course, I agreed with him – that it was important to save the lives of these students and to help them get an education. 
     We all had dinner in the spacious girl’s dormitory dining room, and I couldn’t help but feel that the girls were all checking me out.  At twenty six I was in good physical condition and worked out almost everyday.   I thought about watching them swimming the next day.  I was relieved that we adults would be allowed to wear swimming suits.

     The dining room was most of the first floor of that building, with a dozen tables next to the swinging kitchen doors, and a bussing table near the dishwasher at the other side of the dining area.  The other end of the room had a large TV and lots of couches and chairs.

     Uri, Ludmilla, and I got into a discussion about lawyers while we ate dinner.  It was hard for me to concentrate because I was looking at some of the girls and imagining them swimming nude the next day.  The conversation started when I asked about adoption papers since the girls were all orphans.  Uri and Ludmilla pointed out that they weren’t as obsessed with documents as the Americans.  Ludmilla said, “If we find someone to adopt one of the girls, then we let them take her if we think it would be a good placement.”

     Uri said that sometimes they will let a couple take one of the girls for a few weeks to see if she would work out for them.  He said, “If she doesn’t work out, then they make a substantial donation to the orphanage and try another girl.”  It wasn’t until months later that I surmised the ugly truth about these “trial periods.”   But then, it did provide the orphanage and school with much needed funds.  And the girls who returned didn’t seem to mind their “trial period,” although they wouldn’t talk with me about what they did or what the other family was like. 
     At breakfast the next morning in the girl’s dormitory I sat with Uri and Ludmilla.  Ludmilla seemed more friendly and outgoing than she had the day before.  She said, “I’m looking forward to starting school next week, Phillip.  We have been playing games and dancing too much lately.  I need to get them back into shape before we begin the new school year.”  She explained that she was the supervisor in the dormitory and that she had been administering more than the usual number of spankings lately.  She thought it was because of the more flexible summer schedule.
     Uri looked dubious.  He smiled, “I think you just like to spank them, Ludmilla.”   I detected a hint of blush in Ludmilla’s face as if he had hit the mark.

     “Well, they certainly need it.  I will probably have to spank some of them at the river today, too.  The punishment might make more of an impression with Phillip, our new man, here to watch their punishments.  I want them to learn good manners.”

     “Of course.” Said Uri.  He looked at me, “We want our girls to be especially obedient so they can be adopted sooner.”  Then he told me that Demetri was also the head cook, and that he was getting picnic lunch ready.  “Each of the girls will carry a backpack. You and I will carry one, too.  Demetri will take the van with some folding furniture and supplies for our fire and refreshments.  There are some things that we leave at the site.  The girls will each bring some of the food, and their own towels.  We have stands set up there for the girls to hang up their clothes while we’re there, and a little shelter area.  Maybe you could help us design something more permanent.  Now we use tarps to make several tents in case of sudden storms.”

     I was feeling so eager to attend this swimming party that I blurted out, “Should I bring my camera?”

     Uri and Ludmilla looked at each other.  I was worried that I seemed too eager.  Then Uri smiled and said, “Of course.  It will help you remember their names.  We should get pictures of each girl.  Bring lots of film.  I’ll bring my camera, too.”
     “Well, I suppose I don’t need to take pictures, really, because if the girls are, umm, won’t be wearing bathing suits.  So I probably couldn’t get the film developed anyway.”  I was trying to sound less eager, and figured that I might have to mail the film to my parent’s house and develop it myself when I got back to the States.
     Uri said, “Nonsense.  This is Europe and you can get any kind of pictures developed.  I’ll give your film to one of our sponsors and he will get it developed in Prague.  No problem.”  Then he chuckled and looked at Ludmilla.  “I bet our little actresses will be glad to pose for Phillip’s camera.”

     “Yes, I’m sure they will.”  Said Ludmilla.  She held up her hand a clicked her fingers twice.  The girls started clearing the dishes.  They all had jobs to do every day.  Some girls cleaned off the tables and other swept the floor or worked in the kitchen-dishwashing area. Some of them helped Ritochka with her cooking, laundry, or sewing duties.  
     Ludmilla took me back into the kitchen to meet Ritochka who was point for one of the girls to begin scraping the dishes.  They saved any left over food for the dog or the two cats who lived in the dormitory.  Ritochka was busy so Ludmilla and I walked back out into the main room  The girls were efficiently cleaning up the dining room and kitchen.  Ludmilla said, “We think that Ricochka’s grandmother was a servant to one of the czarinas, but she won’t talk about it.  You wouldn’t guess it, but she is also an accomplished seamstress and makes lots of interesting outfits for our girls to model.  She does the make-up for the girls and has lipstick and nail polish in any color to match the costumes and sets for the modeling sessions.”  
SWIMMING WITH THE GIRLS
     It was a 30 minute walk to the riverbank.  Demetri left in the van while we were getting all the girls ready to go.  We followed slowly, with some groups of girls breaking into song.  Different girls would walk beside me, taking my hand.  I tried to switch often so as not to play favorites.  The students ranged in age from around eight to about sixteen.
     Each girl tried to introduce herself in English, and I could tell they had been practicing, for example: “Hallo.  My name Gulnara.  I eleven.  Nice meet you.”  Their introductions were usually followed by a giggle.  During the walk to the river I got to meet most of the girls.  Almost half of the girls were blond.  I counted two red heads, although several of the blonds looked like they could either be a blond or red head, depending on the light.  Two girls had more olive complexions with beautiful green eyes.

     All of them were cute and there were lots of giggles and horseplay along the trail.  Two of the older girls were about five feet four, just up to my nose.  I felt funny when I held hands with the older girls, but actually, as was custom in many places in Europe, most of the girls were holding hands with another girl if they weren’t holding hands with one of us adults.

     I did lots of mental undressing as we walked – noticing which girls were already beginning to develop figures; who had the cutest bottoms, and so on.  I also noticed that none of the girls wore bras, even the older girls who had noticeable breasts.  A few of the girls knew some English words and phrases and wanted to show me.  I could tell that M-TV had already influenced these teen and pre-teen girls.  They told me the names of some of their favorite rock stars.
     One of the girls looked like she had a few extra pounds and seemed more shy than the others.  I stepped up to walk beside her and took her hand.  She gave me the biggest smile, like she couldn’t believe that I chose to hold her hand.  Her name was Sophie and when I finally got her to talk, said she was ten years old.  We walked together for a while and I asked her if she would like to play with me in the water.
     “Yes!”  Her smile would have answered even if she wouldn’t have said it.
     We arrived at the riverbank which was a relatively sandy area.  Uri and Ludmilla directed the set up of the backpacks, blankets for the sand, and so on, and soon some of the girls were undressing in the grassy area, leaving their clothes and shoes in little piles, or on hooks on their permanent clothes rack on the grassy area next to the sandy-rocky beach.  I sat on a big log to untie my shoes.  I also thought that some of them seemed disappointed that I already had on my boxer-style swimming suit under my jeans.  

     Some of the girls seemed shy and tried to cover themselves with their hands as they dashed to the water.  Other girls took their good old time, trying to give me a good look on their way to the river.  To my surprise, three of the girls got completely undressed and had noticeable tan lines.  As I was noticing that, those three girls put on two piece swimming suits and ran into the water with the naked girls.  

     Uri and Ludmilla stayed dressed and supervised the girls who were out of the water.  Demetri threw a Frisbee and a big, plastic ball to the girls in the water.  Then he worked on fastening ropes to trees in case we needed a quick shelter.  All forty four girls came to the beach party, but only forty went swimming.  Four of the older girls undressed down to their panties to sunbathe.  Uri whispered to me that it was their ‘time,’ but they would get in the water the next time we went swimming.  I nodded.  

     I became honorary life guard, and was soon giving lessons to groups of giggling girls.  Demetri joined us in the water after he had set up a table on the shore where the grown-ups would have lunch after our first swim.  He said we would be ready for the quick thunderstorms which could pop up at anytime in that part of the country.

     Some of the girls were playing with a Frisbee with Demetri in the shallow water, while I started throwing girls out into chest deep water as they tried to climb onto my shoulders.  A few of the girls did get brief shoulder rides before I flipped them into the water.  We made a game of it.  I knew that my back and shoulders would have lots of scratches, but it was worth it.  This was fun!

     Then Larissa showed me something that Oleg would do with them in the water.  Larissa laid on her back while I stood with my forearms under her hips and shoulders.  The water was just above my waist, so I had to squat down a little bit.  Then she spread out her arms and legs and a girl held on to each of Larissa’s feet or hands and tried to lay on her tummy while I turned around – pulling all four girls in a small circle.  I couldn’t go very fast, even with the four girls kicking their feet.  Actually we hardly turned a full revolution because their hands would slip off Larissa’s wrist or ankle.  Each girl wanted a turn to be in the middle.  I looked down at each girl’s pussy which was just 10 – 14 inches from my face.  Her legs were apart giving me a close-up view of her open pussy.  That’s the first time I realized that there was such a difference in clits and mounds.  Some girls had full mounds with meaty lips that completely hid her clitoral ridge, while other girls had thinner lips and a very visible clitoral ridge.  Some cracks went farther up towards a girl’s belly button, and some cracks hardly came all the way around the front.   One of the girls had an exceptionally large clit even though her pussy was almost completely bald.  All of the breasts were different, too – with variations in size, shape, firmness, nipple color, how high on the chest, the diameter of areolas. Some of the girls had puffy nipples and some of the nipples were even inverted – like a bellybutton that goes in.  I was mesmerized, and didn’t know where to look.
     While I was playing with the groups of girls I looked up on the shore and noticed that Ludmilla was laughing and taking pictures – including some of me.  I was glad to see her laugh because at first she struck me as too serious all the time – almost grim.  But, being aware of her with the camera, I tried to be more circumspect while staring at each girl’s most private parts.
     Then I had the girls let go of the hands and feet of the girl I was turning, so I was able to turn around much faster.  I also lifted the girl’s hips farther out of the water.  All of the giggling girls wanted a turn, and I was happy to oblige them – watching how their firm, little breasts jiggled and how tiny or large their lips and clits looked.  Such a wonderful variety.  

     I noticed that Sophia was watching my group so I called to her to come over.  She hopped right to me and seemed thrilled to get a turn.  She had chubby titties that looked as much baby-fat as breast tissue.  Her nipples were pale, and her bald pussy lips were full and meaty, but when she spread her legs I could see that her clitoral ridge was also large with the tiniest, pink, inner labia.  My penis had been semi hard since arriving at the river – or indeed since I had first heard about the swimming party.  But it suddenly became fully hard as I looked at Sophia’s bald pussy.

     We all played in the water as I started throwing the girls up in the air to land a few feet away.  I accidentally managed to fondle almost everybody’s breasts and ass in the course of these games.  I could no longer hide the fact that I had a raging erection, so I stayed in deeper water.  Although while wrestling around I hugged many of the girls against me or they hit my penis with either a hand or foot or are while trying to climb up on me, nobody said anything about it, so I hoped that the girls didn’t notice.

     Two of the girls near my group were trying to do handstands on the river bottom, putting their stiff legs and asses out of the water.  Then they tried to spread their legs before falling over.  One girl kept falling over, so I walked over and held her hips.  Then she opened her legs almost doing the splits which opened her pussy right in front of my waist.  I counted to ten in English and some of the other girls started counting with me.  We made it our first lesson, and each of the girls wanted a turn to be inverted while I held her hips.  The taller girls’ pussies were opening above my belly button.  Again, while we counted, I was awestruck by the variety of pussy forms. 

     When I meandered out to chest-deep water, some of the girls came out too.  I figured these were the good swimmers, so I had them do some little races.  I held my arms out and two girls would lie on their tummies with their ankles over the wrists of my outstretched arms.  Then I said, “Go!” in English, and off they went – giving me a moment’s rest while two more got into position.  

     I moved back in to waist deep water and began giving the girls a push while they floated on their backs.  After a few trials from different starting positions I would stand and the girl would float on her back and I took a foot in either hand.  I pulled the girl towards me, spreading her legs wide so that my arms were back behind me a little ways and her open pussy was almost against my stomach, and I was standing between her spread legs.  Then I would push with both arms sending her on her way.  All the girls wanted to try that, too.  With some of them I would squat a little lower in the water to get a closer look at their bald pussies – again noticing the variety of pussy lips and clittys.  What wonderful views – from just inches away!  

     Then some of the girls wanted me to hold them as they floated on their tummies and then give them a gliding push so they could float out towards the middle.  One girl explained that this was a game that Oleg played with them.  They said sometimes he put the girl on her tummy and sometimes on her back.  I could see why he would like to do that – with those firm, young breasts and bald pussy lips so close to my hungry eyes – or – when face down I could feel those firm young breasts.  I tried not to let on that I was staring, or that I enjoyed sliding my hands along their backs as they floated in the water – trying not to linger on those full, youthful bums.  
     Some of the girls were still completely flat, but many had breasts from acorn-size puffy nipples to full oranges.  Nipple color ranged from light pink to brown to reddish pink.  I noticed that many of the girls had erect nipples and others were soft or puffy.

     I held each girl for several seconds before pushing her forward while she floated on her back.  We tried to see who could glide the farthest on one push.  
     It was fascinating studying each girl’s breasts and pussy.  Some of the pubic mounds were large with full, meaty lips and some were thin with the clitoral ridge showing even when the girl had her legs together.  The girls were continually moving, giggling, splashing, and playing in the water.  I’ve probably never had a more enjoyable time in the water.
     Most of the older girls had pubic hair – from a dusting of fine blond hairs, to a fuller dark bush.  Three girls had trimmed their bush, shaving her lips and leaving a short patch of hair above their cracks.  And several of the older girls puzzled me at first when I noticed they had wispy hairs in their armpits, but not on their pussies.  On closer, circumspect inspection I figured they had been shaved.  At the time I wondered why they did that, but didn’t ask Uri or Demetri until much later.  And by then I already knew the answer.
     I was enjoying playing with these girls in the water – slipping my hands all over them during the course of our games.  The girls came right back to me for another turn no matter what we were doing.  I’m sure they noticed that I was looking closely at their private areas.

     Then I picked up one of the girls by putting my arms under her back and knees and throwing her out to deeper water.  Soon they all wanted to do that, too.  I was actually relieved to see that some of the younger girls started a game of tag in the shallow water.  Then one of the eleven year olds with cute little cupcake titties and a meaty, bald mound, suggested that I let her ride on my shoulders.  We kept playing and horsing around with a constant stream of nubile pre-teens wanting me to pick them up or throw them in the water.  
      Natasha said, “Oleg likes me to lie on my tummy and then he pushes me like a little boat.”  She was standing next to my right hip and was suddenly lying on her tummy, floating right in front of me.  I put one hand under her tummy and my right hand under her knees but she said, “No, like one hand on my chest and one hand on my hips and then he pushes me.”

     I knew right then that Oleg had been feeling this girl up, because when I put my hands where she said, I was holding one of her cupcakes in my left hand with my right hand on her left knee.  It took me a minute to get my hands in position as she floated in front of me, but I was in no hurry.  Natasha was in no hurry either and seemed to enjoy having me get a good grip on her breast and knee.  I purposefully squeezed her right breast harder, and asked, “Like this?” She still had her head up out of the water.
     “Yes.  That’s it, Mr. Phillip.  Squeeze tight and then push me with both your hands, like one on top and one on my knee.”  She put her face down in the water with her hands together in front of her head, so I gave her breast another, even firmer squeeze and then pushed her away with my right hand on her left knee.  She floated out about ten feet and came right back.  “Yes, that’s it.  That’s the way Oleg does it.”  Then the other girls wanted a turn.

     I was worried that I had been too obvious about squeezing Natasha’s breast so instead of having another girl float on her tummy, I picked up two girls – one in each arm – with my forearm under their bottoms and began bouncing and turning with them – pretending I was an old-fashioned washing machine shaking them back and forth.  They hugged me and giggled as I bounced them around.  They liked to rub their hands through the dark hair on my chest.  
     Uri said it was time for lunch.  Some of the girls headed to the shore, just twenty feet away and a little upstream.  The bottom was mostly a sandy-mud, but there were many rounded pebbles, just like their beach.  One of the girls said, “Mr. Phillip, I have to pee.  Can you hold me?”

     “What?”  I answered softly.  Most of the other girls were heading back so there were only the three twelve year olds near me.

     Valentina said, “Um, when we have to pee we’re supposed to be downstream from our swimming area, but it gets deeper and I’m umm, not a good swimmer.  Oleg would hold me so I didn’t drift too far downstream where it’s over my head.”
     The other two girls nodded.  Zoya said, “That’s right, Mr. Phillip.  Oleg holds us while we pee.”

     I wasn’t sure if they were telling the truth, but I knew that I couldn’t get out of the water just then anyway, because of the big tent in my swimming trunks, so I held Valentina and stepped a few feet downstream.  That’s when she said, “Oleg thinks I’m kidding him and that I don’t really have to pee, so he puts his hand right under me so he can feel if the warm water comes out.”

     She had me stand with my knees apart and bent, and she kept her hands around my neck as she squatted with her feet on my knees.  Only our heads were out of the water.  “Put your hand against me and then you’ll feel the warm water so you’ll know I’m telling the truth.  Put it right against me, like where I pee from.”

     I still didn’t know if she was telling me the truth, but I went along with her instructions and put my hand against her bare pussy.  “Like this?”

     “Yes.  Hold it there.  And then you’ll know that I really do have to pee.”  I could feel her clitty against the palm of my hand and then I felt the warm pee begin coming out between my fingers.  I held my hand there until she was done.  She kept wiggling while she was peeing, which effectively rubbed her clitty against my hand.  I wasn’t sure what to do, but kept looking into her face.  She just looked back and smiled as she kept peeing and rubbing herself gently against my hand.  Soon the warm water stopped.  I let her wiggle a moment longer and the let her step down off my knees.
     “Thank you, Mr. Phillip.  I’m afraid of the deep water.  Thanks for holding me.”  I pushed her back towards the bank.
     The other two girls wanted me to help them, too.  Zoya was the girl with the noticeable bush, even though it was wispy and blond.  I felt the hair flowing in the little bit of water between my hand and her bare pussy as she, too, peed.  I could feel the warmth.  She rubbed herself against my hand, too.  Then Olya also had to pee.  

     After the three of them went up to the shore I tried to think about my grandmother, or a dead puppy, or anything to help my cock relax, and then I went up to join everybody for lunch.  

     Uri said he was glad that it didn’t rain on our party.  Ludmilla asked me if I wanted to get pictures of the girls.  I think she was hoping that some of the naked girls would balk, giving her an excuse to spank them.
     Before I was finished eating, Ludmilla told some of the younger girls that they should all pose in front of the tree that was a few feet in front of me.  She picked a shy girl to come first.  The girl said she was too embarrassed, so Ludmilla took her hand and led her over to a big log next to the adults.  She had the girl bend over the log with her feet apart.  “You don’t want your picture taken, but is this embarrassing, Raisa?  Mr. Phillip can see you plainly now.  He can see your bottom and your pussy.  He’ll see you bottom get redder with each spank.”  She gave the girl five quick swats, but none of them were very hard.  
     Raisa stood up and blushed.  Then she smiled at me.  “You can take my picture, Mr. Phillip.  I’m sorry.”
     I was glad Ludmilla didn’t spank the girl hard, because I suspected that she had been through plenty of trauma already in her first nine years of life.  Then she stood and posed for me.  “You’re very pretty, Raisa.  I hope you’ll like this picture.  I’ll show it to you when the pictures come back.”
     Ludmilla had the girls who were wearing swimming suits take them off for the pictures.  She said, “I like to have some of the girls with stark tan lines.  Makes a nice variety of pictures that way.”

     I noticed that many of the girls pinched their nipples before coming over to get their pictures taken.  I wondered why they did that, but I could see that their nipples were much stiffer and more defined, with the hard bb-sized bump in the center of each nipple.

     Ludmilla called the girls over in alphabetical order so we wouldn’t miss anybody.  I got a front and back shot of each girl, and Ludmilla encouraged them each to strike an interesting pose for me.   Some of the girls did hand-stands, or a back bend, or some Yoga position, or on hands and feet looking back at me between their knees.  The girls watched and giggled, each trying to outdo the others.  Some begged to do two special poses for me and Ludmilla usually let them after they demonstrated the other pose they wanted to do.  Ludmilla said, “I don’t know if Mr. Phillip wants to take so many pictures of each of you.”  She turned to me, “Do you mind taking a few more pictures?  These girls are acting so silly today.”  She asked me while Larissa was straddling Sophia with their bottoms towards me and looking around at my camera.  Sophie was lying on the ground on her back with her feet up my her bottom and her knees were laying almost to the ground.  Larissa was over her with her face against Sophie’s face and her knees wide apart so their two pussies formed one long crack.  Both girls were trying to stifle their giggles.  

     I took the picture, then another at a slightly different angle.  “I don’t mind at all.  Like you said, this will help me remember their names… the names of each of these silly girls!”  And I laughed.
   Within forty minutes I shot four and a half 36-exposure rolls of film on my 35mm Nikon.  I also took pictures of groups of five girls - front and back - as they held hands.  Ludmilla said she would write their names on the pictures for me so that I could learn their names faster.  She said, “The pictures will be back in about two weeks, and you’ll probably remember many of the names by then since all of these girls will be in your classes, but we’ll review them together anyway.   I was worried about my budget, since shot almost two hundred pictures so far, including pictures of the school and the other buildings, but Ludmilla said they worked closely with a photo lab in town and it wouldn’t cost me anything.
     After I took the group pictures, the groups ran back to the river.  Each group giggled and invited me to come into the water to play with them some more.  I wasn’t sure if “play with me” had the same double meaning in Czech as in English, but suspected it might.

     I was much bolder when I got back in the water with the girls – feeling every breast while pretending to help them swim, or throw them up in the air, or float on their backs.  I even felt up the flat girls.  I also noticed girls going downstream to stand still for a few minutes before coming back to join the group. 
     We played in the water for another hour after lunch and our picture-taking session.  Then Uri said it looked like a storm coming up.  We broke came and each of us carried a backpack back to the school, beating a storm that came up just before we reached the shelter of the girl’s dorm.
THE SECOND WEEK 
     I was assigned to teach four English classes and two math classes each day.   There were 15 to 20 students in each class and in my homeroom.   

     At dinner in the cafeteria I sat with Uri, Ludmilla, Oleg, and Demetri while teams of girls delivered the bowls or platters of food so we could all eat family style.  All of the girls rotated through the various jobs in the cafeteria and in the school as a whole – cleaning, emptying trash, washing dishes, doing laundry, etc.  Uri said it was part of their overall vocational training.
     The girls, ages nine to fifteen, all attended my English classes and half of them were also in one of my math classes.  It was a nice teaching experience because the girls were motivated to do their best.  We played games and had contests.  They wore uniforms to class - short dresses and white blouses with white ankle socks and gym shoes.  The blouses were sheer – and loose enough – so that I could tell that none of the girls wore a bra. 
     Ludmilla was the physical education and dance instructor.  Occasionally we collaborated to come up with ways to mix all of the subjects together.  I remember when we were learning angles; we measured the angle between each girl’s legs in various dance positions.  Ludmilla stressed that it was necessary for the girls to learn to spread her legs wide.  She didn’t laugh when she said this and none of the girls giggled, because they had heard it many times before.  I wasn’t sure if Ludmilla was just referring to dancing.

     Demetri joined two sawed-off meter sticks at one end with a single bolt and a wing nut so we could hold one against the girl’s leg that was on the ground and put the other meter stick against the girl’s raised leg.  Then, whoever was doing the measuring would tighten the wing nut and we would then measure the angle.  I always enjoyed doing measurements with the girls so they could convert from metric to American units of measure.  The girls enjoyed this, too.  Sometimes in class I would have them take each other’s measurements and then I would verify their findings – with inadvertent feels – and then we would convert the measurements on paper.  The girls followed directions quickly and none of them seemed overly shy about exposing her panties.  I suppose it was because of our swimming excursions.
THE THIRD WEEK
     On Tuesday, Ludmilla came into my classroom after school with a big envelope full of pictures from our swimming party.  She gave them to me with a smile and complimented my photography.  “Our sponsors got these developed for you.  They liked your pictures, too.  I put some of the pictures that I took that day in with yours.  This way you can write the girls’ names on the pictures so you will remember all the names.”  She liked to kid me about how I pronounced some of the names.  She also chided me because I couldn’t remember some of the girls’ names yet.  “This will help you remember their names, Phillip, and I hope you like the pictures.  We might be able to use your photography skills.”
     I looked through the color pictures – all glossies, roughly five by seven.  The pictures were great, and all most all of them showed the cute naked girls in intimate detail.  The pictures that Ludmilla had taken of me in the water playing with the girls caught me looking right at various girls’ hairless pussies.  It looked like I was staring at them.  Some of Ludmilla’s pictures showed me in the process of throwing a girl up in the air, or putting a girl on my shoulders, or in other compromising positions – pictures that showed my hand on a young breast or pussy.  Ludmilla smiled as I looked through the pictures.  “I’m glad you like our girls, Phillip.  They like you, too.  And…”  She paused, “We won’t show these pictures to anybody else if you in the picture.”  She turned and left, leaving all the photos with me.
      The next night, over a few bottles of wine with the adults, Uri shared his theory that during periods of ethnic civil wars over the previous five years, it was often only the young girls who were spared.  He felt that boys who were old enough to fire a gun, often did, and therefore many of them got killed – while either fighting, or after getting captured.  Girls, babies, or very old people, were often the only ones spared.  I was horrified, but then accepted that maybe for that part of the world that was just the way things were.  I was glad to be helping these girls get an education.
     Oleg said he thought that maybe our sponsors had something to do with who was spared by offering a reward for cute girls turned over to one of their orphanages.  Uri gave him a look that he had gone too far, and the subject was changed back to school topics, or weather, politics, food, and favorite wines.  It was decided that we would have one more bottle before putting the girls to bed.  They had been relatively quiet – all working on homework or finishing up chores – while we sat on the stuffed couches on the far end of the dining room near the only television set.  The set was off because there was only one station, and that night there was a Czech dubbed version of Bonanza playing.  It sounded to me like Hoss had a bad cold!
     They had a videotape player, but it was different than the tape players in the US.  Sometimes they would get movies in English and I would help translate while all of us watched the movie.  The girls would bring their blankets and pillows and lay on the floor between our stuffed couches and chairs and the big TV.  
     I loved those “movie nights.”  Each of us adults would hold one or more girls on our laps.  Positions changed every time we took a little break.  One night I noticed that the girl Oleg was holding on his lap began making noises as if she was very sexually excited.  They were sitting on one of the other couches so I wasn’t real close.  Oleg was sitting up and they had a blanket wrapped around them, like the rest of us. Oleg and Galina only had their heads sticking out from the blanket.  I couldn’t tell what position they were in, except that both were facing the TV.  I glanced over there a few times and was surprised that none of the other adults or girls acknowledged her pleasure moans.  Everybody ignored her sounds which I thought was odd, especially since the girls seemed to tease each other about everything else.
     She wasn’t as loud as the adventure movie we were watching, but we could tell when she reached her orgasm, because she was moving and moaning in short, staccato breaths.  One of the other girls started giggling.  The girls beside the giggling girl scooted away from her and sent her warning glances.  Then Ludmilla clicked her finger and pointed to the giggling girl.  She looked back at Ludmilla, who also had a girl on her lap.  Ludmilla held up five fingers and pointed to the side of the room.  

     A little while later we took a break and everybody stood up.  During this first break the girls made popcorn and got something to drink.  Some of the girls waited on the adults, and I asked for a beer.  There were several brands that I’ve never seen in the US, but I love their rich beers.   A few years ago I read that the brewers in the Czech Republic were able coin the name “Czech Beer” which can only be used on beers brewed in certain parts of their country.  Anyway, two girls giggled and raced off the get me a beer as Ludmilla signaled for me to come with her to spank the girl who giggled when the girl on Oleg’s lap was having an orgasm.  At least that’s what it sounded like to me.

     Ludmilla had the girl flip up her skirt, pull down her panties and hold her ankles.  I watched as Ludmilla gave the offender five quick smacks with her right hand.  Then Ludmilla explained to me, “Girls are taught to ignore those kinds of noises – wherever they are – in the dorm, or here watching a video, or wherever.  I want them to feel free to make noises when they need to.  We encourage our girls to enjoy pleasure and we don’t want them to stifle their pleasure noises.  Then she looked at Cermaka, “Do you want Mr. Phillip to give you another five spanks?”
     Cermaka said, “No.  I mean, not unless you think he should.”

     Ludmilla smiled at me.  “We like the girls to have discipline and to accept authority.  Why don’t you give her three spanks?”  She motioned for Cermaka to get back in position.

     I gave her rosy bottom another three spanks.

     Ludmilla said, “Give Mr. Phillip your panties, Cermaka.  He will give them back to you next week.  You are not allowed to wear panties again until he gives this pair back to you.  Do you understand?”

     “Yes, Mam.”  She stepped out of her panties and handed them to me.  I put them in my pocket.  Cermaka blushed and so did I.  I knew I would sniff them when I got back to my room.  

     Then we all went back into the TV area.  I took a big sip of that delicious, cold brew and sat on the couch.  A different girl climbed onto my lap.  I put a blanket over us and tucked it in so that my right arm could reach my beer which was on an end table between the two couches.  My mind was running wild.  This place was bizarre.  I loved it, but also had a sense of fear.  

     We settled in to watch the rest of the movie.  Lexa was in my afternoon English class and I knew she was eleven.  She was also very cute and quiet, although she had a good sense of humor.  I put my left hand around her so it rested on her left thigh.  Without saying anything, she turned slightly and put her foot up on the couch between my knees and opened her legs.  My left arm was around her back and my left hand was now on the inside of her left thigh.  As the movie progressed my hand began moving.  After finishing my beer I pulled my right hand under the blanket and rested it on her tummy, reaching under her right arm.  She took my hand in both her hands and placed my hand on her left breast.  We kept watching the movie while I fondled her breasts under the blanket, sometimes slipping my hand inside her loose-fitting blouse.  
     I noticed that Uri, Ludmilla, Oleg, and Demetri each had a girl on their laps.  Everyone was under a blanket because the air cooled off quickly after sundown.  A few minutes later, Lexa took my right hand down between her legs and placed my hand on her panties.  Part of me felt like I shouldn’t continue to fondle my student like this, but we were all there watching a movie together and my fingers began moving of their own accord.  Soon one of my fingers slid into the leg hole of her panties and I found myself rubbing it in her slit which seemed wet and slippery.  I whispered in her ear, “Lexa, is this OK with you?”
     She didn’t say anything.  She laid her head back on my shoulder; turned her head and kissed my cheek.  Then she put her head back up to watch the movie.  I continued to rub her slit.  I could feel that she was getting wetter as I rubbed.  I began flicking my fingernail over her clitty.  

     It worried me when she started moving more on my lap.  She couldn’t hold still as I kept flicking her clitty with my left hand and pinching her nipple with my right.  She was breathing louder but nobody looked at us.  I saw that the girls who were sitting on one of the adults’ laps were all squirming around, looking blankly towards the TV.  Lexa grabbed my hand and pressed it against her pussy as she came.  Fortunately, Lexa was very quiet about her orgasm.
     I tried not to look directly at any of the other adults until Lexa finished her soft moans. They weren’t nearly as loud as the girl who had an orgasm earlier, but I was self-conscious about this noise.  As she stopped I heard the girl on Uri’s lap begin to breathe harder.   I snuck sideways glances at the other adults and each of them had a girl who seemed about ready to cum.  Then I noticed, while pretending to get one last sip of beer, that some of the positions the girls were in were not the normal sitting-on-a-lap positions.  The girl on Ludmilla’s lap looked more like she was on her hands and knees across her lap.  The girl on Uri’s lap had an ankle and foot up on the arm rest next to Uri’s right hand, and her other foot and ankle were sticking out of the blanket on the other side of his blanket.  It looked like that girl – a twelve year old – was doing the splits over his lap.
     Then I watched the rest of the movie while Lexa rubbed my chest affectionately with her hand.  It was almost as if she was purring.  She was hot and sexy.  But she was only eleven.  I felt good and bad at the same time.  Lexa was one of the cutest girls at the school, and all of the girls were cute.  I began to wonder – not for the last time – why almost all of the girls were so pretty.  None of them were homely.  It didn’t seem normal to me.
     After the movie, the girls began straightening up the room and took the pillows and blankets to their dorm rooms.  Some of the girls cleaned up the bottles, pop corn bowls, and glasses.

     That night in my room I wondered about what was going on in that orphanage-school.  I considered leaving, but I knew I shouldn’t report them because that would jeopardize the whole orphanage.  And I remembered that Ludmilla had those pictures of me playing with the girls in the river.  So I decided to go along with things for now.  After all, nobody was hurting the girls.  They sure seemed to enjoy everything, even though some of them had been through some really rough times not too many years earlier.  I reflected on the reason Uri had given me sometime during the first week of why he changed all of the girl’s names.  Every new student was given a new first and last name.  Those were the only names we used.  Yes, something was definitely fishy there at the orphanage.  If some distant cousin or aunt tried to track down the people missing from a war-torn area, they wouldn’t track them to the orphanage.  
     The next day, everybody seemed perfectly normal.  The only difference I noticed was that Lexa smiled more in class and tried her best to get every question right.  I asked her to see me after school.

     She came back into my classroom after everybody else had left.  I said, “Lexa, I’m sorry about last night, if I offended you.  I probably shouldn’t have touched you that way.”

     “It felt good.  I liked it.  Thank you.” She said.
     “Did you sleep OK?”

     “Yes, but then I wished you were holding me.”  She blushed.
     “But do the adults always do that with you girls during the movies?”

     She looked around.  In almost a whisper, she said, “We’re not supposed to talk about it.  But it felt good, Mr. Phillip.  Thank you.  I’m glad you like me.”

     We heard Uri’s loud shoes coming down the hall.  Lexa said, “Pretend you’re spanking me if he asks questions.” She bent over quickly and pulled down her panties.  She stepped out of them and grasped her ankles.  

     I spanked her as Uri walked into my room.  He saw what I was doing and smiled.  “Very good, Phillip.  These girls need to learn discipline.  Let me make sure you’re spanking her hard enough.”  He watched while I gave Lexa more spankings.  These spanks were loud enough so I knew each one stung her bottom.  

     After my first swat with Uri watching, Lexa said, “Eight!  Thank you, Sir.” 

     When she said, “Fifteen!  Ow…  thank you, Sir.”  Uri turned and walked out, closing the door behind him.  I gave Lexa a few more audible smacks.  

     When we heard Uri’s shoes go back into the office, I said, “I’m sorry, Lexa, was that too hard?”

     “No.  It gave me tingles.  Thank you, Mr. Phillip.  You can spank me anytime.”

     “Does Ludmilla spank you harder?”

     She smiled.  “Mr. Phillip, really, we’re not supposed to talk about anybody except with Uri, and we have to tell him the truth.”  Then she smiled at me and whispered.  “Yes, she spanks harder.  Lots harder.  But if you take your spankings like a big girl, then she gives us a little buzzer treatment, and that feels good.  So it’s not so bad.  But…”

     “But what?”  I asked, whispering like her.

     “But it’s embarrassing, because usually she has two or three or even five or six girls to spank and she spanks us one at a time in different positions and then uses the buzzer while the other girls watch.  But I like watching her do that to the other girls, but it’s embarrassing like when I get those noisy tingles with the other girls watching me.  If we had time I would want you to rub me for a little bit.  Like I get so wet when somebody spanks me.”
     “Do they… the other girls…” she held up her hand because we could hear Uri coming out of his office again.  

     “I have to go.” She whispered.  She handed me her panties and opened the door.  In a louder voice she said to me, “I’ll be good tomorrow, Mr. Phillip, then I can earn my panties back.”  She turned and left as Uri approached my room.

     “It’s good you are using more discipline, Phillip.  I see you took her panties.  She is not allowed to wear panties until she does a good job in class.  And if your want, you can spank her again after school and then give them back to her.  It’s one of our little customs here.  I don’t think the girls mind.  They do try to do good work in school, don’t they?”

     “Yes.  They try hard.”

     “We have other little customs, too, Phillip, which you’ll learn over time.”

THE FOURTH WEEK
   I began to notice more strange things after the first few weeks.  I didn’t notice sooner because it took so much of my attention to keep ahead in all the subjects because of lingering language shortcomings on my part, especially in the sciences.  I enjoyed seeing their different historical perspectives, but a series of little events woke me from my naïve blindness.
     I noticed several patterns that didn’t fit in with my experiences with schools in the US.  I figured some of these things were because it was a residential school and that all of the girls had jobs.  However, I couldn’t figure out why two or three nights a week, several of the girls wore dresses and high heels to the cafeteria while the other girls were in their jeans or shorts and gym shoes.  These dressed-up girls stood by a table that was at least a foot higher than the other dining room tables.  They didn’t sit down during dinner.  Usually I left right after dinner because the girls were starting to clean up, and I wanted to go finish grading papers or read a book, or even go for a long walk.  Whenever I stayed in the cafeteria longer, I saw that one of the adults or visitors would escort one or two of these dressed-up girls out of the cafeteria and back towards the guest area in the rear of the girl’s dormitory.

     Also, once or twice a week, a large, black car would pull up to the school.  Uri always bent over backwards to welcome these visitors.  Usually it was two well-dressed but rough looking characters, and a smiling but stern, attractive, younger woman.  Sometimes other men were with them.  Uri would come into my room with the woman and without introducing her they would take one, or two, or even three of the girls out of the classroom with them.  
     One night I asked Uri who they were and he explained that they were from a group that provided most of the funds to keep the program going – the food, books, heat, clothing, everything that it took to keep the school and orphanage going.  

     I asked him why they always took one or more of my students with them for several hours at a time.  He said it was part of the “charm lessons,” a program the orphanage was involved in to help the girls get adopted sooner.  The woman always brought them back to my room all cleaned up and dressed up – high heels, short, dressy dress, make-up, jewelry, etc.  Uri said they provided haircuts and even some clothing, and taught the girls more city manners.  I didn’t know what he meant and wondered what was really going on.  He said that the school received very generous contributions from their group and that I should just accept certain things, because those things kept the whole program afloat.  He also said again that this beauty training helps get some of the girls adopted sooner.  
     I gave him a questioning look, so he explained farther, “They get the girls all fixed up and take pictures, and its easier to find places for them if people can see really nice pictures of the girls … because they are very cute, aren’t they?”

     “Yes.  All of the girls here seem cute.”  I had noticed it before and wondered why there were no homely girls.  At first I thought it was just the Eastern European genes or something, but it was more than that.
     When I asked him about the girls who wore high heels and dresses to dinner, he said the same thing – that it was part of their “charm school” training, and they had to learn to talk with different men and women.  He said that was also why they wanted the girls to learn English.  “So they can talk to different men or women who might visit us to see about adoption, and it will certainly help them with their various careers later in life.”
     I agreed with that, but his other explanations seemed fishy to me.

THE FIFTH WEEK

     The sponsors would take the girls, or sometimes just one girl, out of my class in the morning and they would usually be gone for three hours.  When the girls came back to my classroom later, they had different clothes on, fancy hair styles, and were wearing make-up.  They seemed happy – even proud – of their new-found ‘charm,’ so I didn’t question the ‘charm school’ reasoning, at least not at first.
     Uri warned me when I asked him about it the third time, that they were generous supporters of our orphanage school and that sometimes I must mind my own business and just go along with their customs.   He implied that if I wouldn’t go along with things, they would transfer me to another location.  He said, “You don’t want to see the whole place shut down, do you?”
     “No.”  It really was a safety net that kept many kids from starvation or who knows what.  “I’ll help you however I can.  Is there anything I can do?”

     He looked at me, but didn’t say anything.   He nodded and walked back towards his office. 

     Each of the girls who were chosen to go to the charm school for four hours in the middle of the day seemed both excited and nervous … but not afraid.  That gave me the sense that whatever was going on must be OK.  I suspected that the girls who lived in the dormitory would share everything with each other so that if there was anything to fear, they would be reluctant – instead of excited – about leaving the classroom.  When the girls came back, I could smell them coming into the classroom.  They were uncharacteristically giddy and full of giggles and smiles.  They pantomimed being movie stars with exaggerated smiles and poses.  Their faces had on make up, and they had ribbons in their fancied-up hair.  After their first trip, Uri stopped in my classroom when the girls arrived back at school, and he told each of them how pretty she looked.  So I took his lead and gave each of them compliments, too.
     Some of the prettiest girls had gone to a charm school session several times.  I noticed a slight change in their behavior towards me – a twenty four year old male at that time.  One of the eleven year old girls who had gone to ‘charm school’ several times began to display a sexually teasing behavior towards me that wasn’t there before she started the beauty program.  However, she was cute and disarming, and just reaching puberty so I thought maybe she was becoming aware of her feminine charms – something natural that happens all over the world.
     The school enrollment was constantly changing, as is the nature of orphanages all over the world, I guess, but I noticed that the prettiest charm school girls seemed to get adopted or transferred to Moscow, Prague, or some other large city more frequently than the other girls.  But sometimes they would come back to us after being gone just a week or two.  There were usually about 65 students – all female – most between the ages of nine and sixteen.  I had written to my Mother after I started teaching there, and she had sent me a box of 100 T-shirts of various sizes – each with a rock star silk screened on the front.  The girls loved them.
THE SIXTH WEEK

     One evening, about six weeks after I arrived at the school, I was working late and went down the empty halls towards the storage room in the basement.  Demetri, the night custodian had the lights on and was looking at pictures in a filing cabinet that was tucked away behind the barrel of floor cleaner.  I said hello to him.  He closed the drawer and nodded at me.  
     The next day I arrived early – way before the other staff – and went to the storage room in the basement.  I was surprised to find the door unlocked, but then most of the doors were unlocked.  I felt like a spy as I closed the door behind me before pulling the string to the ceiling light.  The top drawer of the filing cabinet was not closed all the way.  This was the drawer that was open the other night when Demetri saw me and put something away quickly.

     I opened the drawer.  It was full of manila envelopes – the kind that tied with a string and could be reused.  It was what they called an ‘inner-office’ mail envelope that had rows of lines where you could forward documents within the school or orphanage system.  There were about thirty envelopes in the top drawer.  Some were much thicker than others.  I thought it was probably school files of some sort.

      There was scratched out writing on the top lines of the first envelope until the name, “Alya” I flicked through the next dozen envelopes.  Alya was followed by Aleksandra, then Anya, Antonina (Tonya), Galya, Katya, Lena, Liza, Evgenie (Zhenya), Elizaveta (Liza), Inessa, Inna, Irina, Julia (Yulya)… and so on – in alphabetical order according to the proper name.  I picked one - Ekatrina.  I pulled it out and opened it, unwrapping the string that was looped around the little cardboard ring on the back.  I flipped up the top and looked inside.  There were a dozen or so pictures of Ekatrina, who we called Katya, a little blond girl who had been adopted just the month before.  The first picture showed the eleven year old just like when I had first met her with at the beginning of the school year – on my very first roster of students.  In the first picture she was cute but somewhat dirty and unkempt with raggedy clothes.  The next pictures showed her at a make-up table after a haircut.  I remembered when she got that haircut three weeks earlier.  She came back to school with her hair done and was wearing make-up.  At the time I thought the transformation was amazing - a marvelous improvement.  She looked so much prettier and older than the ragamuffin who left my classroom with the charm school teachers.
     In the next picture she was not wearing a shirt while someone was applying make-up under her left eye.  Ekatrina’s breasts were just beginning to develop – puffy, pink nipples on very small mounds of white flesh.  The next series of pictures depicted the full metamorphosis to beautiful, young girl.  She was smiling into the camera.  Three pictures later she was wearing the craziest outfit I had ever seen, on a photo set that was just as crazy as her outfit.  Over the last six photos Ekatrina went from fully clothed in that exotic outfit to a fully nude shot of her from behind as she posed on her elbows and knees.  She was nude except for the high heels and lacy ankle socks.  Ekatrina was bent slightly so she could look back and smile at the camera.  The last picture showed a close-up of Ekatrina’s open pussy and ass.  I could see a smear of whitish sexual excitement beginning to ooze out of her vagina.  

     Before putting the last picture back in the big envelope I noticed that her inner lips were tiny, as if her labia weren’t fully formed yet.  She was hot and sexy in those photos, not at all like the shy girl who was in my class that first week of school.  I wondered where she went and who adopted her.
     Before closing the drawer I fingered through the other stack of envelopes – thirty at least, and some of them were much thicker, containing stacks of photos.

     I had to close the drawer and go get a box of chalk to take back to my classroom, in case anyone wondered what I was doing in there.  Something told me I should be cautious.
MEASURING THE GIRLS
     The next day, Thursday, Uri stopped by my room at the end of the day and asked me how things were going.  “Fine.”  I said.  “There is so much to learn.  And I do want to see this place keep going.”

     “Some of you Americans are so self-righteous and proud, but you don’t seem that way, Phillip.  Do you really want to help us out?”  There was a question on his face.
     “Yes, and I’m trying to remain non-judgmental, because I’m the visitor here.  I’m not in Kansas anymore.”

     “I don’t know where Kansas is.”  He said.

     “I’m not really from there, Uri.  It’s a saying.  It means things here aren’t the same as where I came from.  I think we all need to make sacrifices to keep this place going.”

     “In some ways you do seem more open-minded than what we normally think about Americans.  After all you like nudist beaches.”

     I laughed, “I love nude beaches.  And rivers!”  We both laughed, remembering that trip to the river with the girls.  “But it’s getting too cold and too dark to go to the river tonight.  I’m sorry to see that the weather is cooling off.”

     “Well, I’m glad that you don’t seem upset by nudity.  We’ve talked about it.  I needed to know how you really felt about it.”

     I remembered that we had talked about nudism and culture and the Victorian era on the first night we met.  We agreed that too much negative energy that went into the governmental quashing of freedoms like that.  I said, “Uri, I know that this orphanage and school is literally saving the lives of these girls.  They have to make little sacrifices, too.  After all, they are getting room and board and an education.”  I was referring to the fact that everyone on the staff, and probably those visitors, too, got to see our youthful students au natural.
     He seemed kind of in a hurry, “Yes.  Exactly.  Anyway, if you really want to help, and if you can keep an open mind, I might be able to use your help tomorrow night when we have a … well; it’s a type of screening test.  We could use your help with props and measurements and things like that.  You might even enjoy it.  Ludmilla says you enjoy measuring the girls in your math classes.  It would be a big help with our finances if you help us get these other measurements tomorrow night.”
     I laughed, “Well, I don’t have any plans this weekend.”  It had looked like it would be another boring weekend with reading, working out, and writing letters.  “What’s going on?  What can I do to help, Uri?”

     We need to get pictures and some measurements for nine of our students.  Like a screen test as you might say it, but it’s also a way to track their individual growth and development.  Like in Hollywood.  Ludmila will do the make-up and any shaving if necessary, but you could help with costumes, props, and measurements.  The girls love these sessions, but we’ll need your help so we can get this all done tomorrow night.  The girls will help as much as they can, but still we need a few adults to keep things going.  And I hear you like measuring the girls in your math classes.”

     I knew he was referring to how I measured the angles between the girls legs so we could practice using our geometry tools.  I always rubbed the knuckle of my forefinger across the girl’s panties to rub her clitty for a few seconds while I pretended to fasten the wing nut on the big wooden compass that Demetri made for me.  Other girls were watching as I tightened the nut, moving my hand with each turn.  I had to press in against the girl’s panties whose “angle” we were measuring.  Usually the girl put one foot up on a desk and kept one foot on the floor while I measured.  Sometimes a girl would lie on her back on the floor with one of her friends pulling on each ankle to spread her legs as far apart as possible.  

     This became one of their favorite math exercises.  By the end of my sixth moth as a teacher I would have at least a few girls each week tell me they had been stretching their legs so they could make a wider angle and they wanted me to measure them after school.  And by then they also suggested that I let them take their panties off first so I could get a better measurement!  Since I had kept the original homework papers on angles I had each girl’s beginning angle as a benchmark, and could graph their development.  I did both standing and lying-on-the-floor measurements.  They started stacking books on the desktop to help raise the leg higher.  Once, kind of as a joke since I knew what they really wanted, I said, “Maybe if I rub you for a little bit it will help your muscles relax so you can spread wider.”  To my surprise they loved the idea.
     Anyway, I said to Uri, “Well sure.  I’ll help however I can.”  I remembered the batch of pictures I saw in the file drawer, and felt a twitch in my trousers.  I also remembered how cute the girls were at the river – so playful and accustomed to being naked.  
     When I went back to my room, I told myself that the girls seemed to enjoy it, too, and that it did provide the necessary money to keep the orphanage and school open, and that they weren’t really harmed.  Actually, I was arguing with myself, but finally agreed that the girls weren’t being harmed and that they were all pretty, which might have been a factor that saved them in the first place.  They always came back smiling after those charm school sessions.
HELPING WITH THEIR PHOTOGRAPHY PROJECTS

     As usual, I worked out right after school, and did some jogging.  After my shower, about seven, I went over to the dining room in the girl’s cafeteria to meet Uri.  There seemed to be more than the usual number of giggles whenever I interacted with any of the students.  I commented to the girls who were standing at the high table that they looked especially pretty tonight.  These nine girls were dressed in short skirts and high heels, as if they were going to a charm school lesson that night.  I was so curious about what kinds of measurements Uri wanted me to help with.
     Usually the grown-ups all sat at the same table, but that night Uri invited me to sit with him with him at a table with six of the girls from my class.  We made polite conversation, with the girls trying to use some of their English.

     Ulia said, “We tastes good tonight, Mr. Phillip.” 

     I laughed, and thought to myself as I nodded to her that she was probably right!  “The food tastes good.”  I corrected her.

     As the girls started clearing off the dishes, Uri said, “These are some of the girls I will need help with tonight, Phillip.”
     “I’ll be glad to help.” And I pledged to myself not to be judgmental, even if it did entail some erotic photography.  At that time I was torn, and thinking about what is “right” for these girls.  I wondered if this was a type of child abuse.  I remembered the compromising photos that Ludmilla had taken, so I knew I couldn’t go to any authorities after she had proof that I had already been playing with these girls in a sexual way.  And I didn’t want to see the place shut down anyway, because after all, these girls were getting a good education besides just room and board.  But then I felt a twitch in my trousers while watching two ten year olds with budding breasts work together to carry a tray back towards the kitchen.  I imagined them naked and wanted to see them.  I confess.  I wanted to see them.
     The rooms we went in must have been an apartment at one time, because there seemed to be a living room, dining room, kitchen, and bedroom.  As is often the case in that part of the world, the bathroom was “community style,” and down the hall.  This room was about twelve feet by ten feet with a double door on one side.  There were two tables and several chairs.  The big table had a youth mattress on it, with pillows.  I also noticed a camera on the small table on top of a pile of manila file folders.
     Uri said, “We have to get at least 20 pictures of each girl and also do some measurements.  It’s fine if you take more pictures, because we will have to sort them out so we have a representative portfolio on each student.  I’ll show you how to do something, and then let you do that while I go check on Ludmilla.  She will be doing another test, and so will I.  You will do some measurements, even though most are very subjective, and you will take pictures just like will I show you, so we can get an adoption folder started for each student.  They have all done this already six months ago.  We try to do ten or twelve girls each month so we keep our records to within about one half of a year while we try to get them adopted.  By the time our girls are fifteen they are usually ready to go work in one of the cities, and some of them continue their studies there.”

     “OK.  Whatever I can do to help.”  I said.

     “Thanks, Phillip.” We sat down beside each other in wooden-backed chairs next to a small table that had the file folders on top.
     The first girl was Larisa, one of my nine year old students.  She was a cute blonde with bright, beautiful, hazel eyes.  She was wearing make-up and her hair had just been brushed.  The lipstick was bright red.  I thought she was very cute, and I was surprised to see that she was wearing the T-shirt I had given her and white, lacy ankle socks with black high heeled shoes.  It looked to me like that was all she was wearing. 

     Uri had Larisa stand between his knees in front of him, with her back facing him.  He said, “First you need to check breast development.”  He showed me the stack of file folders on the table next to me.  “You will hand the girl her folder when you are done and she will take it to the next station.  It should only take about ten minutes for each girl.”  He pulled a paper from Larisa’s folder.  It was a black and white form which showed ten side-view drawings of breast development – from flat to a full, D-cup.  “You feel and look… Turn around Larissa…  and then decide where she is on this scale with one being perfectly flat, two is puffy nipples with no breast tissue yet, three is almost a mini cupcake, as I heard you say once, and four is about half of a lemon, and so on.”  He reached around and put his hands up under the T-shirt and began feeling Larisa’s breasts.  “OK, I know where I would score her breasts.  Let me see what you come up with.”

     I blushed brighter than Larisa as she stepped in front of me and backed up to stand between my knees.  I reached up under the T-shirt like Uri had done and felt her two small, firm, braless, budding breasts.  They were bigger than I thought, after having her in class for seven weeks.  Hers were about stage five – a little bigger than the half-lemon size, so I said that.  
     Uri smiled.  “Very good, Phillip.”  Then he said to Larisa, “Turn and lift your shirt.”

     She quickly turned around to face Uri and I, and she lifted her shirt, bunching the baggy T-shirt in both hands.  She held it up by her shoulders and seemed to stick her breasts out towards me.  “I want you to get a few pictures – front view and side views.”  Uri said, ignoring the fact that Larisa was not wearing panties.

     I picked up the camera and took four pictures – two from the front at different zooms and two from the side.  Uri felt Larisa’s breasts again.  “These are very nice titties, Larisa.  Very nice.”  He gave each of them a little pinch and pulled them outwards, letting the firm breasts snap back into place.  “Very nice.”  He repeated.
     “Thank you, Sir.”  She said to him, but she smiled at me.

     “Why isn’t she wearing panties, Uri?”  I asked.

     “There are more tests.  We find they get juicier by the end of the tests if they don’t wear panties.  Panties seem to soak up some of their excitement, and we want to get pictures at the end of their tests.  Kind of a way to measure their reactions to certain kinds of stimulation.”  He nodded at Larisa.  “She is pretty, no?”

     “Yes, she is very cute.”  I said.  “Beautiful.”  
     Larisa blushed and smiled, but kept holding up the T-shirt, bunched up in her hands, so I could see everything.
     “And the other thing I want you to measure while you are scoring the breast development is pubic hair development.  Look front and back, because some girls start to get pubic fuzz in back, around the anus.”  He pulled Larisa over and had her lift one knee so she could put her foot on the edge of his chair.  He leaned forward and looked closely at her bald pussy.  “She is just starting to get a few fine, blond hairs, but nothing anyone would notice except in an extreme close-up.  And when you are examining the girl’s pussy lips, it’s also a good idea to feel her breasts again and slide your hands down her tummy and lightly touch the outside edges of her pussy lips.  Like this.”  He demonstrated.  “Some of the girls are very ticklish, but not Larisa here.  And I think the additional touching makes them juicer, too.  And I know they like it when you pinch their nipples and then slide your hands around on their tummies down to their pussies.  Try to remember to do that with each student.”  He felt her pussy lips with his big hand and then had Larisa put both feet on the ground and turn around again.  “Bend over now, Larisa.  All the way.  That’s a good girl.  Feet apart.  Pull your ass open wide with both hands so we can see.  Good girl.  A little wider.”  

     Larisa pulled her ass open wider.  “Very good.”  He said.  “Now stand up again and show Mr. Phillip your pussy lips so he can examine you.  Good girl.”

    I felt her chest and pussy and looked closely.  Then I had her turn and bend over so I could check her ass.  “No hair that I can see.  And I like her full, meaty lips.  Very firm.”  I said, while I continued to tickle the outside of her fat pussy lips with one finger on either side.  “She is a very pretty girl from head to toe.”  
     She turned around and bent over, pulling her ass open so I could inspect her from behind.  I looked at Uri.  “It looks like she is starting to get wet already.”

     “Yes.”  He said, “Now get the pictures.  Both positions again, Larisa.  That’s a good girl.”  When she was bending over, pulling her ass open for me, Uri continued, “Pull it open wider so he can get a close-up.  Hold it.  Are you glad we’re letting Mr. Phillip help us tonight with the inspections and measurements?”

     “Yes.” She said while holding her ass open so I could take another picture.

     Uri pointed to Larisa’s asshole which was pulled open.  He said, “See how you can see the pink center?”  He touched his finger up against her anus.  “A little wider now, Larisa.  That’s it.”  

     I watched Uri’s finger as it circled around Larisa’s tiny anus.  “Nice and pink in the very center.  Always make sure they are pulling it open enough so you can see the pink center for your pictures tonight.  You might have to ask each girl a few times to pull it wider open.  Larisa is good.  She is holding it wide open for you and your camera.”  He kept tracing circles around those radiating light brown wrinkles that circled around her tiny asshole.   “Sometimes it helps to trace your finger around the ring so she will keep it pulled open for you.  And I think it also helps them get more juicy.  See?  Her pussy is getting wetter while we touch it and look at her asshole.  You tickle around it for a minute.”

     I started tracing circles with my fingernail against those light brown wrinkles that were stretched into an oval around the pink center.  “Yes, she has a beautiful asshole.  She’s doing good in class, too, and always gets her homework done.”

     “Later I will need your opinion on the tightness of her vagina and asshole.  You’ll have to put your finger in and then decide how tight she is in both holes on a scale of one to ten again.”

     I noticed that my cock was rock hard as I listened to Uri talk while I kept tracing circles around Larisa’s asshole.  I said, “Put my finger in?”

     “Yes, but not until after we get pictures to show how juicy each girl is.  Then you will push your finger in the girl’s vagina while she is on her hands and knees.  And then, after you give her a score, you will put lubricant on your finger and push it all the way in her asshole.”  Larisa was still holding her ass open, and it did seem like she was getting wetter as we talked.  Uri said to her, “You want him to measure you, don’t you, Larisa?”
     “Yes, Sir.  I want him to.”

     “Well, you can help with that later on, Phillip.”  He patted Larisa’s bottom.  “Put your hands down on your knees now, Larisa, so Mr. Phillip can pull your bottom open for himself.”

     She put her hands on her knees.  Uri nodded towards her bottom.  “Pull it open for yourself.  It will give you an idea of how hard she was pulling it open for you.”  He smiled at me.  “Also, we only compliment the girls.  We never compare or criticize, but rather we judge how they are maturing and how nice they look.  When they start to get hair then we’ll shave them clean before their photography sessions with our sponsors.  That way they stay baby smooth for pictures until they get to be about fourteen or fifteen depending on how dark their hair is.
     I put my hands on her bottom and pulled her ass open.  I massaged and pulled her buns; patted her ass, and ran my fingers up and down her thighs.  Then I put my thumbs on her thighs just below her pussy and my fingers up on her ass cheeks and pulled her open.  My thumbs opened her pussy and ass at the same time, giving me a glimpse into her pinkness.  Her young pussy was very wet, even wetter than when I had first noticed it a few minutes earlier.  “She feels very firm, Uri.  Nice muscle tone.”
     Uri said, “Yes, and she’s getting wetter, too.  She likes your touch, Phillip.  That’s why we don’t want the girls to wear panties or sit down until all the inspections are over and we get pictures of their oozing excitement.  I think Larisa is more excited tonight than during her usual inspections, and I think it’s because of you, Phillip.”  He said to Larisa, “OK, Larisa, pull your bottom wide open again so he can touch your anus.”

     She put her hands back on her ass and pulled it open to show me again.  Then Uri said to me.  “Put the tip of your finger directly in the center of her anus.”

     When I had my finger in place, he said, “Larisa, you know that later Phillip is going to lubricate his finger and then push it in your bottom.  Will you hold it open wide for him when the time comes?”

     “Yes, Sir.  I’ll pull it wide open.”

     “Very good.”  He said.  “You may stand up now, Larisa, Dear.”

     She stood and faced us, blushing.  Uri said, “Very good, Larisa.  I’ll walk you to the next test.”  He stood and took her hand.  He held her folder and they walked out.

     A moment later ten year old Ksenia walked in.  She was wearing the “Doors” T-shirt and a pair of slippers.  I was blushing brighter than she was, but she walked to me and backed in between my knees.

     “Are you sure you want me to feel you, Ksenia?”

     “Yes.  I’m sure, Mr. Phillip.  I’ve been thinking about it for two weeks.  It makes me tickle inside.”

     So I felt her tiny titties and scored them as twos – just swollen nipples, but no discernable mounds yet.  She sucked in her breath as I felt and tickled her nipples, as if it felt very good to her.  Her pussy lips and ass were both bald, and she posed for all of the pictures with a smile, even though her face was only in a few of my pictures.  It felt like my cock might explode as I traced circles around her asshole – moving the radiating wrinkles and watching them snap back into place.  I massaged her ass and slender legs with both hands.  When I pulled her pussy open with my thumbs on her thighs she was wet inside – not as gooey wet as Larisa was, but definitely getting wet. 
     The next girl was eleven year old Tonya who was gooey wet before I even started.  She had bigger titties, too, about fours – meaning large half lemons that rode high up on her chest.

     Next came Galina, my only twelve year old student.  She was happy when I said her titties were fives.  I enjoyed measuring and remeasuring them, and looking at them, of course.  She began stifling little moans as I kept fondling her firm titties with the light pink nipples.  She too was wet, but not to the gooey stage yet.  She quickly got into position so I could photograph and examine her pussy and ass.  I could tell she liked the way I massaged her ass and pulled it open again and again. She was getting wet, but it didn’t look like white goo yet.  She was also beginning to get wispy, blond fuzz.  I said, “Galina, I never guessed that you were getting to be such a big girl.  You’re very pretty.”
     “Thanks you berry much.”  She said in English, with a big smile on her face.

     “You are welcome.” I replied in English.  Then in Russian, I said, “You really are a very pretty girl, Galina.  Very pretty.”

     This was turning into one hell of a Friday night!

     Eight other girls came, one at a time, for me to measure and take pictures.  Uri stopped back in my examination room to say we had to examine eleven girls instead of ten that night if I didn’t mind continuing to help.  I laughed and said I was glad to help out.  Victoria was bending over with her feet apart and her hands on her knees while I was massaging her ass – making her anus wink at me.  Each time I pulled her ass and pussy open with my thumbs on her thighs and my fingers on her ass cheeks, her pussy made a little wet popping-slurping sound as it opened.  I continued to pull her open; let it close; and pull her open again - while Uri came over and sat down beside me.  He watched and listened.  He smiled at me.  “Very hot.” He said, and patted Victoria’s ass.
     I said, “Uri, I’ve also noticed that some of the girls have plump, meaty lips and other girls have much thinner pussy lips.  On some of the girls with thin lips you can see the clitoral ridge even when they are standing up with their feet together.  Other girls have to spread their legs wide before you can see her clit.  Should I put a note on each girl’s file about lip fullness?”
     “That’s a good idea, Phillip.  But our pictures will show that, too.  Some of the girls have well-developed inner labia, but most of the girls only show a little hint of the inner labia.  You’ll be measuring their clittys later on, before and during some of the other things you will please do to help stimulate them for the pictures.  We want each girl to be as juicy as possible for the final pictures, and that’s when you will measure their clittys – when they are swollen to the maximum size.  You may do an anal probe and a little stimulation with a vibrator to help each girl’s clitty reach the maximum in stiffness.  Anyway, how are you coming with the measurements and hair checks?”
     “Fine.  I’m glad to help.  Should I hurry up to finish the others?  I think I have to check four more girls.”

     “Are you in a hurry?”  He asked.

     “No.  I’m happy to help out.”  I smiled.
     Galina left a minute later and ten year old Sophie came in.  She was a little on the chubby side, but still very cute.  Not surprisingly her breasts were developing ahead of schedule, but some of her breast tissue was really “baby fat.”  I gave them a three.  Her plump, meaty pussy lips were still bald and she had to spread her legs pretty far before I could see her clitty.  It seemed to turn her on when I tickled my finger over her anus.  For some reason, I spoke more boldly to her.  “Later tonight I’m going to lubricate my finger and push it in your bottom.”
     “I know.  I’ll pull it wide open for you, Mr. Phillip.”  She looked at me as if she wanted to say something else, so I motioned for her to keep talking.  She said, “You were nice to me when we went swimming and you held my hand and played with me in the water.  Thank you.”
     “Well thank you, Sophie.  I’m sorry we haven’t talked more since then.  We were always busy in class and there have always been other people around.  But maybe we can talk more.”

     She smiled. “Thank you, Mr. Phillip.”

     “So, should I push my finger in your bottom once, or should I push it all the way in lots of times?  I’ve never helped out on this project before.  Tell me what you’d like, Sophie.”

     “You can do it lots of times.  I mean if you want to.  I think that way it gets more slippery inside so you can push your finger in me easier.  I only had it done one other time about six months ago.”

     “Some girls really like it and some don’t like it so much.  How do you feel about it, Sophie?”

     “I will like it from you.”

     I kept tracing my finger around the circle of pink wrinkles surrounding her anus.  “Should I push my finger in slowly or real fast?  How do you like it?”

     “Push it in real slow at first, and get it real slippery.”

     “Do you want me to push it in all the way or just part way?”

     “All the way in.  I think that’s what you’re supposed to do.”
     “Yes, but what do you want me to do?”  I emphasized the word, you.”

     “All the way in.”

     “OK, Sophie.  Stand and turn around now.  I need to examine your breasts a little longer.”  She held up her shirt with both hands while I caressed, pinched, pulled, massaged and even lightly slapped them.  “This doesn’t hurt, does it?”

     “No.”  She wouldn’t have had to answer because I could tell by her soft moans and flushed skin that she enjoyed it.  I don’t know why I kept talking to a ten year old in such a sexual manner, but then I said, “You really excite me, Sophie.  I would like to suck on your breasts later if you will let me.”

     “Yes.”  She said.  Her hips were beginning to move as I kept pinching and pulling on her titties.

     “I want to suck on your breasts, Sophie.  Look at my face.  That’s it.  Good girl.  I like how you look.”  I kept feeling her breasts.  “I will push my finger in your anus all the way.  In and out slowly.  I’ll keep doing that.  I’ll push it in while everybody is watching.  They will see my finger push slowly in your anus all the way.  Does that make your pussy tingle when I talk about sucking on your breasts and pushing my finger up your anus?”
     He hips were constantly moving now and it was more obvious that she was turned on.  The skin on her chest was mottled red with excitement.  “Yes.”  She said.
     “You’re doing very good, Sophie.”  I said as she left.  She turned and smiled at me.
     Uri knocked and came in.  “Time to go see the other tests.”  He looked at Sophie and stopped talking.  He said, “Looks like you’re getting Sophie nice and stimulated.  Keep pinching a minute.  That will help get her nice and wet for the pictures in a little while.”
     “I was just telling her that I would like to suck on her breasts.”

     “That’s OK.  It might make her even juicier.  Go ahead.  Then you two come out in a minute.  I’ll let you take some group photos in a little while, and then you can get close ups of each pussy after a one minute buzz.  That helps them reach maximum juicy.  But try not to push them all the way to orgasm.  We want to stop them just short of cumming.  Better pictures just before they cum.  Suck Sophie for a minute – but not too long – and then come on out.”

     As he closed the door I pulled Sophie closer to me.  “Do you want me to suck your breasts for a minute, Sophie?”

     She was standing in her high heels between my knees so her breasts were even with my mouth, just inches in front of me.  She didn’t answer but moved her right breast against my lips.  I began sucking, licking, and nibbling.  Her soft moans told me she liked it.
    Since I didn’t want her to cum, and it sounded like she was ready, I stood and walked her out to the door.  I pressed her hand against my loose-fitting trousers and let her feel my hard cock through my silk boxer shorts and my trousers.  I said, “You excite me, Sophie.  That’s why my cock is so hard.  Have you ever seen a stiff cock before?”
     “Just when we go swimming.” She said.

     “Would you like to feel my bare cock, and look at it?”

     “Yes.”

     I could tell that there was nobody by the door, because I heard voices across the room.  I unzipped my fly quickly and pulled out my cock.  I put her hand on it and she squeezed it.  “Gee.  Gosh.  It’s so big and hard.  It looks like it’s getting wet.”

     “It’s because you excite me, Sophie.  I probably shouldn’t be talking to you like this.  Can you keep this a secret?”

     “Yes.”  I felt her hand trembling, which excited me even more.  I was afraid that I would cum all over her hand.  “It’s so big!”  She seemed both mesmerized and afraid of it.  
     “If you’re a good girl and you can keep a secret, I’ll let you lick it.  And I’ll lick you, too.”  

     She looked at me, “But I have to stay a virgin.”

     “I know.”  I said, “But if we just lick each other, Sophie, or use our fingers, you will still be a virgin.”

     She got a big grin on her face.  “OK.”

     “Not here.  Not now.  We’ll work it out.”  I led her out of the room so we could join the others.

     A new man was holding a camera on Ludmilla as she was buzzing Galina’s pussy with a slim, white vibrator.  She said, “Zoom in, Georg.  See how wet she is?”
     Two other girls were standing behind Ludmilla, closely watching her use the vibrator on Galina’s clitty.  The man kept getting video of all four of them; moving around them with his camera.  I could tell he was getting video of the two young girls who were watching as well as shots of Ludmilla.  He zoomed in on Galina’s face and panned down to her pussy as Galina reached a noisy orgasm.  I could see her white cream oozing out of her vagina.

     Ludmilla didn’t introduce me to the man with the camera so I just stood and watched.  She turned to the two girls who had been watching.  “Who wants to go next?”

     Both girls giggled and held up their hands.  “Me!  Me!  Me!” They were both saying.

     Ludmilla helped Galina off the table and had me help lay Larissa on her back.  She said to me, “We have to try not to let her pussy touch the table because we want to capture the maximum amount of her excitement on the video.”  We laid Larissa on her back with her feet in make-shift stirrups – pieces of rope that had been tied through holes that were drilled through the table top.  A folded blanket served as the bed.  
     I felt uncomfortable that the man, who looked pretty rough, was now getting me on the camera as I helped get Larissa into position.  Then Larissa said, “Maybe Mr. Phillip could do it.”

     Ludmilla seemed to welcome the suggestion and handed me the vibrator.   She said, “Don’t push it up her vagina.  Just tickle around the top of her clitty to help her reach maximum excitement.  When you think her clitty is fully engorged we’ll get a close-up of it.  Then you can help her cum.  OK?”  She noticed me looking at the cameraman and said, “Don’t worry.  You’ll be edited out of these videos.  He’s mostly getting clips of the different girls.”
     I didn’t know what to do.  I was very uncomfortable in front of the strange man with the camera, but didn’t want to discuss it just then.  Not in front of the girls and not in front of the man who was probably armed.  I smiled and said, “My pleasure.”  I took the vibrator in my right hand and stroked it on Larissa’s beautiful thighs.  “This will tickle a little bit.”  I told her.

     “I know.”  Her voice sounded a little shaky.  She was already wet – even wetter that when I saw her pussy earlier.  I began running the vibrator in little circles around her clitty, before pressing it right on her swollen, pink knot of nerves.  The man zoomed in as I pushed her pussy lips apart and up, fully exposing the swollen clitty.  Copious amounts of white excitement were starting to ooze out of Larissa’s vagina.  The man backed up and I knew he was getting pictures of me as Larissa reached orgasm.  I couldn’t take my eyes off the young pussy, though, and enjoyed watching her cum.
     I did several other girls that way, and was photographed doing each one, but by then I didn’t care.  I also couldn’t hide the bulge in my pants.  I wondered if that would show up in the videos, too.
     Then Ludmilla pushed Sophie towards me.  “What about her ass?  Shouldn’t I check that first?” I blurted out without thinking and then regretted that I had exposed my thoughts so plainly.  

     Ludmilla looked at Sophie, but talked to me.  “We’ll do the ass probes in a little while.  In fact, Uri is doing some of them now.  We’ve found that it doesn’t matter if we do the vibrator first or the ass probes first.  Either way the girls reach maximum wetness.  Some of the girls also have several orgasms during these examinations.  Do you want Mr. Phillip to do your ass first or use the vibrator, Sophie?”

     “Ass.” Said Sophie.

     I think she picked up that that’s what I wanted to do first.  

     Ludmilla said, “Take her back in the other room and do her ass probes.  Georg will come in shortly to get some video of that, and then he’ll get a tape of her vibrator session and hopefully an orgasm.  Maybe she’ll have one for you.”

     When she said that, I figured that Ludmilla had worked with the girl before and didn’t think she had reached an orgasm.  Then it hit me that this was part of what they meant by “Charm School.”

     By that time I was too horny to object to anything, and besides, I was already on tape using a vibrator on a several pre-teen girls while I stared at those hairless pussies.  

     I led a smiling Sophie back into the other room and got her up on the table.  We put her in the hands and knees position on the table and then she lowered her head to a pillow and put her hands on her ass, pulling herself open for me.

     Ludmilla walked in with us and gave me a small tube of lubricant.  “Have fun.  I think you’ll both enjoy this measurement session.  You’ll have to do finger probes on all the girls tonight, Phillip, so try to do a pressure rating on each asshole, with ten being the loosest so your finger would just slide right in, and one would be the tightest so you can hardly push your greasy finger in.  Take your time getting them lubricated and write down your rating after each one.”
     I lubricated my finger and began lubricating Sophie’s bottom.  She was tight and I gave her a three.  I put more lubricant on my finger and pushed it in slowly.  Georg walked in while my finger was all the way in Sophie’s butt.  He spoke for the first time, interviewing her while I continued fingering her ass.

     “How old are you Sophie?”

     “Ten.”

     “And what is Phillip doing to you right now?”

     “He’s unnnn… putting his finger in my bottom.”

     “Does that feel good to you?  Do you like having Phillip push his finger up your ass?”  He was shooting us from a few feet away and I was pretty sure that I was also in this video.

     “Yes.   Unnnnnn.  I like it.  He does it real slow.”

     Then he stood next to me and got a close up of my finger pushing into her ass.  My Timex that I bought before the trip was also in the video, along with a little tattoo on my wrist.  I wished he would leave, and I hoped he really would edit me out of his pictures and video clips, although something told me that like Ludmilla’s pictures of me at the river, they wanted “evidence” that I was participating in their operations.

     But that thought was replaced by passion as Sophie moaned louder with each insertion.  Then I wiped off her bottom with a tissue and helped her get into vibrator position on her back.  
     She lifted her legs as if I was going to change her diaper.  There were no stirrups on this table but she was able to hold her ankles with her hands while she laid on her back.  Her legs were raised above her head and she pulled them wide apart with her hands – almost back down to the table.  The black spiked heels of her patent leather shoes were pointed at the back wall.  I folded a towel and put it under her bottom.  She was very wet already and Georg zoomed in on her open pussy.  

     He said, “Would you like Mr. Phillip to put a finger in your anus while he vibrates your clitty?”

     “Oh, yes.  Unnn.”  She sounded ready to cum.  Her skin was flushed.  I hadn’t even touched the vibrator to her clitty yet.

     Georg said, “Do both at the same time, Phillip.  That will be a hot video clip.”

     He was beginning to seem nicer.  Maybe it was because I was cooperating.  And it could be we both liked looking at the eager ten year old holding her legs apart like that.  I lubricated my finger again and turned on the vibrator.  I pushed my finger in her ass first and then began doing little circles around her clitty with the vibrator.

     Georg said, “Sophie, tell us what Phillip is doing now.  When you are ready for an orgasm, go ahead.  Show Phillip that it feels good to you.” 
     She had some difficulty talking.  The vibrator was buzzing loudly.  She said, “Unnn, Mr. Phillip put his finger in my bottom and he is touching me with the vibrator.  Oh, Mr. Phillip, that feels so goooooooood. Unnnnnnnn.”  Then she came.  After buzzing her clitty less than a minute.

     I pulled the vibrator away, knowing she would be super sensitive there.  Georg was zooming in on her pussy.  Then he stepped back and got more video of the two of us.  I still had my finger all the way up Sophie’s tight ass.  I kept it there as Sophie calmed down.  It took a couple minutes and we were all quiet as she stopped moaning.  

     “Thank you, Mr. Phillip.  That felt so good.”  She had really creamed herself with white goo oozing from her vagina.  Her clitty was still red and swollen – still so stiff as if trying to peek out from under the sheath.  

     I turned off the vibrator with my right thumb.  My right forefinger was still buried up Sophie’s ass.  After setting down the vibrator I put my left hand above her pussy and pushed the skin on her plump mound upwards.  This exposed her little, pink button.  Georg got a close-up of the tiny, stiff organ – like a miniature penis trying to peek out.
     For some reason, I wanted to lick Sophie’s pussy; to taste her.  Maybe I wanted to impress Georg; show him that I trusted that he would edit me out of his tape.  Or maybe I just wanted to taste her and was so excited that I could almost cum in my pants.  But I leaned forward and began licking Sophie’s wet pussy.  I pulled my finger out of her ass and then rammed it back in all the way.  This sent her over the edge again a minute later.  She did taste good.  She was moaning and calling my name as she came again.  I was aware of Georg and his camera a few feet away.

     I helped her down.  She took off the shoes and hugged me.  Georg led her to do the door.  I heard him say to Ludmilla that I was ready to help the next girl, and that Sophie was all done.  Ludmilla asked him something as she took Sophie’s hand.  I couldn’t tell what she asked, but Georg said, “He will work out fine.  We’ll use him with other girls.”
     The way he said it made me think he meant more than just the girls here at the school.  It piqued my curiosity.  I must have passed some kind of test.  I felt good and bad at the same time, but was anxious for the next girl to come in.

     I checked all nine assholes and gave them ratings.  I also got to use the vibrator on three others, and then licked them clean after their orgasms.  They all thanked me and called me by name while they were experiencing their orgasms.  Two of the other girls had a second orgasm while I was licking them off.  I was in the club now – ready to help with their charm school.

     That night I masturbated and cried in succession.  Then I got out my lesson plans for the upcoming English and math classes.  Maybe it was guilt, but I wanted to help these girls get a good enough education so they could make better decisions once they were truly on their own someday.

A LESSON IN COCK SUCKING

     Three days later there was a knock on my apartment door above the bus garage.  It was almost nine o’ clock – almost three hours after dinner.  It was Ludmilla with four of the girls.  They were all dressed up-short skirts and high heels - a cacophony of perfumes, colors and giggles.  I felt raggedy in my jeans and T-shirt.  

     Ludmilla said, “May we come in?”

     “Of course.  And you all look lovely!”

     More giggles.

     Ludmilla said, “I was wondering if you could help me with another lesson, Phillip.  I have been trying to teach the girls about male anatomy – kind of as part of our health class, but also as part of our charm school program.”
     “Well, come in.”  I felt something in my pants jump!  “You know I would be happy to help.”

     “Good.” Said Ludmilla.  She gave the girls a friendly scolding look to make them stop giggling.  “And these girls also especially want to thank you for your extra efforts while you were measuring them the other night.  How should I say this?  Well, you helped them really, really enjoy the evening – kind of climax to some of our training.  And now they want to show you their new garter belts and hose.  They are beginning to be young ladies.”

     “They are so sexy and pretty, Ludmilla.” I said.  “So sexy!”

     The girls giggled as they stood in a semi-circle around me and lifted their skirts to show me their garter belts with the snaps holding their sexy hose.  The panties were skimpy and sheer in a variety of colors, just like their dresses.
     Ludmilla had me pull down their panties and help each girl step out of them.  The panties were all damp.  Then the girls undressed down to their garters, hose, and high heels.  

     “Now Mr. Phillip, we need for you to undress too.  The girls need to learn about men – what they look like, feel like, and taste like.”  She winked at me.

     “Well, I would be glad to help.”

     Then I let the girls undress me, although it felt more like I was a Christmas present and they were unwrapping me.  Then the girls learned first hand what a man looked like, and felt like, and tasted like.
     They stared at my stiff, slightly-curved, circumcised, thick, six-inch cock.  As they stared it grew to its full seven inches.  Then, at Ludmilla’s prompting, they began touching it.  She told them to take turns lightly tickling my balls.  The girls loved how my genitals responded to their touches.

     Ludmilla said, “Girls, when Mr. Phillip touched you, you felt tingles in your pussies, didn’t you?”

     “Yes.”  Each girl nodded in agreement.  I smiled, glad that my ministrations brought them pleasure.

     “And do you want him to touch you and lick each of you again tonight?”

     “Yes!”  It was unanimous.

     Then she asked me if I would like to lick the girls again.

     “Yes, of course I would.  Each of you girls tastes so wonderful.  It thrills me to lick you.  So, yes, I really want to.”  The girls were smiling brightly, and two of them giggled with delight.

     Ludmilla said, “Well, girls, since he wants to lick each of you, then I think each of you should lick him.”  

     The girls seconded that motion and Sophie, who happened to be the girl who was tickling my balls and gently scratching her fingernails up and down the side of my cock, took a tentative lick.  “That feels good, Sophie.”  I said.  And it did.
     She kept licking and slobbering on my cock with Ludmilla’s promptings to get it nice and wet and slippery.  “Now put your mouth over the tip of it and slide back and forth over the edge of the head.  That’s it.  Does that feel good, Phillip?”

     “Yes.”  Now I was the one answering in a soft voice.

     Ludmilla sensed what was about to happen so she had Sophie stop.  I stood up straight and let the girls look at it.  I would have cum in a minute or two if Sophie would have kept sucking on it.

     Then Ludmilla had me lick each of the girls.  The girls took turns laying back on the edge of my bed while holding their ankles up over their heads – legs spread wide apart.  I got each of the girls very wet.  They were already wet, but I licked away their juice and replaced it with copious amounts of my own saliva.  These young girls were hot.

     To my surprise Ludmilla had me lay on my bed and helped each girl take a turn straddling me while she held my cock in place against the girl’s vagina.  “Now lean back onto Mr. Phillip’s cock, but only a little ways.  You’ll feel that it’s too big to go all the way in, like he does with his finger.  Each girl rocked back onto my penis – some of them actually getting almost the whole head in.  They all agreed that it was too big.

     “Yes.” Said Ludmilla.  “It’s too big for you now, but maybe Mr. Phillip will help stretch each of you with a finger over the next few months.  Would you like to help with that, Mr. Phillip?”

     “Yes, I’m always glad to help each girl get a better education.”

     Ludmilla smiled.  “I know you are, but now I want to let the girls help you.”  She turned to the girls while I stood up again – with my manhood fully extended as they knelt in front of me.  “Girls, you’ll take turns sucking on Phillip.  Pretty soon his cum will shoot out, and then you must all be ready so you can get a taste.”  Ludmilla looked up at me.  “Make sure when you cum that you try to shoot some in each girl’s mouth.”
     “I’ll try.”  I promised.

     She got the four girls on their knees, sitting back on their heels with me standing in front of them.  She had them practice kneeling up with their heads together and their mouths wide open to give me a better target.  “Now when Mr. Phillip says, ‘ready,’ then you four girls get in this position.  Whoever is sucking him has to back off and let him shoot it in your mouth.  It doesn’t seem to taste good at first, usually, but most girls learn to really like it.  So try to get some in your mouth and hold it in your mouth for a good taste.”  
     She had the girls practice getting into position when Galina was sucking me.  I was about ready to cum.  The girls got in position immediately when Ludmilla said, “Now!”

     I wanted to wait until it was Sophie’s turn, but didn’t last that long.  Larissa had only taken a few bobs on my cock when I said, “Ready.”

     The girls got in position while I stroked myself a few times.  It was still wet with Larissa’s slobber.  Then I shot quite a load directly into Sophie’s mouth, causing her to gag.  But while she was gagging I shot more squirts into the other girls’ mouths, and they did each get some.  Sophie recovered quickly and I put my cock in front of her face and let her suck out a little bit more.

     Sophie and two of the girls thanked me and said it tasted OK.  The other girl didn’t like it, but said she wanted to try it some more so she could get used to it.

     Ludmilla and the girls thanked me.  Ludmilla and I helped the girls get dressed.  She said, “Girls, would you like to come back another night to practice this with Mr. Phillip?”

     A unanimous “Yes!” was music to my ears.  

KISSING EACH OTHER ON THE LIPS

     Just two nights later Ludmilla knocked on my door again.  This time she had six girls with her.  Different girls from the last visit.  Each of them was dressed up with high heels, make-up, and hair ribbons.  My dick jumped when I opened the door.

     Ludmilla got right to the point.  “Mr. Phillip, the girls and I were wondering if you would like to help with some training?”

     I said, “Sure.  Please come in.”  I smelled the perfume as they walked past me.

     “None of these girls is wearing panties tonight, Mr. Phillip, because they are saving their wetness for you.  We know that you like it.”  She turned to her protégés, “Don’t we, girls?”

     They all answered yes, and a few of them giggled – evidently remembering how much I had enjoyed licking each of them over the last few weeks.  I always complimented them on their “flavor.”

     Ludmilla said, “Tonight, though, I want these girls to practice kissing: kissing you or  kissing each other – on the upper or lower lips.”

     My dick was at attention – obvious to all of them in my sweat pants.  I had hurridly slipped on a pair of baggy sweats when the knock came.  My cock jumped even bigger when Ludmilla said that.  One of the girls must have noticed because she giggled.

     They came in and I fixed a glass of wine for each of them.  Ludmilla told them they would get a soft drink later if they swallowed some of my cum.

     I kissed each girl, and laid her on my table and licked her pussy – again complimenting each girl on her delicious flavor.  We put a pillow under her hips and she had to keep her legs together so we could all see the shaper of each girl’s pubic mound.  Ludmilla encouraged me to take side-view pictures of each girl’s pubic mound, and from different angles.  Again I marveled at the subtle variety of lips, mounds, and clits.  All of the girls were still bald although two of them had wispy pubic hairs around the top of their slits.  I photographed each girl’s mound which made them giggle.

     Then Ludmilla wanted the girls to kiss each other on the mouth.  They practiced that for a while, standing or using different pieces of furniture in unusual ways to embrace and kiss.  Each pair spent several minutes together while Ludmilla and I went to each couple to watch them.  Soon they started feeling each other’s breasts while they kissed.  After five minutes of making out, Ludmilla knocked on my table and the girls switched to a different partner.  

     Then Ludmilla picked one of them to lie face up on my table.  She slid the girl close to the edge; put a pillow under her hips; and with the girl’s feet together, Ludmilla flipped up the girl’s short dress.  She had each girl kiss the girl who was “it” on her mouth and then had them look at the girl’s bald pussy lips.  She said, “See?  Her pussy lips look almost like the lips on her mouth when her legs are together.  We are going to take turns kissing each other on the pussy lips.  Phillip will take three of you to his bed and I will work with three of you out here.  We’ll change places in a little while.  Then, after everybody has been kissed by everybody else, you’ll get to take turns sucking Mr. Phillip.  OK?”
     The girls liked the idea as much as me.  I took pictures of the girls practicing, then put my camera away.  I had to show some of them how to do it better, with lots of sideways licking.  I demonstrated cunnilingus on one of them, and then each of the other girls practiced on her after me.  
     Soon it was my turn to get kissed and licked.  All six of them knelt in front of me and took turns licking and sucking.  I wanted to spend a full minute in front of each girl, but they got their tasty reward right away!  I tried to turn while I was cumming, which splattered three of the girls.  Only one of them got a squirt right in her mouth.  The others were jealous and licked each other off.  

     Then we had soft drinks and they left.

OFF CAMPUS PHOTO SESSIONS
     The next weekend, Uri drove me to a big house in a run-down area near Prague.  I was with him when he interviewed two girls and their mothers, and another girl with an “aunt” of some kind.  Each of these girls had been “referred” by some associate or other – people who helped the “sponsors” of the orphanage-school.  Uri talked with the mother in front of her daughter, or with the aunt and niece.  He allotted two or three hours for each girl, including the initial interview.  He told each mother that this was just a screen test today, but that they might… if the girl was cooperative… be able to use some of the clips or photos, and then the mother would get a much bigger amount that very day.  In front of the little girl prospective model, he said, “If she dances, poses, and undresses down to her panties you’ll get this amount.”  He showed the mother only a piece of paper with an amount written on it.  “But if she follows directions and does totally nude artistic poses, like in great works from the past, the you’ll get this amount.” And he showed the mother the larger amount.  Later I calculated that for a screen test the mother would get about forth dollars, but if her daughter did the explicit, totally nude poses, she would get about nine hundred dollars…  almost twenty times more. In private, Uri explained to me that the associates who recruited the girl would also get a scouting bonus.  The mothers already knew that they shouldn’t talk about this with anyone.
     Each of the adults (a mother or an “aunt”) promised – and made the girl promise – to do everything we said.  They promised that their daughters would be glad to dance and undress in front of my camera for foreign websites.  They told their daughters – or the niece – the ruse Uri had told them - that they would dance and undress for the cameras, but that nobody around there would ever see those pictures.  They repeated Uri’s claim that this was art like just like the ancient masters painted.  While I left with one girl at a time, Uri explained about the money.
     I did a quick make-up and hair session with each girl.  She was already dressed in her best clothes – as if going to a wedding or a special ceremony of some kind.  I “checked” their clothes before starting, to get her used to me touching her all over.  No matter how perfectly the girls were dressed, I always “adjusted” some of her clothes.  

     I started taking pictures and video.  By the time the girl was down to just her panties, Uri would come in and give the girl some additional instructions.  He had them do things and get in positions that I doubted would ever be posted on a website.  I didn’t even know there were such websites then.  He told me they only posted the “mild” videos and pictures and not the masturbation footage that started after the girl was completely undressed.  The girls also liked the ‘toys’ Uri let them use if he thought she was exceptionally sexy.  In my two years working with Uri he always told the model she was exceptionally sexy, and then she was glad to play with a vibrator or butt plug in front of our cameras.  I think for most of the girls, at least on her first modeling session, they had never used a vibrator before.  Most of them had an orgasm while we captured everything on our cameras.  I’ve never seen any of those pictures or video clips in the newsgroups, so those must have been for private clients only.  

     The girls wanted to keep the vibrators, but Uri didn’t let them.  He said, “Next time we’re in town on a photo shoot, we might have other photographers with us, and if you use these toys while they watch, then I might let you keep it.  But don’t show your mother.”  The girls all promised they would follow directions and they would let the other photographers watch them.  And of course, they agreed not to tell their mothers.
     Anyway, after a girl had stripped completely he told them they had done a great job and that she was very pretty, but that some of their private clients wanted to see a little more, but these would be very private clients.  Then, to my surprise, each girl masturbated and used fingers, little dildos, or vibrators that Uri pulled out of his pocket.  They even lubricated a small, wooden butt plug and pushed it up their little asses for my camera.  The girls got really wet and excited.  I thought one girl was going to cum just from undressing in front of my camera.  She was eleven.  Uri felt the girl up after I turned off the video camera and set down my 35 mm.  He kissed each girl while fondling her.  The he had me do it.  The girls were very wet and responsive, even though it was a new experience for them.  The two girls who were there with their Mothers had never done anything like that, but I suspected that the twelve year old whose “aunt” had brought her might have been more experienced.
     While the girl was naked and still dancing Uri signaled for me to turn off the video camera.  He asked the girl how bad she wanted to be a model.  Each of the girls said they would do their best to do everything we asked her to do.  

    Then Uri thanked each girl when she was finished and told her what a good job she had done.  He said, “And you can tell your Mother – or Aunt – that you danced and undressed in front of our cameras, but don’t tell her that you touched yourself or that you put things in your pussy or ass.  OK?”
     Each girl readily agreed to that, saying they would never tell anybody.  

     Then Uri said, “And don’t tell them that we touched you, especially if you want to do this again?  Would you like to model for us again?”

     They promised not to tell and they each said they wanted to come back and model lots more times.  They said their Mothers wanted them to do more modeling, too.
     Uri asked each girl: “And watching a pretty girl like you would get my friends excited.  Would you let each of my friends kiss you and feel you for a little while?   Feel your titties and put a finger in your pussy?  Because they would get so excited watching you.”

     Again, they all said yes.  They all promised to keep those things a secret.  They were only ten, eleven, or twelve years old.  And they wanted to model.

     Uri said, “Let me show you something.  Lie back and spread your legs a moment.  Good, now pull your pussy lips apart and lift up on your pussy so I can see your little button.  The two girls who had arrived with their mothers didn’t know what their ‘button’ was, but the other girl knew.  Anyway, then Uri put his finger to his mouth to get a big drop of saliva, then rubbed it on her clitoris and began to stroke the little nub.  “Does that feel good?”
     Each of the three girls said yes, but the two inexperienced girls seemed surprised by the new feelings.  He kept rubbing each clitty as he asked the girl more questions.

     “Does this make your pussy feel tingly?”

     “Do you like how this feels?”

     “Do your panties every get wet when you get tingles down here?”

     Each of the girls answered yet to these questions.

     “I’m going to keep rubbing your little clitty here, while Mr. Phillip plays with your titties.  Is that OK with you?”

     Again – each girl answered, “Yes.”

     “Do you really want to see what it feels like?”
     “Yes.”

     We rubbed and pinched; fondled and stroked until she was ready to cum.  Uri said, “You like taking your clothes off for our cameras, don’t you?”

     “Yes!  Unnn.”

     “And I can count on you to undress in front of my cameras and my friends again, and then you will let them touch you and finger you and give you these good feelings.  Will you do that?”
     “Yes.”  Then Uri brought each girl to climax with his skillful fingers on the girl’s clitty and one finger up her vagina, while I fondled their breasts.

     Uri had me bring the video camera over by the bed again.  He positioned each of the post-orgasmic girls with her legs open and gave her a few lines to say into the camera.  The first girl said, “My name is Galina and I am ten years old.  I want to take off my clothes in front of your camera and your friends.  I want you and your friends to touch me here, and here, and anywhere you want.  It feels good when you touch me.”  She was touching herself as she talked.
     Then he told each girl, that if she could follow directions like this and let him rub her pussy, then he would be able to use her as a model.  “Do you still want to be a model?”

     “Yes.”
     “So you will undress and spread your legs for my friends and their cameras?  And you will let them touch you all over?”

     “Yes.”

     I need to also confess this: that Uri had me feel up each girl in front of the video camera.  He carried “my tape” with him on our excursions.  I knew it was so I wouldn’t talk about these things when I got back to the states, but after watching each girl dance and undress, and in most cases masturbate, I was so horny myself, that I didn’t mind being on his “private” video.  He had tape of me kissing, licking, fondling, and fingering each of these off-campus models.  Ludmilla, Uri, or Demetri often took video of me with my students after one of our “charm school” lessons…  again, on private tapes that they took out of the camcorders immediately after my “turn” with the girl.  I’m still worried that someday, some of those tapes might show up somewhere.  I regret that, but at the time I was so anxious to feel the model – or one of my students – that I let them tape me.

     We headed back to the orphanage.  I was shaken, as Uri explained how they recruited girls within a two hundred kilometer radius, but I didn’t say anything.  This was so exciting, and yet I felt sad for these girls.  However, I couldn’t say anything because I was in too deep.
THE VIDEO OF GULIYA
     I don’t think Guliya was her real name.  I can’t remember it now.  She was with her mother in Pilsen, a small city about 50 kilometers southwest of Prague.  Uri used the apartment of one of his associates to record the videos.  The girl seemed too shy when we first met her with her mother.  As always, the mother told her daughter to do everything we said.  The mother left and said she would be back in three hours, after Uri gave her a substantial deposit and said we would use her daughter for two and a half hours or so.

     When we walked Guliya into the side room where we had our new digital video camera set up, she smiled and seemed to get excited about dancing for us.  She was eleven or twelve but could have passed for younger because she was so petite.  Uri’s two guards stayed in the outer room.  Uri’s friend who lived in that apartment came into the photo room with us.  I think that was part of his arrangement so we could use his apartment.
     Guliya was wearing white tights over yellow, cotton panties, and she had on an elastic waistband, pleated navy skirt, with a wide collar white blouse.  She was wearing a navy jacket and matching navy bow over the jacket.  The collar of her shirt was over the top of her jacket.  Her light brown bangs came down to her eyebrows.  White bows with curly strands held her two braids in place.  No visible make-up, but her flawless, young skin didn’t need any.  She was wearing reddish-pink lipstick. 

     The long, narrow room had a polished wood floor and a matching black, leather stuffed chair and love seat with polished wood on the front of each arm.  There was a wood cabinet with crystal glasses in the back left corner of the room, between the couch and chair, and a TV stand and TV opposite the love seat – next to the chair.  There was a little vase of red flowers on top of the TV.  The TV stand also had a glass front, but there was nothing inside.  A big window with sheer curtains was across most of the narrow wall behind the chair, which gave plenty of light for the video.  Uri left the TV on the whole time for more lighting effects.
     Guliya’s skirt was about four inches above her bony knees.  The jacket had two rows of silver buttons, but it was unbuttoned.  She was so slim and tiny but oh so sexy.  She got a self-conscious, devilish grin – more of a smirk – on her face each time she took off another piece of clothing.  She knew she was cute.

     She wasn’t wearing shoes and did a twisting kind of dance – turning side to side.  she moved back and forth to the music while twisting.  She did dipping turns and smile at the camera, totally aware that she was going to undress in front of our cameras.  One of Uri’s friends was with us.  All three of us watched her closely, and she knew it.  Sometimes she raised one or two hands above her head as she twirled which made her pleated skirt flare out and lift up, exposing more of her skinny legs in the white tights.
     She took off her jacket and held it behind her while she kept twisting and rocking to the music, then she flipped it onto the love seat to her right.  Next she pulled down the navy skirt while still turning and then she stepped out of it and flipped it onto the loveseat.
     While twisting and turning, she pulled up her blouse exposing most of her tummy.  Then she pulled down the white tights – which were only slightly opaque – more like pantyhose.  She pulled them down and turned and then pulled them back up in a very teasing way – like saying, “I’ll take these off, but not yet.”  She got that smirk on her face again – playing with her audience.  She showed her panties and then pulled the tights back up.
     We had to stop the tape for a minute to untie her big bow in front.  We started the music and she started dancing again while unbuttoning her blouse.  She took her blouse off as she turned, never missing a beat.  I was surprised to see that she did have titties.  I thought she was completely flat, but she had swollen nipples – the size of big olives with light pink nipples.  I knew she was in the midst of adolescence and discovering her charms.

     At Uri’s motion she nodded, smiled and pulled down her tights.  She sat on the black, leather chair to pull her tights the rest of the way off.  Even though she was sitting, she kept dancing.  While she bent forward to remove her tights her budding breasts stood out even more.  Her smile, which was big to begin with, kept getting bigger as she stripped off her clothes for the camera.  She was so hot and sexy – not at all as shy as I first thought when she was sitting next to her mother.

     Uri gave her another hand signal.  She nodded and started to pull down her yellow panties, but put her hands on the arm of the yellow chair and rocked her bottom back and forth, as if saying, “See my panties?  Aren’t I cute?”   And she was cute!  She dance putting her hands together with her arms straight going from one side to the next – making us watch her dance in just her yellow panties for a moment longer.
     Her smirk returned as she pulled her panties part way down, turning and dancing to the strong beat all the while.  Then she danced and turned so we could see her pretty bottom and her bald pussy while she whirled around to the music.  She looked into the camera like a pro whenever she was facing us.  For her finale, she squatted down to sit on her own heels, keeping her knees together to maintain her modesty while rocking her head and smiling.  Several times during her dance she chewed her bottom lip in a sexy, self-conscious way.  She smiled at the camera with those curly ribbons on either side of her head dangling down over her shoulders.  She waved good-bye with just the fingers on her right hand.

     After the official taping was concluded, she put slippers on.  She started to put her panties back on, then but asked Uri if he brought any toys with him.  He smiled and said,

     “Yes.  I brought some toys.  And if you want to play with them, then don’t put your panties back on.”

     Guliya had her panties pulled half way up her right leg, but then blushed and looked at me as she stepped back out of them.  She said, “Well, OK, but is he going to watch?”  She nodded towards me and blushed.

     To my relief Uri said, “Yes.  He watched you undress so now he can watch you a little longer.  That is, if you want me to get the toys.”

     She smiled and looked at me again.  She knew I wanted to watch and I think that turned her on even more.  “Well, OK then.”

     “And my two guards, too.”  Uri said.  

     Guliya blushed brighter.  “Gee.  Them too?  Gee.”

     Uri said, “I know they would like to watch you, Guliya.”

     She smiled, “I guess that’s OK, but let me get dressed again first.”
     “Why?” asked Uri.

     “So I can undress in front of them.  Then they can watch what you do.”

     Uri laughed.  “Of course.  Get dressed and I’ll call them to come up and watch you undress.”

     Uri called downstairs to his two friends who came in carrying a little box.  Uri showed her what was in the little box – two small vibrators and a tube of lubricant.  She recognized the vibrators and smiled and blushed.  After Uri started the music she slowly undressed in front of her new audience.  Each time one of them made a comment about how pretty she was, Guliya smiled.  

     Uri suggested that she pinch her titties while she danced so they would look bigger, so she kept doing that while she danced and undressed.  Soon she was naked but Guliya covered her pussy with both hands as if she was suddenly embarrassed.
     One of the men scooted a heavy coffee-table into the middle of the room and spread blankets and towels on it.  Guliya laid on her back on the table with a foot on the floor on either side of the table, but she still had her hands covering her pussy.  
     I folded two towels and put the make-shift pillow under her head.  Uri handed her a slim vibrator.  It was pink and looked like it held two, double-A batteries.  The front end of the vibrator was bigger around than my thumb, but the diameter of the base wasn’t much larger than the battery itself.  
     She bit her lower lip and then smiled at us as she took the vibrator with her right hand.  She kept her left hand over her pussy.  We sat, kneeled, or stood around her.  She uncovered her pussy briefly as she turned it on to medium speed.  Guliya held her left hand modestly over her pussy while tickling herself around her upper thighs, across her chest – circling each nipple and then across it, and then back to her pussy area going around and around her left hand.  She pressed it against the middle finger of her left hand pushing it against her clitty.  She said, “This tickles.”
     We kept telling her how pretty she was. 

     She kept buzzing around her pussy area.  
     We could tell she was getting hotter and that she was torn between the good feelings and the embarrassment.  She was glad we were all staring at her, but this was tinged with embarrassed self-consciousness.  

     Uri said, “Would you like me to buzz you, Guliya?  Do you remember what I told you last time?”

     “I remember.”

     “What did I tell you?”

     “You said it feels better if somebody else does it and if people are watching.  You said that it tingles more if people are watching.”

     “Very good.” Said Uri.  “So let me hold the buzzer and you can squeeze your titties.  Open your legs wider.  That’s a girl.  We all want to look at you a moment.”

     Uri took the vibrator from her and she put her hands up on her chest.  We all looked closely and could see the beginnings of light, wispy, blond pubic hair.  Then Uri handed me the vibrator and put his big hands under her skinny knees and lifted her legs – spreading her wider.  We could all see the creamy, white wetness that told of her sexual excitement.  

     Uri had me start buzzing big circles around her pussy while two of the men put their hands under her ass and pulled her cheeks apart so we could all see her tight, pink asshole.  He said, “Squeeze your titties, Guliya, while we buzz your pussy.  I’m going to let the men take turns putting a finger in your pussy while Mr. Phillip buzzes your pussy.”
     Guliya didn’t object, but she began moving her hips as she pinched and pulled her tiny nipples.

     We took turns with the vibrator and pulling her ass and pussy open or fingering her vagina.  My finger was inside her when she came.  She wasn’t nearly as shy as I first thought, and she was loud when she came.
     We let her rest on the loveseat with a blanket over her.  Another one of Uri’s friends showed up a few minutes later.  We had plenty of time before Guliya’s mother would be back, so we helped her have several more orgasms with rest periods in between.  I enjoyed kissing and fingering this shy little girl, who wasn’t so shy after all.  

     After her second modeling session, in front of all of us and the camera and one of Uri’s other friends who had just arrived, we helped her cum again.  This time with a finger in her bottom.  Her asshole was so tight!  She loved undressing in front of the camera and our small audience.  Uri said he had her first session with him several months earlier and was eager to see her again.  I was glad he brought me along!

     She was fully dressed when her mother came back to pick her up.  The other men were gone.  Uri said she had done a great job and might be able to use her for another modeling project in a few months.

     He told her, “She is shy, but she did a good job following directions.”

     Guliya blushed and looked at the floor, and continued to sip on her soft drink.  Her mother asked her if she would like to model again.  She said, “Yes.  It’s fun.”

MORE PHOTO SESSIONS –  MILENA AND BELA
     On our next trip, two weeks later, Uri said he always talks with the mother and daughter together for a few minutes before we take the daughter to the other room or upstairs for the photo shoot.  He always schedules the sessions with an hour or more in between so that the mothers and daughters would not see who else was involved in their modeling projects.  Uri said, “The less they talk with each other, the better.”  

     We arrived at our destination and Uri said he had been there six months earlier.  When the first mother brought in her eleven year old daughter – a cute slim girl with dark eyes and even darker hair, Uri said, “When I photographed your lovely daughter a few months ago she was beginning to develop pubic hair.  So today…”  He had the money in his hand – a full month’s wages for that vicinity – cash – letting the mother see it while he talked.  I could tell she was trying to count it.  “… well…” Uri continued, “…she looks too old that way, and we wouldn’t be able to use the pictures.  Anyway, because your daughter is so cute, if you give us permission to shave her pubic area, then we will be able to use her today.  Otherwise, you can take these crowns for your trouble.”  In his other hand he held the equivalent of twenty dollars US in Czech crowns – about a day’s wages.   

     The mother didn’t answer Uri.  Instead she said to her daughter, “Milena, you do everything they tell you.  Let them shave you first.  Nobody in our country will see that.  It will grow back.  Now do everything they tell you!”

     “Yes, Mama, I will.”  She said.

     I thought she would be too shy to be a model, but when we got upstairs and turned on the music, she began to relax.  She undressed and let me shave her.  There really wasn’t much pubic hair, but it was an enjoyable experience for both of us.  Uri’s two friends who had been waiting quietly upstairs smiled.  The girl smiled timidly but undressed while all four of us men watched.  The girl was already very wet before we even started the session.  I pointed this out to Uri.

     He smiled broader and told the girl that he had a special treat for her that day if she did a good job following directions.  “And I’m glad your pussy is wet already, Milena, because that tells me that you are excited to be here.  Is that right?”  

     At first she had been embarrassed by her wetness, but then she opened her legs as I got her ready to get shaved in front of the camera.  Uri promised that my face would not show in anything that was every released through a website or magazine.  

     Milena said, “I remembered what you said, and I was all excited inside thinking about this.”

     “So you want to get all dressed up and then undress and dance for us?”

     “Yes.”

     “Well I’m glad your panties were already wet when you came upstairs, Milena.  That’s so exciting and sexy for us, too.  You are a very pretty girl.”

     Milena probably only weighted seventy-five or eighty pounds, but she already had little cupcake titties and was getting some wispy pubic hair, which shaved off easily without nicks.  When she was done with her two dancing and stripping sessions, the two men played with her, and then let Milena play with their cocks and suck them off.  It was the first time she had seen a live cock or tasted cum, but she remembered that Uri had promised her a special treat on his last visit to that area.  I don’t think she liked the taste but she swallowed it all down... probably because Uri promised her a little, secret cash bonus if she did.  Then she enjoyed a soft drink with us before getting dressed and going back downstairs with Uri.  Before she left us she said she hoped to see us again.  Uri walked them to their old car.  He talked with her for a few minutes after Milena got into the car.  I saw the mother nod her head, then Uri shook her hand.
     We talked while we got ready for the next girl.  We heard them pull up in a car that looked like it belonged in a junk yard.

     The slim, twelve-year-old, blonde didn’t need a shave either, but Uri went through the same discussion with the mother anyway.  The mother told her to let us shave her and to do everything we told her to do.
     “But, Mama…”  The timid girl said.

     “You do whatever they say!”

     “Yes, Mama.”  She kept looking at her lap with furtive glances at Uri.
     Uri asked, “And did she wear the panties I gave you last time?  The panties I wanted her to wear if we had another photo session?”
     She looked at her daughter and said to Uri, “I gave them to her after her bath this morning, and told her to wear them today.  You did wear them, didn’t you, Bela?”
     “Yes, Mama, I’m wearing them.”

     Uri said, “We’ll take her upstairs and tell her to take off all of her clothes so we can look at her and take pictures.  If she can follow directions, then we’ll make a video or two and let her try on different outfits before she undresses again.”

     “Do whatever they tell you, Bela!” The mother said as we headed towards the stairs.

     She looked frightened as she went up the stairs in front of Uri and me.

     It was just Uri and I who photographed her.  Uri told her to undress in front of the bed.  “And dance to the music while you undress, Bela.”

     She still looked frightened - too timid in my opinion - but she danced and undressed.  Soon she was only wearing only the sheer, hip-hugger, pink panties.  The panties didn’t have a cotton crotch liner, so the panties were wet between her legs.  Uri had her pose to show her wet panties to the camera.
     “Did you bring it?”  She asked while she laid on her back with her legs wide apart, knees up.  Her pink nipples were fully erect on top of her half-lemon breasts.

     “Yes.” Said Uri.  “Would you like me to use it on you now for a little bit before you take off your panties?”

     “Yes.”  She opened her legs wider, keeping her knees bent.  I zoomed in on her panties.  Uri pulled a slim, red vibrator out of his pocket.  Although it had a small diameter, the vibrator had rubbery bumps all over it, which made it a little bigger around.  He said to me, “You wouldn’t guess it, but Bella loves me to vibrate her pussy for her.  I bet she even wants me to lick her pussy, don’t you Bela?”

     “It feels good.”  She said.  I didn’t know if she meant the vibrator or Uri’s licking, but it was probably both.  I was surprised.

     Uri began buzzing around on her panties, avoiding her clit at first.  We could see that her clitty was already stiffening – forming a bump at the top of a wet streak up the center of her panties.  He lightly stroked it across her clitty.  
     Bela jumped in response.  “Ummm.”  She began moving her hips.  

     Uri avoided her little bump but continued to stroke it lightly up and down her thighs and around on her lips – but not across her clitty.  “Again please.”  She said.  “Please.  Pleas touch it there.”  

     Uri and I could both see that she was ready to cum.  Her skin was flushed and she was moving her hips.  Uri said to me, “She likes this, Phillip.  You like undressing in front of cameras and men, don’t you Bela?”

     “Yes.”  She said.

     Uri said, “Pinch your titties for me, Bela.  Phillip, get the camera.  I want you to record this.  She is going to cum for the cameras.  Just zoom in on her face, chest, and even her pussy, but don’t get me in the picture.”

     Bela was moving more, pinching and pulling her titties.  The pale skin on the young, blond’s face and chest was a mottled red.  The girl was very excited.  She had probably been contemplating this for days.  Uri nodded for me to go turn up the music.
     I got back to the camera, took it off the tripod and steadied it on my shoulder, getting all the action through the view finder.  I zoomed in on Uri’s hand with the studded vibrator tickling her thighs and across the top of her panties.  Then I panned up her chest to her face.  She looked like she was happily drugged with a dreamy look on her face; eyes half closed.  While I was getting her face and chest, Uri slipped off the panties.  I zoomed back down to her creamy, wet pussy.  The vibrator was circling her swollen clitty.  There was hardly any hair on her pussy.  I wondered what Uri had been talking about with the mother.  Then I figured he got a kick out of watching a mother sell her daughter this way – telling her to undress in front of strange men with cameras.

     Then Bela moaned and pulled my attention back to her.  She certainly seemed to be enjoying this now.  I wondered if her shyness was an act, or if she got turned on when she started undressing.  I figured maybe a little of both.  Uri said, “I’m about to make you cum, Bela.  Are you ready?”
     “Yes.”  She said, and I could tell she was telling the truth.

     “Then pinch your nipples hard and tell me that we can spank you today.  Hard.”

     “Yes!  Unnn.  You can spank me hard.  Press it.”

     Uri pulled her panties off with Bela’s full cooperation.  Then he pressed the vibrator against her clit.  At the same time he plunged a finger up her vagina.  Bela came with a loud moan.  I hoped her mother couldn’t hear it.

     We let her calm down while I continued to get video and pictures.  She looked up at the camera and smiled.  “That felt good.”  She said.

     Uri said, “We’ll let her rest a minute and then give her a good spanking.  I’ll spank her and you get close ups.  After we spank her I bet she’ll be ready to cum again.  Bela here looks shy but she is so hot and sexy.  I’m going to make a call.  Then we’ll go talk to your mother, Bela, while you rest.  We’ll tell her this might take longer than expected, but that you are doing a great job and following directions.  You mother will probably be glad to get more money for letting you stay longer.  While she’s gone another man, maybe two, will come here to watch you get your spanking.  OK?”  He asked to neither of us in particular.

     We both said it was OK.  Bela seemed to be getting excited again.  She said, “Another stranger?”

     “One or two.”  Said Uri.  “But it shouldn’t matter to you.  After all, there might be hundreds, maybe thousands of men who will see some of today’s video clips and pictures.  You like men to see your pretty pussy, don’t you?”

     She squirmed.  “Yes.”  

     “Good.  I’ll make a couple of phone calls and then Phillip and I will go talk with your mother.  You’ll probably be here another two or three hours.  Would you like a drink?”  Without waiting for an answer he headed to the next room.  Over his shoulder he said, “Open the wine, Phillip.  I think Bela would like a glass, too.”

     I poured two glasses of the cheap, white wine while Uri made his calls.  I turned down the music and put my hand on Bela’s thigh.  
     The I emptied a paper bag onto the bed.  We were both surprised by the contents.  It looked like a cowgirl outfit with leggings, a vest, a toy gun and holster, red cowgirl boots with spurs, and some rope.  It took a minute for me to figure out the other straps.  They were wrist and ankle straps with metal “O” rings sewn in.  I had seen Uri play games with some of the girls before with the wrist and ankle straps, and knew that he wouldn’t hurt anybody.  The girls all enjoyed playing games with him, and several times I had watched one or two selected girls put on the wrist and ankle straps after dinner.  I could tell they were eager to go play games with him.
     Uri came through the room and nodded at us.  I smiled when he saw that I was stroking Bela’s slender thighs while she sat naked on a chair next to mine.  Uri said, “Bela, you are so cute.  Maybe I will let you suck Phillip’s cock today.  Would you like that?”

     She blushed.  “I don’t know.  I’ll try to do it.”

     “Good girl.”  He said. “Now we’ll go talk with your mother and send her away.  And I’ll tell her that we need more time because we’re going to have you go in the bathroom and take off all your clothes and get in the bathtub to shave your pussy for the camera, and that she will get more money if she gives us permission to do that.  I’ll even promise her that we’ll probably use you again if you do a good job shaving your pussy for the camera because we’ll be able to do other specialty scenes with you next time.  I’m sure she will take the money and leave so we can get a video of you shaving your pussy for us.  My two friends will arrive shortly.  And we won’t spank you hard.”  He went through the other door to go downstairs to talk with Bela’s mother.  I followed.

     Uri said, “your daughter is very shy but she did follow directions.”

     The mother looked relieved.

     “She was wearing the panties, so that is good.  I’ll give you a little bonus for that.  And one of the three girls you referred to me on my last visit has also had a modeling session so you will get a nice bonus for that, too.”

     “Who was it?” She asked.

     Uri just looked at her for a moment.  “I can’t tell you that.  You know you mustn’t talk with anyone about this.  You wouldn’t want me to tell other people that you bring your daughter over her to be a model, do you?”

     “No, of course not.  We don’t talk about this.”

     “The man who first contacted you had gotten your name from one of the other mothers of a model.  She  that your daughter was very cute.  I won’t tell you who referred you to us.  You understand that, don’t you?”

     “Yes, Sir.  I won’t talk.”  She took the money that Uri was holding in his hand.

     “Very good.  Now, I have two friends coming over to watch your daughter do more modeling.  She will shave her pussy while taking a bath in front of our cameras.  She was shy but she did follow directions and take off her panties and spread her legs for us.  She does have too much pubic hair, but fortunately she doesn’t have any hair around her asshole.  She pulled her ass open and held it open for us, when we told her, and Phillip zoomed in for a close up – and no hair there, so that’s good.  I’m sure after she shaves her pussy, the men will approve of her.  And if they approve of her, then perhaps we will be able to use Bela for some private modeling once in a while.  You would be contacted ahead of time by the man who told you about us.  You would be well paid for letting her do these private sessions for the next few years.  But you must not talk.”

     “I understand.  Yes, Sir.  But what are these private sessions?” She looked interested, yet worried.

     “She would still be a virgin.” Uri assured her.  “She would just dance and undress.  Perhaps the men would touch her – and then you would get more money – but they know that they may not fuck her.  If anyone tries to do that they would disappear.  Do you know what I mean?”

     The mother said, “I know what you mean.  Thank you.  Should I think of other names?”

     “Yes.” Uri said.  He nodded to me.
     It was my turn to talk.  I said, “Today we want Bela to do a practice session.  You will be paid as if this was one of those practice sessions that Uri mentioned.  We’ll call you when she is finished and you can come and pick her up.  You must leave now, because the men who are coming to visit don’t want anyone to see them.  We will get Bella all dressed up with a short dress and make-up, jewelry and perfume – just like when she would be entertaining and undressing for important, rich visitors.  Would you like your daughter to be able to be an entertainer from time to time?”
     “Yes.”

     “Very good.”  Uri said.  “These men will pay well in order to watch your daughter undress and pull down her panties.  Men love to see pretty, young girls undress and pull their pussies or asses open for them, or maybe hold out their tiny titties to be felt.  And perhaps there would be another little girl there to dance with Bela, but of course, nobody she knows. The girls would dance and kiss and undress each other, and let the men touch them, but that is all that would happen.  And you are not to talk to anyone about this.  You should not spend your money in a showy way or raise any questions.  You should not ask Bela any questions either.  Do you understand this?”

     “Yes.”

     “That’s good.  We will be able to use your daughter, and she will still be a virgin, I assure you.  You have struggled all these years to support her, so now she can help support you for a few years.  Would you like us to consider using your daughter?”

     “Yes.  Thank you.”  She said, as she left.  “When I come back in a few hours I will give you some other names.”
     I helped get Bela into the cowgirl outfit we both wondered about the panties.  There were none – just the leggings which tied around her waist and the chaps-like leggings down the outsides.  We got those tied into place, but her ass and pussy were bare.  The vest hardly covered her breasts.  She liked the gun and holster and practiced drawing the toy gun as if she was in a shoot out.  The boots fit her and she jangled when she walked.  
     Uri came in and looked at her.  She turned for him with a big smile on her face and then drew the plastic gun.  “Very good.  You look so hot, Bela.  Very hot.” 

     I said, “This is fun, isn’t it?”

     “Yes.  I like to play dress up.  You talk funny, Mr. Phillip.  I like how you talk.  Like you’re from England or France or somewhere.”

     Uri wanted me to lick her off before the others got there.  “Get on your hands and knees on the edge of the bed, Bela, so Phillip can lick your ass and pussy.  I want all your excitement licked off before the other men get here.”

     She got into position so fast that I figured Uri had showed her this position the last time she modeled for him.  Her ass was over the edge of the bed and her knees were wide apart.  She put her head on a pillow and used both hands to pull her small ass cheeks apart for me.  I could see the pink center and could also see her wet, open pussy.  I bent down behind her and reached my arms under her hips to feel her firm titties.  I began massaging them with both hands while I licked her ass and pussy.  
     Uri handed me the vibrator, already turned to full-speed.  I touched it to her clitty while I licked her ass and cunt and pulled on her small titties.  She reached another orgasm within a minute.
     We let her rest while we set up the cameras for our “western ride” scene.  

     The two men arrived while Bela was resting.  We talked for a little while and they looked at Bela.  They rolled her onto her back and spread her legs.  She smiled up at them.  One of the men said, “Looks like she already got off.  Her clitty is still pink and swollen.”

    “Twice.” Said Uri, “But she’ll get off at least once more while you’re here.  She loves showing off for an audience, although she looks very shy.”  I thought that she didn’t look shy at that moment – laying on her back with her legs wide apart and her arms out to her sides – fully exposing her bare chest and pussy to the new men.

     One of the men pulled her leg towards him so she was spread out even wider.  “I think she likes being looked at.”

     “Yes, she does.”  Said Uri.  “And her mother says she can go with you from time to time for private dances.”

     Then our little cowgirl rode the horse for them (the arm of a stuffed chair) and bounced and wiggled around, pretending to hold the reins of a fast, plaid stallion.  Uri’s friend put a scarf over the arm of the stuffed chair for a saddle.  When Bela dismounted, the saddle stuck to her.  There was a wet smear where she had been riding.  The man laughed and smelled the scarf.
     They tied her spread eagled to the corners of the bed and one of the new men fondled her breasts which had all but disappeared when the pulled her arms and legs wide open. The other man licked her pussy.  She loved it.

     They stood and our star quickly got dressed in the clothes she was wearing when her mother brought her to the studio, but with white, cotton panties.  We got down to our original business.  One of the men took pictures while I ran the video camera.  She walked into the bathroom and undressed, then got in the tub and washed for a while before shaving her pussy.  I had to zoom in after she pulled down her panties to show that there really was wispy, blond pubic hair around the top and sides of her pussy.  After she shaved, that ended our official session and they took her back to the living room for a few games.  The two men took off their clothes while I had to wait downstairs.  

    They finished in about thirty minutes and came downstairs.  One of them told me she did a good job and that she would soon develop a taste for it.

    Then it was my turn.  I ran up the stairs and undressed.  She spent time studying my cock before she started to lick and suck it.  I came in her mouth and she swallowed all of it.  
     Uri gave Bela some money which the girl hid in her new panties.  Her mother arrived and we walked Bela out to the car.  Uri said, “She did very good following directions.”  He handed Bela’s mother a few bills, but I couldn’t see how much it was.  It was years later that I learned the Russian Mafia earned millions of dollars from their pubescent websites.  Many of those video clips and pictures are still circulating around through the newsgroups.  Well, some of the “milder” videos at least.

     Uri said, “We will want to use your daughter again.  She is a good dancer.  She’s cute and can follow directions.  You’ll be contacted again soon.”

     “Thank you.”  She put the money in her purse and they drove off.

     We left as the cleaning lady arrived.  The mob thought of everything.  As we drove back, Uri said, “I think Bela will do great.  She seems shy at first, but warms up quickly.  Very nice.”
     “Will she really remain a virgin, Uri?”

     “Yes, for a while.  But fingers don’t count.  Sucking and licking don’t count, and even sitting down just a little bit on the tip doesn’t count.  She couldn’t sit down very far on a big penis anyway.  The man you saw leave has a very small one, which is partly why you were sent downstairs.  She sat down on it so that the head was in, but it started to hurt, so he just lifted her on and off his cock about one inch.  After a few times he shot his load into her juicy pussy.  We cleaned her off and convinced her that an inch or two doesn’t count and that she is still a virgin.”

     I was intrigued.  “And the other man?”

     “His is way too big.  She could hardly get the tip in her mouth.  But she did swallow most of it.  I hope I captured the funny look on her face with your 35 mm when he shot in her mouth.”
     “What was that about performing with another girl?”

     “Yes, sometimes if there is a really rich man, or a group of men, or even women, we’ll line up two or three girls and everybody will watch them perform with each other… kissing, undressing, fingering, and so on.  The men love it.  We do it at the orphanage sometimes.  You’ll have to come over.  I’ll invite you.  The girls have fun, too, and then they get to taste some cum – a man’s maybe, but another girl’s for sure.”

ROUGH STUFF 
     I never saw any “rough stuff” during those first 22 months, but in the last monthS before I left I had to film a few things that both turned me on and haunted me.

     I set up cameras in Prague for a young girl’s debut.  I expected another stage mother with a shy, pretty girl.  Sometimes the mothers would say, “Do everything they tell you.” And then leave the set.

     However, that day I didn’t meet the girl’s mother.  The set that day was in a beautiful, eighteenth century bedroom in a house outside of Prague.  There was a large four-poster bed in the middle of the room.  The pictures had been removed from the walls exposing squares and rectangles of lighter colored wallpaper.  The girl, Olenka, was very shy and seemed scared, but I was scared by then, too, so I kept my mouth shut.  She was dressed nicely and her hair was up.  She looked so pretty, but I could tell she was really scared.  A rough-looking lady with a dark complexion escorted her in.  I suspected she was working for the mob, too.  She reminded me of the old stereotype ethnic term, “Gypsy,” but we didn’t talk so I don’t really know anything about her, not even her name.  She didn’t smile, but led the girl into the room.  From the way she said, “Do everything they tell you,” I knew she wasn’t related to our young starlet.  She was as dark as the girl was fair.  Olenka looked like she was about twelve, but could have been a year older or younger.  She may have been small for her age.
     I had set up two video cameras; one at the foot of the bed and one beside the bed, six feet away.   I ran the cameras and got footage of her as she danced and undressed.  She bravely tried to keep smiling.  She was slim and cute; very cute with sandy, blond hair and hazel eyes.
     Before she was led into the room I gathered that she had been taken from her father who owed the mob lots of money.  Evidently she became the collateral for some kind of loan shark deal gone bad.  I pretended not to know or care what the two thugs talked about while I was busy filming – going from camera to camera while Olenka danced.  I showed each of the two thugs how to operate the cameras and they seemed to pick it up right away.  They went to the back of the room and made comments about the twelve year old, virgin star of today’s show.  She was just beginning to get a figure and had a dusting of blond pubic hair.  She was reluctant to undress, but Sevastian said it would be better if she did it herself or he would beat her and then undress her himself.  So she began undressing.

     Sevastian told her to spread her legs wide for the camera.  “Pull your pussy lips open so we can see in you.  Wider!  That’s better.  You want us to see your little, pink hole, don’t you, Olenka?”  He had me zoom in on her open pussy.  I noted that her pink, inner labia weren’t developed yet.  
     He had her roll over and get on her shoulders and knees with her knees wide apart to show the camera how limber she was.  “Now pull your ass open for the camera.  Both hands!  You want everybody to see you little, pink asshole, too, don’t you?”  
     Again she balked, and Sevastian repeated his threat, so she got in position and pulled her ass open.  I was told to zoom in again while she held her bottom open.

     She stood up, blushing brightly, on the edge of tears at the end of her first performance for the day.
     After she went into the other room to get dressed again, I had the two thugs demonstrate how they would work the cameras when the starlet came back in wearing her new outfit.  I pretended I wanted to watch her next show because she was so cute, but they told me I would have to leave soon.  

     “There are some things you must not see, Phillip.” Sevastian explained.  “We want you to forget all about today.  You must never talk about this to anybody.  Wait downstairs in case we need you.”
     When she came back into the room she was all dressed up again but also had on ankle and wrist straps that had chrome plated O rings stitched into the leather.  She was dressed normally other than that.  Sevastian, one of the thugs, who was directing the show, told her she would soon be undressed again.  The other hoodlum, whose name I never learned brought in a slim, scruffy, fifteen year old boy.  He looked rough.  Sevastian asked him if he wanted to help them begin to teach a virgin some lessons. 

     Then Sevastian pulled a pile of ropes out of a cardboard box.  I glanced in the box and noticed a small, white vibrator, a big vibrator with studs and ribs, a blindfold, a red, ball gag on a leather strap, a small butt plug, a little whip, a paddle, and some other things I had never seen before.

     Olenka looked at the boy who grinned back at her, while he licked his lips like a hungry wolf.
     Sevastian said, “This is Fedor and he wants to watch you undress, Olenka.  Will you take off all your clothes so he can see you?”  The cameras were on.  Fedor stepped up to Olenka.  He was almost a foot taller, and probably weighed sixty pounds more than her.
     I thought she might faint from fear and embarrassment, but she put on a brave smile.  Part of me wanted to intervene, but then I knew that it would be me who disappear in a gully somewhere.  I was as trapped as Olenka.
     Sevastian said, “Olenka, tell Fedor what you want to show him.  Tell him you want him to put his finger in it.”

     I was struck by her poise, as if she realized her danger and knew she would actually be safer to play along with them.  Or maybe she really did want to enjoy some new experiences.  She said, “I want to undress for you, Fedor.”  She smiled.  “And I want to show you my pussy.”  She used a crude, Russian slang word for pussy.  That made Sevastian smile and rub his own crotch.  But Olenka continued, “I want to pull my pussy wide open and want to feel your finger sliding in me.  And I’ll pull my ass open, too.  I want you to play with me.”  Her boldness surprised all of us, and I think it even made Fedor loose some of his bravado.  

     But Sevastian said, “Fedor, I think this little bitch is hot for you.  You will both enjoy making this video.”  He grinned at Olenka, “And I think you will like being tied up and whipped with a plug in your ass.  I think you’ll really like it.  I’m betting that your pussy will get very wet, and then we’ll put the vibrator up your pussy at the same time.  I bet you’ll like that.  And I bet you’ll like the taste of Fedor’s cock.  And you’d better swallow all of it.  I’ll make a video of Fedor shooting his wad into your open mouth and then you’d better swallow it all and smile for the camera.”
    As I headed downstairs the girl looked scared again.  They started the music.  But she began dancing and undressing in front of the big four-poster bed.  She seemed to be getting into it.  It looked like a battle between her fear and modesty versus her curiousity.
     Sevastian said, “You don’t have to worry, Olenka, I won’t hurt you.”  He emphasized the word, “I.”  Then he laughed, “not this week anyway.   We have orders not to hurt you.  In fact, even Fedor here won’t hurt you.  It might feel good, Olenka.  You will enjoy the new things you’ll get to do today.  And then Fedor has a special treat for you to taste - a creamy new delicacy.  Some girls love it.  And you’ll swallow all of it.”
     Then he said to Fedor, “And you’ll get to taste something, too.  But you won’t be getting into any tight spots just yet.  Well, maybe a finger.  But we are making a video to send to somebody so he will know he has to come up with the money so that little Olenka here won’t have to undress in front of lots of other people.  But then, maybe she would like that.”

    Olenka was still trying to smile and be brave.  “What are these funny bracelets for, and these straps on my ankles?  They look kind of like dog collars.”

     Sevastian laughed, “They are!  My, my, you are a smart little girl!  It’s just part of the crazy outfit you have to wear today.  Bad doggies get tied up, but you are going to be a good doggie, aren’t you?  You’ll dance and take off all your clothes while we watch?  And you’ll smile at the cameras?  And you’ll lie on the bed and open your legs for the camera, won’t you?  You want to show Fedor your bare pussy, don’t you?”
     Olenka swallowed.  “Yes.” She said.  “I’ll do whatever you say.”

     “Good girl.  Put the straps on your ankles and wrists and let me fasten them.  You’ll make a nice doggie.  Because good doggies get nice treats to taste, but bad doggies get tied up and sometimes they are whipped.”  Said Sevastian.  
     Olenka put the straps on her wrists and ankles and let Sevastian tighten the buckles.

     Sevastian said, “We have some treats for the little doggie today.  She’ll like these special treats, I bet.”  He pulled the pieces of rope out of the bag.  “These will help the little doggie stay in position today.  Be a good doggie no and undress.”

     He showed me out of the room.  I heard Sevastian say “Undress!” as I started down the stairs.  I didn’t close the door behind me and they didn’t close it either.

     Between songs I could hear Olenka pleading, “No, please.  Why are you tying me up?  I’ll be good.”  Then one of them turned the music down.  Maybe they wanted me to hear.  Or maybe they wanted to have her pleas on the videotape.  

     I heard them cheer her on to undress and get in various unladylike positions for the cameras.  Sevastian said, “That’s right, pull your pussy open.  Good doggie.”

     About ten minutes later, after I heard the bed frame squeeking, I heard Fedor say, “That should hold her.  Her perky butt is nice and high.  For the world to see.  You know, Honey, we’re getting all this on video, don’t you, you cute, little doggy?”

     “But you said you wouldn’t show anybody.”  She said.

     Sevastian laughed.  “Maybe we won’t.  We’ll see what the next week brings.  But otherwise there might be lots of people who would like to see this.  They would love to see fingers and toys going in your perky, pink butthole.   Maybe then they would want to put their finger in you, or spank you, or cum on your face – things like that.  Yes, I’m sure they would.”
     “But why would you spank me?  I’m doing everything you say.”

     Sevastian laughed.  “Look at her, Fedor.  She doesn’t want us to spank her, but look at that cute, little butt so high in the air.  I don’t think we can keep from spanking something that pretty.  If you wiggle it around for us, maybe we’ll wait a minute.”

     I heard the bed frame squeeking for a full minute.  “Like that?” She asked.  “I’m trying to wiggle it as much as I can.”  The bed frame kept squeeking.

     “Keep wiggling.  Fedor has to give you four smacks right now, and then we’ll do some other things.  If you keep wiggling, and if you are very cooperative, then maybe you won’t have to get any more spankings, at least not today.  Keep wiggling while he spanks you.  If you stop wiggling your pretty, little ass, then he will spank it harder.”

     I heard the bed frame shaking, then a loud smack!

     “Ouch.  No!  That hurts.  It’s too hard.”

     Fedor laughed.  “She stopped wiggling.”  Then I heard another, even louder smack as the paddle hit Olenka’s exposed ass.  The bed frame was squeeking really loud during the next two smacks.

     I heard Olenka crying, but the bed frame kept wiggling.  “Good girl.” Said, Fedor.  “Keep wiggling that ass.  Mmmm, it looks rosy red now.  Very nice.”  

     Sevastian said, “Turn off the cameras.  I’ll put some salve on her spank marks.  We’ll probably have to do more and this might heal them up faster in the meantime.”

     It got quiet.  The crying stopped.  After a few minutes, Sevastian said, “We want to turn you over now, Olenka.  Will you cooperate or would you like more spankings.  Those are your two choices.”

     “I’ll cooperate.  Please don’t spank me anymore.”  She took several deep breaths and I heard the bed frame squeeking as they unfastened the short ropes connecting the bed frame to her wrist and ankle straps.  

    “On your back.  Just one pillow under your butt now.  Spread your arms and legs wide.  Wait, Fedor, leave that arm untied for now.  I want to watch her wiggle and touch herself in front of the cameras.  Say your name and age for the cameras now, too.  Tell the camera that you like to undress for men and you would like to have men touch you.  If you say that like you mean it while you are touching your titties and your pussy, then maybe we won’t have to spank you.”

     “My name is Olenka….”

     “Wait!  Wait until I start the cameras.  I’ll point to you and you start talking.  Wiggle around, too.  You’re a very, pretty, little girl.” 
     The squeaking started again, “I’m Olenka and I’m twelve years old.  I like to undress for men or for cameras.  I want men to touch me like this.”  The squeaking continued.

     Sevastian laughed a minute later and the squeaking stopped.  “I think yes, you do like to do this.  I like watching you touch yourself.  We’ll turn off the cameras a minute and we’ll touch you.  I think you’re so pretty that I want to kiss you.  But you keep wiggling while all three of us touch you or finger you or kiss you.  If you stop wiggling then we’ll have to spank you again.”

     The squeaking started again.  The other man who was working with Sevastian didn’t say a word, but I heard the springs squeak as they stretched, and figured there must be lots of extra weight on the bed.  The squeaking continued for at least five minutes.  I could almost picture the three of them touching her all over and fingering her pussy or kissing her mouth or even her pussy.  But the bed frame kept squeaking so I knew that Olenka was dutifully squirming around while tied to the bed.

     “You do taste good, Olenka.  Has anybody ever licked your pussy like that before?”

     “No.  Should I keep wiggling?”

     “Yes, keep wiggling.  I’m going to put my finger in your pussy and play with a vibrator on your clitty.  So keep wiggling.  Don’t talk unless you beg me to do more.  In fact, why don’t you keep begging me.  Get this on tape.  Not my face.”  

     She started immediately.  I heard the bed noises as she wiggled and as Sevastian got on to sit or kneel in front of her pussy.  She said, “Please, put the vibrator on me, Please do it.  Please put your finger in me.”

    Sevastian laughed.  “You can be a good doggie when you need to be.  Have you ever touched a vibrator to your pussy before?”

     “No.”  It was quiet, then she started wiggling again.  “Please touch me with it.”

     “Has anybody ever put a finger in your pussy before?  Have you ever put your own finger up your pussy?”

     “Umm.”

     “Answer the questions!  Keep begging me!”

     “Nobody else.  Just me.  Please put your finger in me.  Please put…”  It was silent for a moment.  “That tickles.  Oh, that feels funny.  Oh, your finger is too big…”

     “Want another spanking?”

     “No.  I mean please keep putting your big finger in me.  That feels funny.  Keep touching it there.  Oh.”

     “Hold still a minute.”  Sevastian said.  “Get a close up of her clit.  It’s stiffening up real nice under the vibrator.  I think she likes it.  Did you hear her begging for it?”  He laughed again, joined by Fedor.

     “Fedor, hold her pussy open.  Pull her lips apart and up as far as you can so the little button sticks out.  Spit on it and then I’ll touch the vibrator to it and we’ll see how big it gets.  I want you to beg for more, Honey.”

     I couldn’t hear the vibrator before, but Sevastian must have turned it up, because I heard it going full speed.  Olenka started begging him to touch her with the vibrator.

     “Oh!  That tickles too much.  Oh!  Unn.”  The bed was squeaking and jumping around.  I couldn’t tell if she was trying to get away from it, or if she was truly wiggling.

     “Quiet now.  Hold still.  Here.  Zoom in on that little, pink clitty.  See how stiff and swollen it is?”

      “Oh.”  
     “Hold still, Olenka.  We’re about done with this part.  Did that feel good?  Did you like those tickles?”

     “It didn’t hurt.”

     “But did it feel good to you?”

     “Yes.”

     “Good, Doggie.  You’re learning to tell the truth.  But now it’s time to roll you over again.  Will you cooperate or would you like more hard spankings?”

     “I’ll cooperate.”

     I heard the bed noises as they flipped over again.  

     Sevastian said, “Remember this position, Honey?”

     “Yes.”

     “Are you going to be a good doggie and let us put this butt plug up your ass?  See, I don’t think it’s too big.  Not too much bigger than my finger.”

     “Please don’t put anything in my bottom.”  She begged.  That seemed to fire them up again.

     “Look at that, Fedor.  Her ass is nice and high again on top of three pillows and her hands and legs are tied wide apart.  And now she asks us not to stick anything up her ass.”  Sevastian and Fedor laughed.

     Fedor said, “It would be so easy to put a slippery finger in that little ass hole.”

     Sevastian said, “Yes, it’s so high and dry.  All puckered up, like she’s trying to tighten it.  Do you think you can push a slippery finger in even if she tries to close it tight?”

     “Yes.  I’ll get her all lubed up.  No way she could stop me.”

     “He’s right, Honey.  But I want you to wiggle and try to hold your butt closed tight.  I want to make sure he can push his finger in even if you resist.  Now wiggle around and try to hold it tight.  I want to see how tight you can get your little asshole.  If you let him push his finger all the way in, then you’ll have to get another spanking!”
     I heard the bedsprings bouncing and squeaking, and then I heard Fedor laughing.  I’m getting this stuff all over her ass.  She won’t hold still.  She’s really holding it tight.  Maybe I should tighten her ropes.  I heard the springs and figured it was Fedor going to the corners to tighten the bonds.  Then the squeaking and bouncing started again.  

      “Ride ‘em, Cowboy!”  Shouted Fedor in English.  I heard a couple of smacks and figured he was slapping her ass, but she kept writhing around on the bed, making it squeak.  

     Sevastian said, “Get your finger lubricated, then catch her ass, and plunge it in!”  He sounded angry, but then he laughed.  “This is making a good video though.  Keep bucking around there, little doggy.  Maybe you can keep his finger out.”

     “It’s in.” Fedor shouted a minute later.  “It all the way in.”

     “Let me try it.”  Said Sevastian.  I heard him get up onto the bed.  “Wiggle now, Honey.  Don’t let me push my finger in.  Hold it tight.  That’s a baby.  It’s really puckered tight!” The bed kept squeaking as she bounced around as best she could.  Then Sevastian shouted, “It’s in!”

     “Oh!” cried Olenka.

     Sevastian said, “Let me do that again.  Go, Baby!”  Then a few seconds later he said, “It’s in again.”

     “Ohh!” Olenka let out a loud gasp.

     Fedor said, “I think she’s starting to get slippery.  I got her loosened up for you.”
     Sevastian said, “Or maybe she’s starting to like it.  There, again.  Out.  There, in again. Yes, she not bouncing as much either.  In again!  Come on, try it.”

     I heard the springs stretch and the room was quiet.  I figured the other cameraman was trying it.

     The bed squeaked but his extra weight kept it fairly still.

     Then Olenka let out another gasp.  “Unn – ohh!”

     The three of them took turns for a few more minutes.  The bed kept moving, but not as much.  I heard Olenka gasp six more times.

     Squeak, squeak.  “Unn-ohh!”

     Squeak, squeak.  “Aggh-unn!”

     Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak.  “Unn-oohga-un!”

     Smack!

     Smack!

     Soft squeak.  “Unn-aggh-uuaah!”

     Sevastian said, “Come on.  You have to wiggle and tighten up.  Make it a challenge.”

     Squeak, squeak, squeak, squeak.  Someone laughed.  Then, “Unn-oogh-oangh!”

     Sevastian called out the door, “Phillip, come on up and try this.”

     I scolded myself for being so eager to see this as I took the stairs two at a time.  There was Olenka, naked except for her high heels and lacy, white ankle socks.  Her hands and feet were tied to the corners of the iron bed frame and her ass was up on three pillows.  I lubricated my finger and got on the bed.  I saw a few red streaks across her plump ass cheeks where she had been spanked earlier.  There was lubricant on her puckered up asshole.  I glanced around and it seemed that the cameras were off.  Fedor was naked standing beside the bed, smiling. 
     Fedor hopped onto the bed and knelt behind Olenka’s raised ass.  “Just sit behind her and she can’t get away.  Oh, she has such a pretty ass.”  He slapped it hard.

     I climbed onto the bed and knelt behind her.

     Sevastian told her to “giddy-yap!” and Olenka started squirming and wiggling.  It was a moving target.  I put my left hand on her ass to try to hold her, but it was slippery as a greased pig since they had missed so many times and kept putting more lubricant on their fingers.  Then I got my finger near the hole and pushed.  I slid off, but tried again, and this time hit the mark, plunging my finger all the way in her tight ass.  She let out a gasp and moved her hips.  “Unnn, aggh-onnn!”

     I held my finger still – pressing in – but she kept wiggling around which made it slide half way out and then back in - again and again as she kept squirming around.  She didn’t seem to be moving around to get away though.  She was arching her back to bring her hips up and down.  This had the effect of pushing my finger in and out continually.  She was like one of my well-trained students back at the orphanage, so I wondered if she would like a “treat” like those girls did.  “Fedor, hand me the vibrator.  Turn on the camera at the side.  Don’t get me in the picture.  They got it set up.  

     Olenka was still moving her hips making my finger go in and out.  She was moaning softly.  “Look at the camera, Olenka.  Hold still.  This might feel good.”  I ran the vibrator up and down her thighs from her knees to her pussy.  Then, when my finger was all the way in again, I touched it across her clit.  She jerked and moaned.  “Unnnn!”  I rationalized that maybe if I got her to cum, then maybe they wouldn’t spank her again.  “I’m going to touch this to your clitty each time I plunge my finger in your ass.  Try to hold still and relax your asshole so I can plunge in.  If you let me push it in, then I’ll touch your clit with the vibrator.  Now beg me to do it and tell me what you’ll do.”
     She lifted her bottom, holding it still, “Please, please, put your finger in my bottom.  Please touch the vibrator to my clitty.  Please, push it in.”

     I pushed my finger all the way in and touched her clitty with the vibrator at the same time.  

     She let out a loud, pleasure moan.  “Yes!   Like that.”   

     I only touched her clitty for a moment and pulled it away.  I did it again, poising my finger above her asshole.  “Lift up your ass if you want me to stick my finger in.”

     She lifted her ass and I plunged it all the way in.  This time I pressed the vibrator against her clit and held it there.  She was moving her hips – lifting her ass up and down – as she came with a loud moan.  I felt her ass grasp my finger as her rhythmic spasms shook her.  She was squeezing my finger with her ass.
     They untied her and let her rest as long as she laid on her back with her legs wide apart so we could all see her pussy.  

     Sevastian said, “If you hide your pussy or try to leave we will tie you again and give you a good spanking.  But I think you want to be a good doggy now, don’t you?”

     “Yes.”

     Sevastian laughed.  “You’re coming around.  Did that feel good?”

     “Yes.”  She admitted.  Of course we could all see some white goo starting to ooze out of her vagina, meaning she had just cum.  

     Sevastian pointed to the camera and to Olenka’s pussy, so the other man got up and zoomed in on her pussy, as the white cream formed at the mouth to her vagina.  He said, “You have to answer me honestly, Olenka,”  calling her by the correct name for the first time since her punishment and humiliation started.  “You did so good keeping your asshole tight, but once we fingered it a few times you seemed to stop struggling.  Did it start to feel good to you?”

     “Yes.”  She blushed and started to close her legs, but then put them back open again.

     “Good girl.”  Sevastian said.  “Now aren’t you glad we pushed our fingers in your ass?”

     “Yes.  It started to feel good.”

     “Good girl.  Now put your hands down and pull your pussy lips apart for the camera.  Try to lift your pussy up towards your head so we can all see your clitty.  Can you tell it got bigger?”

     “Yes, like it was getting stiff and sensitive  Like when you touched it.”  She opened her pussy lips and pulled up.  This sent more of her cum oozing out.  “It felt good, what you did.”  She looked at me.  Then she looked to the other side of the room, away from us.  “All of your fingers felt good.” 

     Sevastian said, “We’ve got the tape now, Olenka.  You did good.  You have to stay here at least a week.  We’ll have lots of visitors.  Everybody who comes to visit us will want to meet you and kiss you.  They might even want you to dance for them and take your clothes off.  Will you do that?”

     “Yes.”

     “Good girl.  Then maybe we won’t have to spank you too often this week.”

     Fedor said, “And maybe they will want to put a finger in your ass hole, too.”

     She didn’t say anything.

     Sevastian said, “You’ll have to pucker hard and try to keep their finger out as long as you can.  You’ll be tied up again.  And maybe, maybe…”

     She got a half smile on her face.  “What?”

     Sevastian said, “Maybe if you struggle hard and keep that little asshole of yours real tight, then maybe you can start letting them slide a finger in and they might touch you with the vibrator.”

     Her body twitched.  I noticed a little more goo ease out of her vagina.  She was hot.

     “We’ll have your hairdresser…” he nodded towards the other room, “get you all cleaned up between visitors.  You’ll be fresh and clean for each caller.”
     Fedor said, “What about me cumming in her mouth now, and the butt plug?”  He was ready to get started again.”

     “Get dressed, Fedor.  We’ll do that later.  Let’s get her cleaned up for dinner.  Someone is coming over later.  Olenka is in my care for the next week, and she will still be a virgin when the time is up.  Yes, she will get to learn about butt plugs, blow jobs, fingers, and vibrators, and maybe more spankings, but she will still be a virgin.”

     Fedor looked disappointed.  “Will I get to cum in her mouth tonight?”

     “Probably.  Yes.  She will have plenty of opportunities this week to taste cum.  But she will also get to enjoy lots of fingers.”

     Olenka was listening but didn’t seem upset.  She was still feeling a little post-orgasmic high, I think.  
     Sevastian walked over to the other cameraman.  He was taller than me and much broader.  It looked like he could break down doors with his head.  Sevastian said a few words into his ear and the man thought a minute and nodded.

     Sevastian came back to us.  “Phillip, since you have already seen much more than you should have, but since Uri said we could trust you, would you like to stay here longer?  The visitor who is coming later – well, you must not hear his name or talk to him unless he talks to you, but you seem to have a way with …” he nodded his head towards Olenka who was looking up at the ceiling.  I’ll call Uri and see if you can go back tomorrow morning instead of this afternoon.”

     I didn’t know what to say so I just nodded.  Sevastian clicked his fingers at Fedor who was almost dressed.  “Let her suck your cock.  Try to let yourself cum in her mouth.  Olenka, you need to get used to this taste because you will be tasting lots more of it this week.  Let him lie down beside you and kiss you and feel you, and then lick his cock and start sucking on it.”  He motioned to the other cameraman to get it on camera.  He led me out to the top of the stairs.  “And when our visitor arrives, don’t ask him any questions.  Don’t get him on film.  In fact, we will probably have to remove the cameras.  If he starts spanking Olenka, just let him.  Olenka’s father owes him quite a bit of money.  Maybe this will even spare his life if he gets off with the daughter.  You must not interfere, Phillip, even if he decides to beat the shit out of her.  Do you understand?  We don’t want to have to kill you.  I think you are OK and will keep your mouth shut.  Yes?”
     “Yes.  I won’t talk and I won’t ask him any questions.  And I also think that Olenka could begin to enjoy her new role.”

     “I hope so.  It will make this week go easier on her.  And if she has to stay another week, she might enjoy the fucking, too.  Who knows?  But I hope it doesn’t have to go much longer than that or it could get really rough for her after her father disappears.”

     “You mean killed?”

     He looked at me.  “I’m sorry.  No questions.  It’s none of my business.”

     “That’s right.”

     We went back in the room and Fedor was rolling around on the bed with Olenka, rubbing his cock on the outside of her pussy.  He saw Sevastian and pinched her right nipple hard, getting an “Ouch!” out of Olenka, who quickly came out of her stupor.
     “That’s too hard.”  She protested.

     “Suck my cock now, Doggie.”  He said, picking up the term from Sevastian.  “Lick it and get it nice and wet.  See how far you can take it in your mouth.  That’s it.”  

     She was licking and sucking Fedor’s cock, which was actually longer than mine, but lacked girth.  Olenka wouldn’t know that though.  Not yet, at least.
     It wasn’t long before Fedor motioned to the other cameraman to zoom in.  He pulled his cock out of her mouth and told her to open wide and keep her tongue out as far as she could.  She complied as best she could, but the force of that first squirt into the back of her mouth was so much harder that she expected that she closed her mouth and turned her head.  Fedor took her head in both hands as his second squirt hit the side of her face.  He turned her head and with great urgency, said, “Open!”

     She opened her mouth wide and took the last four shots into her mouth.  The last two of his squirts dribbled onto her tongue.  

     “Show my cum to the camera for a little bit and then swallow it.”  

     I was worried she would gag or get sick.  She looked at Sevastian for direction and he nodded his head.  She opened her mouth to show the camera the white cum that was in her mouth.  It was quite a bit.  Then she swallowed.  It took her three swallows to get it all down.  She didn’t say anything, but she couldn’t stifle the look that proclaimed, “Yuck!”

     “Sevastian said, “You’ll learn to love it, My Little Doggie.  Now you can go in and get cleaned up and then take a nap before tonight.  We’ll have a light supper.  I’ll have your assistant give you an enema, too.  Want you to be clean inside and out for tonight.  A very important visitor.”
     He had Fedor leave the house and drive back to his apartment in town.

     Two hours later a car drove up.  The driver got out and opened the back door.  A stocky man in a black suit got out and came to the door.  He walked in as if he owned the place and maybe he did.  He was younger than I expected.  The driver carried in a suitcase and left it in the hall and then went back to the car.  I could see that the driver was armed.

     The man shook my hand and said in perfect Oxford English, “Nice to meet you, Phillip.  I heard you were here.  I’ve heard quite a bit about your stay here.  You’ve done a good job at the orphanage and even gave the girls an education of sorts.  Not the usual education, but a big help, nevertheless.”

     He switched to classic Russian and said something to Sevastian while he pointed upstairs.  Sevastian took him into the living room, and asked me to wait in the dining room.  I heard them watch highlights of the tapes.  They previewed the tapes on two players and TVs that were set up in the corner of the big room.  About forty minutes later they came in the dining room to call me.
     We went into the living room and sat down, each with a glass of wine.  Sevastian went upstairs and came back down a minute later.

     Then Olenka came downstairs, wearing a black velvet dress – very short – with a white bow in back and a matching white bow in her brushed blond hair.  She was wearing lipstick, make-up, and her nails were done.  I smelled a faint touch of perfume – not too heavy, which probably meant she didn’t put it on herself.  She was wearing black, patent-leather shoes with lacy, white, ankle socks.  She looked both older and younger, and very pretty.  Very feminine.  I was glad they had turned off the tapes before she came in.
     She curtsied to each of us, with a self-conscious smile.  For my memory I gave this man a name, although it isn’t his real name.  I called him “Don” in my head, after watching all the Godfather movies before I left the states a few years earlier.  Don patted the seat on the couch next to him and Olenka sat down, the short skirt not going to her knees and her feet not touching the floor.  They were sticking straight out off the front of the couch.  We chatted in Czech and Don was just as fluent as he had been in Oxford English and High Russian.  He asked Olenka about school and her hobbies.  
     He laughed, “Maybe I’ll help you learn some new hobbies, Olenka.  You’re a bright little girl.  Would you like to learn new things?”

     “Yes, Sir.”

     “Very good.  I even brought you some toys.  I know you’re growing up, but you might like playing with toys.  And I have some new clothes for you, too.  Just your size.”
     We had dinner in the dining room and it seemed so formal after the events of the afternoon.  Don was polite to Olenka and interested in what she had to say.  He mentioned her pet cat by name and said the kitty would arrive tomorrow for her to play with.

     Olenka was surprised, but then got a big smile on her face.  She impulsively stood and kissed his cheek.  “Oh thank you, Sir.”

     We grown-ups talked for the rest of the meal, with many references to Olenka which she probably didn’t catch.  Things like, “Very tasty, indeed.”  

     Or, “I like things with a nice rosy blush.”  Don said, while holding up his glass of wine.

     Later I said, “I enjoy getting to the bottom of things,” while we were talking about insider buying in the American stock market.  

     In English, Don said, “Phillip, that was what you Americans would call ‘corny.’  Was it not?”
     I smiled – impressed by grasp of slang.  This was a smart man.  

     He lit a cigar at the table as the dishes were cleared by Olenka’s assistant.  In formal Russian he said to her, “Is everything clean?”

     “Yes, Sir.” She replied, also in formal Russian.  “Inside and out.  Washed and clean.”

     Then, in English he said to me, “Uri says you’ll be going back to the states soon, Phillip.  Please give my regards to…..”  and he mentioned my parents by their first names.

     I didn’t know what to say.  Then he said, “I’m sure you’ll keep things to yourself about many of the things you did.  We wouldn’t want the folks on…..” He named my street address – where I grew up and where my parents still live.  “Well, we wouldn’t want them to all get a photo album featuring you on your travels.  Would we?”  He looked at me.  Or rather he looked “in” me.   

     I shook my head, and said in English.  “No, of course not.  I’ve had a great time here.  I wouldn’t want to spoil anything or embarrass my parents.”

     “No, of course not.”  He repeated, this time in Czech.  “I hope you come back to visit one day.  If you come to Prague I will know it, and perhaps we could have dinner together.”

     “That would be great.  No doubt, it would be good to see some of my students again.”

     We went into the living room and the driver had set several wrapped packages on the end of the couch.  Don sat down next to the packages and had Olenka sit next to him.  He handed her a present in a small box.  
     She opened it with a big smile on her face.  There were three pairs of sheer, lacy panties with matching bras – about size 28-A, it looked like to me.

     “Try them on.”  He said.

     Olenka started to run upstairs, but Don said, “Right here.  Try them on right here.  I’ll help you.”

     She stopped in her tracks and walked back to him.  She turned around and he untied the bow in back and unhooked the fasteners.  He pulled the dress up over her head.  Sevastian and I were watching closely, but nobody talked.  The driver had gone back outside after dinner, and the muscular cameraman went outside with him.  Classical music was playing on the tape player.
    “You still look so lovely, Olenka.  Let me help you with the camisole and slip.”  

     A minute later she was standing there in just her pink, cotton, panties, shoes, and socks.  She was holding her hands cupped over her titties, and was blushing.  Don had her turn around.  He told her again that she was very pretty.  “Put your hands down, Little One, and tell me which set do you want to try on first.”

     She held up the black bra and panties.  

     “Very sexy choice, Young Lady.”  He helped her put on the bra and boldly felt her breasts.  She started to object, but Sevastian coughed and raised his eyebrows.  Then she let him position her so he could feel how well the bra fit her.  When she was facing him, he put his hands on her hips and pulled the panties down below her hips.  “Open your legs for me, Olenka.  I’ll help you put the new panties on in just a minute.”

     She did.  Don put his right hand between her legs and began rubbing her pussy.  “I just want to see if you are getting wet yet, Olenka, and it seems that you are not.  But I’m sure you will.  This doesn’t hurt, does it?”

     “No, Sir.”  She said meekly.

     “You know we are going to play games tonight, don’t you, Olenka?”

     “Yes.  I know.”  

     “And for some of these games you will have to undress.  And you always have to do everything I say.  Do you know that?”

     “Yes.  Oh!”  she flinched.

     “Did that tickle, Olenka?”

     “Yes, Sir.  That felt funny, like tingles.”

     “Did they touch you here with a vibrator today?”

     “Oh!”  She flinched again, sliding her feet wider apart.  “Yes, they touched me there.”

     Don said, “I have a little one for you in one of these other boxes, and some other toys I think you will like.  Very good, Olenka, keep holding still for me.  Does it feel like your pussy is starting to get wetter?  Does it tingle when I touch you here?”
     “Yes. Oh!  Yes.”  She smiled.  “That tickles.”
     “Little girls get wet there when something tickles them.  Does it feel good when I touch you with my finger?”

     “Yes.”

     “You are a very sexy little girl, Olenka.  Let’s get these panties off now so you can put these pretty ones on.”  He helped her step out of the panties, then slid the other ones up her slender legs.  He felt them all over.  “Very pretty, Olenka.  Climb up and sit on my lap now.  Face me.  Here.”  He lifted her up and positioned her so she was sitting on his knees facing him, with one knee on either side of his hips.  He handed her another package.

     “This is fun.”  She said, while opening the package.  “What are these things?”

     “This is the little vibrator I told you about.”  He twisted it, causing a buzzing sound.  He put it between her legs and she jumped, but sat back down in place.  He circled it around her pussy, only occasionally flicking it across her clit.  “Is this where it tickles?”

     “Yes. Oh!  Yes.”

     “I want to tickle you for a little while, just to see if your pussy gets wetter.  Do you think it will get wetter?”  He kept buzzing in circles around and around her clit – up and down her lips and onto her thighs.

     Olenka’s mouth was open, as if she might start drooling.

     He said again, “Do you think your pussy will start getting wet if I keep doing this?”

     “Yes.”  She moved her hips.  “Oh!”  
     Don opened his knees and repositioned her.  He put her feet up on the couch back beside his hips and pressed her bent knees down which opened her up more.  Her pussy was over the gap between his knees.  “Now I can tickle you easier, Olenka.  Are you sure this feels good?”

     “Yes.  It feels good.  It tickles.  Oh!  That tickles.  Right there.”
     “We’ll let it get wetter for a while, and then I’ll feel your panties.  OK?”

     “Yes, but I can tell it’s getting wetter.  Umm, because it tingles.”
     “Do you want me to keep doing this?”

     “Yes.  It tickles.  Oh!  Right there.”

     “Look at these other presents, Olenka.  Can you guess what they are?”

     She pulled out a small butt plug, “What is this?”

     “Oh, I think you’ll like this.  We’ll play with it later.  I’ll show you.  Will you let me play with it with you?”

     “Yes.  But what does it do?”  She was turning it around in her hands, looking for batteries or a switch.  “Does it turn on?  Oh!”  She flinched again, as Don pressed the little vibrator directly on her clitty to distract her.

     “You’ll love it, I bet, Olenka.  Now look at this.”

     “What are these things?  Like clamps?”  She was turning them over in her hands, pulling on the chrome chain that connected the two, small clamps.  “What do you do with them?”  She was genuinely curious.

     “You’ll see, Olenka.  You’ll get to wear them and walk around.”

     She pulled a black, leather blindfold out of the box.  “I know what this is.”  She giggled.  “A blindfold, like for games.”

     “That’s right.  And you’ll get to wear this, too.  You’ll have fun modeling these things and demonstrating for the cameras and my friends.  Won’t that be fun?”

     “Yes.  It will be … Oh! ... fun to model things.”  She jumped when Don pressed the vibrator directly on her clitty for a moment.
     “I’m glad you like to dress up and meet people.  You were so grown-up when you met me today.  And I think my friends will like you, too.  Some of them will meet you this week, and I want you to dress up for them.  Be a little lady.  You are the star.  Kiss them if they want to kiss you.  OK?”

     “Gee.  Yes.”  She smiled.  “Oh!  That really tickles.”

     “Yes, I know.  Most little girls really like that.  If you’re nice to your visitors, then they might tickle you this way.  Won’t that be fun?”

     “Yes.  Oh!  It like give me tingles there.  But it’s kind of embarrassing, like letting somebody else see my panties.”

     “Let me tickle you with this while you squeeze your new bra.  Does your new bra feel comfortable?”
     “Yes.”  She started feeling her own titties.

     “Really feel them hard, Olenka.  Squeeze them and pinch them while I buzz you down here.”

     “Oh, it tingles all over my tummy.  Oh.”
     Don stopped suddenly and had her put her hands down at her sides.  He slipped his fingers down the front of her panties and began feeling her pussy.  “Yes, this is getting wet now.  Can you tell that it’s all wet and slippery now, Olenka?”  He kept feeling, making her squirm around on his lap.

     “Yes, it’s all tingly.  But it’s your fault.  You tickled me there.  I couldn’t help it.”

     Don laughed.  He leaned forward and kissed her on the mouth.  “You are so cute.  I want you to make a video tonight, before we play our games.  This will be a fun video, just dancing and undressing.  I will show the video we make tonight to lots of my friends to see if they want to meet you.  Then we’ll make other videos that I’ll only show to some of my very close friends.  We’ll play some games in that video.  It will be fun.  People will want to see your bare pussy while you pull it open for the camras.”

     “OK.  But you won’t show it to anybody who know me, will you?” She smiled, but looked concerned.
     “No.  Just to some friends of mine.  Some people I work with.  They will think you’re cute!  And you are!”
     Olenka blushed and giggled.

      Don said, “And you will get to model lots of pretty outfits for my friends and me this week, and probably next week, too.  You’ll get to play games and have fun.  You’ll get to watch some of your own videos.  All my friends will want a copy of your video when we get the highlights put together.”

     She blushed.  “You mean show people?”

     “Yes.  Sevastian, show her a few highlights.”

     He turned on the big TV.  Don continued to buzz the area around Olenka’s pussy with the vibrator.  Sevastian pushed “Play” and we saw my finger going in and out of Olenka’s ass as she moved her hips.  The next little clip showed Fedor’s cock shooting his cum into her mouth, and the next clip showed her dancing and undressing – pulling down her panties.

     “Oh.”  Said Olenka.  She blushed.

     “You’ll be a star, Olenka.  Lots and lots of men will want to see your video and play games with you and bring you presents.”
     I had to leave shortly afterwards and didn’t get to stay to help out.  I knew they didn’t want me to see any of Don’s friends.  I hoped they didn’t get too rough with Olenka, but I doubted if her father would be able to buy her back.  I’m sad and curious whenever I remember her. 

THE END
     A few weeks later I came back to the states and took three showers everyday for a month.  I only brought a few pictures with me – head and shoulders of some of the fully-dressed students.  Uri and Demetri wouldn’t let me take any other pictures with me.  Uri said he would write.  He also said they had “friends” in the states, so I could talk about the teaching and some of the things about their program, but that I could not talk about certain things, and he was sure I knew what he meant.  I did.  In retrospect I learned how I was willingly manipulated just like those girls.  It was fun at first, and seemed relatively “innocent” during the first year, but as things progressed and I learned more about the mob and about how the pictures and video clips were being used, I felt bad about it; about my part in it. 

     I was never able to talk with the girls about what was really going on either, although I suspect some of the older and brighter girls knew what was happening.  They enjoyed it, too.  I wonder if prostitutes feel that way at first - just a fun trick here, and a fun trick there, and pretty soon you can’t get out of the racket.  

     I never told Uri, but I changed my opinion about some of the “lawyer stuff” we had talked about.  Yes, I still think we have too many lawyers and way too many “documents” in this country, but I’m also glad we have bankruptcy laws.  But then again, I don’t know if they apply if you stiff the mob.  Maybe I’m still a little naïve.

     During those two years at the school at least thirty of the girls at the school had tasted my cum, as did several other girls whom we met on our photo trips … sometimes while their mothers were sitting in the next room – letting their nine, ten, eleven, or twelve-year old daughters get photographed.  They did tell the girls to do everything we asked them to do, and maybe they didn’t think that included cock sucking.  We kept the music playing during those photo sessions.  

     I had been fondling and fingering my students for months before any of those photo excursion trips.  Two or three nights per week I would take one or more of the girls to my room for a private “charm lesson.”  They wanted to visit.  They did their best in school so they could get a “reward,” which in time came to mean my “cum,” although they didn’t directly say that.  

     I’m very ashamed of what I did, but still have to say that I never had sex with any of them if she was still a virgin.  There were a few girls over 14 who I screwed occasionally, but none of them were virgins by the time they were allowed to do that with me.  Uri – and indirectly, the mob – were still in control and I knew it.  I knew how far each girl was allowed to go before she came up for a private lesson.

     Well, that’s my story.  I still see pictures of some of the girls posted in newsgroups.  Some of the girls were posted on lots of different sites over the course of a few years – it looks like – from the growth they displayed.  Who knows where they are now.  None of them knew my last name or where in “America” I lived.  I’ve been tempted to visit Prague someday to see if I would run into any of them in a titty bar somewhere, but I’m also afraid of running into Georg or any of those other henchmen.  I worry about who all has copies of those incriminating pictures and video tapes of me. 

     If anyone reads my confession, please let me know if you have comments.  
     Thank you for reading this confession.  And to all the girls I molested ten years ago, I’m sorry.  I may share some of my other memories later, but this was exhausting writing down all the highlights above.
                  
Sincerely,
Corn53

Readers:  Please send me any comments or suggestions.  I only included part of my memories here because it was getting repetitive.  You may ask questions, too.  I left many incidents out of this confession, but if you think of types of things I might have inadvertently left out, please share your ideas with me.  
Corn53@ameritech.net or corn53@hushmail.com 
