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		Chapter One

		

	
		

		The Contest

		

		Green City is well-named, thought Leeanne Hodges for at least the thousandth time as she stood on the front porch of the Green City Market and Deli and looked out over the small mountain town, with its small Main Street and its collection of rough-hewn white clapboard cabins, storefronts and buildings. The surrounding meadow in which the tiny town sat was filled with uncut, knee-high wild grass and berry bushes, stretching away to the nearby tall pine trees, and cleared pastures, dark green with irrigated fields of alfalfa, sprinkled with black Angus herds and a handful of grazing goats. At least its well-named from late February, when the last of the snow melts off until late June, when the hot California sun turns the green to brown!

		That hadn’t happened yet this year, as it was early June and the start of the high summer season. A blue mini-van, filled with mom, dad, the family mutt and a bunch of excited, on-vacation-for-the-summer kids pulled up in front of the store and everyone got out and hustled into the market, intent on lunch.

		Break’s over—time to get back to work! Leeanne thought to herself, trudging back into her place of employment to make the deli sandwiches the young family would no doubt request, or ring up their camping supplies, or whatever else they wanted.

		“What a cool old store!” the pre-teen boy exclaimed, bouncing up and down on the slightly springy wood flooring. “How come the floor is wood?”

		“That’s the way they built them back in the eighteen-hundreds, son,” the dad told him. “And this place is that old.”

		Actually, the store building had been erected in 1910, but Leeanne kept that fact to herself. The big, old white, high-ceilinged general store could have been built in the late 1800’s—the architecture in these historic mountain towns hadn’t changed that much in the twenty years separating 1890 from 1910; being based on thick wood walls to keep out the chilly winter winds and sharply-pitched roofs to fend off the heavy snow, but this suburban family didn’t need to know that, so she kept her mouth shut and made their requested sandwiches and filled their soft drink orders.

		The family took their sandwiches, dill pickle spears and Cokes out to their van and drove away, in search of a picnic spot. Leeanne kept herself busy stocking shelves that afternoon, until Gretchen Wiley came in about two o’clock and started doing her bi-weekly food shopping. Gretchen and Leeanne were old friends, having gone through grade school and high school together.

		“Did you hear about the vacation to Santa Cruz that K-WAT is giving away?” Gretchen asked her as they tracked down the flour together, to complete Gretchen’s shopping list. Kyle Williams, the man whose family owned the store, had given Tommy Braddock a job for the summer, unloading delivery trucks and stocking shelves.

		Tommy was cute, in the way big, dumb farm-boy teens were cute; all freckles and bulging biceps, but other than having the muscles needed to unload the trucks, Tommy was as useless as teats on a boar hog, when it came to working in the store! Imagine him putting the flour back here, right next to the jam and jellies rack! What sense did that make? Leeanne asked herself as she hefted the five-pound sack of flour and wrestled it into Gretchen’s already overfull shopping cart, careful not to break Gretchen’s dozen eggs or squash her bag of tomatoes in the process.

		“There, that ought to hold you for a couple of weeks!” Leeanne sighed as she eyed the bulging-with-groceries cart.

		“It should at that.” Gretchen told her with a big smile. “Well, ring it up and I’ll see you when I get back from Santa Cruz! I intend to win that contest! I can just see myself, sunning my lush figure on the beach, fighting off the handsome young studs at night, when I’m out dancing till dawn!”

		“What’s Jace gonna’ say about all that?” Leeanne wanted to know, bringing up Gretchen’s long-time husband.

		“He won’t know about it! I intend to leave him home, watching the kids—I’m vacationing alone this year, if I win that contest. I deserve it, after raising those kids and working out on the ranch, right along side of Jason for all these years!”

		Leeanne shook her head at Gretchen’s brassiness. Imagine that: the idea of taking a beach vacation all by yourself, when you had a husband and six kids, like Gretchen did!

		Still…the notion of warm and sunny Santa Cruz; the beaches and the nightspots! It’s something for a girl to dream about, Leeanne admitted to herself, recalling what Santa Cruz had looked like, ten years ago, when she and her late husband, Billy, had driven through there on their one and only family vacation. It had been a trial, due to little Billy still being a diaper-baby back then and his older sister, Judy being a mere toddler herself…

		“This ain’t much of a vacation; driving in this heat in a car smelling of dirty diapers and old McDonald’s bags!” Billy had groused as they had descended from the little, unexpected stand of pine trees into the broad expanse of pasture land running next to the Pacific Ocean and nearby Santa Cruz that summer. “Pure waste of money, so far!” Billy had added, gesturing with the open Coors beer he held in his right hand.”

		“Keep that beer out of sight, or this trip is going to end up costing us a lot more money!” Leeanne had cautioned him. “If someone reports us to the Highway Patrol, you’re gonna’ get a Drunk Driving ticket for sure!”

		As was his want, Billy had stayed buzzed throughout the two weeks they’d been on the road. He never got roaring drunk, but he sipped on a pint of Old Grandad all the time or nursed at a Coors, keeping himself pleasantly aestheticized for the whole vacation. That wasn’t much different than when they were at home. Billy hated to go to work in the morning because it meant that he couldn’t drink until he got home in the late afternoon. Randy Higgins, the foreman of the lumber crew that Billy worked as a part of, took a dim view of loggers that nipped at a bottle all day or had four or five beers at lunch, so Billy remained semi-sober and hungover through most workdays; a condition that fueled his already quick temper to new heights of flash-point combustion.

		Indeed, it had eventually cost him his life. Billy had been ragging on massive Gary Knowles all day at the cutting site. He had regarded the gigantic Gary as being too slow, mentally, to respond to his constant put-downs and teasing. One night, after work, most of the crew, including Billy and Gary, had adjourned to the Hideaway, a beer and pool joint with a big juke box and a long bar, just outside of Green City, for a night of pool playing and drinking.

		The way she had heard it, Billy had made a stink about having Gary on his side in the pool game that was about to start amongst the co-workers. He had called Gary too stupid to play a decent game of pool. Normally easy-going to point of being a doormat, Gary had taken offense to Billy’s calling him an idiot, too slow-witted to be a suitable pool partner.

		“Listen, you sawed-off little twerp! Shut your hole or I’ll shut it for you!” Gary had reportedly growled as he lifted Billy completely off the floor by his shirtfront, using only one big hand.

		Leeanne knew her hot-tempered man hadn’t enjoyed being called a “twerp”. He had been a strapping six-foot, two! But Gary had been six-eight or so and weighed close to three hundred pounds, so every man he met was a lesser man than him!

		No doubt much to Billy’s surprise, the normally docile Gary had reached out that night and grabbed Billy around the neck with his massive right hand, after he’d sat him back down on the floor, and begun shaking his body around like that of a chicken whose neck he was intending to wring!

		According to all eye-witness accounts at the subsequent trial, Billy had struggled desperately to escape Gary’s stranglehold, but all his attempts had been in vain. Gary had simply snapped his neck and tossed his now lifeless body aside, like a petulant child who has grown bored with a toy.

		Leeanne leaned the broom she had been wielding to sweep out the store against a nearby counter, then leaned against the counter herself, fighting off the impulse to cry.

		I’ve shed enough tears over Billy! She chided herself mentally. He wasn’t no good when he was alive, and I’ll be damned if I’ll cry over him now that he’s been gone ten years!

		She threw back her shoulders, took a deep breath and went behind the counter to access the telephone. Calling Kyle Williams, her boss, she told him she’d appreciate it if he’d come in a half-hour early this evening, so she could run an errand. He said he’d be happy to and told her good-bye.

		Leeanne didn’t tell him that the errand she had to run was to drive into Quincy, to the radio station, KWAT, and pick up an entry form for that damned contest! She had decided that, if she won, SHE was going to Santa Cruz all by herself, just like Gretchen had threatened to do!

		She had taken enough single-parent, watch-the-kids-all-the-time, don’t-have-any-fun-yourself sort of vacations! The kids could stay with her mom, their grandma, for a week while she lived it up in Santa Cruz! Billy was dead, but she wasn’t! And it was high time she started acting like it…

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		

		Winning, Santa Cruz

		

		Quincy was a much bigger town than Green City. It had actual traffic lights!

		Green City never had enough traffic to warrant a light. Stop signs had always done nicely.

		Leeanne was familiar with Quincy. She had been there numerous times over the years to buy items that just weren’t available in Green City, like fancy dresses for special occasions, and a wide variety of colors and fabrics when it came to cloth to make clothing for the kids. Quincy also had things like Chinese and Mexican restaurants and the big Walmart store, where you could buy most anything.

		She knew right where the cracker box studio for Radio KWAT, the local rock and roll and pop station was and she drove right to it. They were always running contests to win tickets to shows out at the local fairgrounds, and shopping sprees at places like Raley’s Supermarket and Walmart.

		Leeanne didn’t listen to KWAT as much now as she had when she’d been a teenager. Back then KWAT was about all she had listened to! But now they played pop and even some hip hop, and country girl Leeanne didn’t like most of that at all!

		You could stuff Lady Gaga and Justin Bieber, as far as she was concerned. Give her the Eagles or Crosby, Stills, and Nash anytime!

		The girl behind the desk in the small lobby looked as if she’d just graduated from Quincy High School the spring before. She brushed her thick mop of brunette hair out of her face before asking, “May I help you, Ma’am?”

		Leeanne resented the “ma’am”—after all, she wasn’t that much older than this girl, was she? But then she realized that at thirty, she was! She stammered, “I want to enter that drawing for the vacation in Santa Cruz!”

		The girl pointed across the lobby to a promotional display table heaped high with entry forms and sporting a “Win an all expenses vacation in Santa Cruz!” banner draped across the front of the table.

		“Just fill out one of those and drop it into the barrel,” the girl told her in a bored voice.

		“You getting many entries?” Leeanne asked her intently.

		“Not as many as you’d think,” the receptionist informed her. “Santa Cruz doesn’t really do it for a lot of people; they’ve already been there on their own. Now if it was Disneyland, that would be a lot more popular!”

		“Seems to me that a lot of folks would have been to Disneyland on their own, too,” Leeanne observed.

		“Yeah, that’s true,” the girl acknowledged, “but it’s gotten so damned expensive! My folks took my little sister and brother there last summer and I think they’re still paying that trip off!”

		“Good point,” Leeanne responded, remembering taking the kids down south, to Disneyland three summers ago. It had about broke the bank! And they hadn’t even stayed in one of the big hotels! They’d made do with a room in a run-down motel across the street and even that had been a lot more expensive than she’d bargained for!

		She hustled across the small room and filled out the short form with one of the station’s souvenir pens, and dropped it in the half-full barrel.

		“Be listening next Friday afternoon at five, when we do the drawing!” the girl at the desk shouted to her as she left the station a minute later. “Good luck!”

		Damn foolishness! She told herself as she drove home. Gave up a half-hour’s pay for nothing, probably!

		

		****

		

		Leeanne usually didn’t turn on the old AM/FM radio under the check out counter at work much. But it was on that Friday afternoon, tuned to KWAT.

		She about jumped over the counter with excitement when she heard her name and address called out over the radio and the DJ said she had a half-hour to claim her prize, an all expenses paid trip to Santa Cruz!

		“This…this is Leeanne!” she stammered into the phone when the startled customer she had been waiting on had calmed down and left her alone in the store. “How does this whole deal work? Do I have to drive down to Santa Cruz or what?

		She had looked it up and discovered that it was well over three-hundred miles to the beach resort city from Green City. Leeanne wasn’t at all sure her old Chevy would make it that far, without breaking down!

		“No, no! A limousine from A-1 Limousine Rentals in Reno will pick you up in front of our studios in two weeks on the morning of the twelfth, and whisk you away to Santa Cruz. The same limo will pick you up at your luxury, five-star hotel a week later and bring you back here! The hotel, the limo, your meals, drinks and all that will all be on us, for the whole week!”

		Leeanne squealed appreciatively and assured the honey-tongued DJ that she’d be there at noon on the appointed day and hung up the phone.

		I can’t believe I really God-damned won! Leanne thought as she swayed back and forth behind the counter, trying not to faint from excitement. I only entered as a sort of joke—because Gretchen seemed so sure SHE was gonna’ win.

		She shook her head as if to clear it, the reality of what had just happened to her settling over her like a calming shower of cold water. Leanne asked herself if she was really going to DO this—leave her precious kids with Mom and take a limousine all the way down to Santa Cruz—to do…what? Cavort around the sugar-white beach in her old swimsuit, with her thirty-year-old, arch-conservative, white-girl body?

		I’m so out-of-shape, I’m almost flabby! She chided herself hopelessly. I guess I never should have given up my morning jog five years ago! Or playing softball during the spring and summer on Thursday nights, with the Young Christian Adults team.

		She furled up her nose as she remembered the real reason she had given up her spot on the softball team! Rob Houser, the local Romeo whose family owned the sporting goods store just down the block, had begun showing an interest in Leanne that had gone way beyond “teaching her to bat” more effectively. The self-styled ladies’ man’s unwanted hugs while he ostensively “worked on her swing” had turned Leanne off so much that she had wanted to get well away from the overbearing, rapidly-balding third baseman’s advances, before they turned into bedroom sessions of him teaching her to handle his manly “bat” just the way he liked it best; that’s where they had been clearly leading!

		Leanne had been on exactly two dates since Billy had been killed. And both men had been soundly rebuffed when they’d tried to kiss her or touch her breasts. Such moves had seemed elemental to men romantically interested in a young, attractive widow like Leanne, but they had struck her as being very forward and wrong! She had enjoyed having sex with her husband a great deal, and Billy--for all his swagger and brashness--had been surprisingly gentle and patient with her in bed.

		But when he had died, that part of Leanne’s life had ended, as far as she was concerned. She missed the intimacy of sex, and the great feelings it had engendered, but those had been inexorably tied to marriage vows and a deep love for her rough-hewn, rough-spoken husband, and they had ended when he did!

		So, I’m not going to Santa Cruz to flaunt my quickly-going-to-seed body on the beach, or to try and meet men,” she told herself. Then why, exactly, am I going?

		She thought about that for a solid ten minutes in the empty store, stocking shelves, straightening up end of row displays, watching the big wall clock tick from five after five to a quarter after five. Because it’s different! She answered herself at last.

		And different was in short supply in her life here in staid, unchanging little Green City! There were the same stores, lining the same streets, that had been here when her granddad, Hiram Stone, had arrived back in the middle eighteen hundreds. The same families had owned them, for the most part, clear back then! There had been Wileys, and Stones, and Hodges around Green City for a hundred years. And their descendants would probably populate this area for a couple of hundred more. It seemed no one ever moved out and precious few moved in!

		Nothing ever changed here, or so it seemed.

		Well, that’s not going to be true for me—Santa Cruz, here I come! Leanne promised herself as her shift ended and the store’s owner showed up to relieve her.

		

		****

		

		“You’re sure you’re going to be okay with just the one bottled water?” the uniformed chauffeur asked her that Saturday, just before noon. “I mean, there’s a full bar back there and you’ll be riding in one of the few vehicles that the state of California allows open containers inside.”

		The black-mustachioed little man in the uniform leaned into the back seat and showed Leanne how the bar—with it’s cut-crystal decanters of top-shelf booze and a fresh supply of ice cubes opened and the mini-refrigerator below it functioned—Leanne noted that there were a few bottles of Coors beer, Billy’s favorite, in the tiny refrigerator.

		Billy would just love this car and this trip! Leanne thought to herself, too bad I’m not a sot, like he was!

		“No, thank you, I’m not much of a drinker! This water will be just fine,” she assured the dapper little driver.

		“Well, then, since your bags are in the trunk and you’re seat-belted in, I guess we can go!” the limo driver said, courteously, closing the passenger door directly behind the driver’s side.

		“Hey, wait for me! I’m coming too!” a female voice shouted from down the street.

		Leanne turned her head and was shocked to see Gretchen Wiley--who had kindly offered to give her a ride over to the radio station in Quincy today, so Leanne could leave her old Chevy safely parked in her own driveway at home for the week she was gone, instead of worrying about it getting towed away for illegal street parking in Quincy—trotting up the street, toting a small suitcase and overnight cosmetics bag! Gretchen huffed and puffed to a stop beside the chauffeur, handing him her luggage and jerking her head towards the trunk.

		“Put these in with hers,” she ordered the driver. “I checked the rules and there’s a provision for her bringing a friend along on this little vacation getaway if she wants to and she wants to; right, Leanne?”

		Leanne was thoroughly flummoxed by this unexpected turn of events. Gretchen hadn’t said a word about inviting herself along on the half-hour drive over from Green City this morning!

		“I…uh…I guess so,” Leanne stammered as Gretchen piled in next to her in the big rear seat.

		“You know it was my idea to win this contest; you wouldn’t have even thought of entering it without me telling you about it, and you know it! You owe me!”

		Gretchen had always been more…assertive than Leanne had been. Leanne knew she shouldn’t let her old friend bully her way into the Santa Cruz trip, but it appeared that was exactly what she was doing.

		“Do the contest rules really say that?” she asked Gretchen as the shorter, rounder woman settled her big caboose into the leather seat next to hers.

		“You bet they do, or if they don’t the should!” Gretchen all but growled as she answered vehemently.

		It was all moot now anyway, as the limo driver slammed the trunk lid closed and got behind the wheel. The big Mercedes limousine purred off down the street and they were on their way to Santa Cruz!

		

		****

		

		“You know, you really ought to try some of this, Crown Royal is the smoothest whiskey on the market,” Gretchen told Leanne as they rolled through Yuba City on their way south, holding out her expensive cocktail glass, full of the brown Canadian whiskey and ice cubes, and swirling the contents around enticingly in front of her friend. “It’s free and it’s sooo good!”

		The last whiskey Leanne had tried had been Old Grandad, offered to her by Billy when he’d run out of cold beer on one of their early dates. He’d only had a handful of ice left in the bottom of his cooler and, rather than trusting it to cool down another couple of hot beers sufficiently to drink, he’d reached in his old truck’s glove box and fished out a half-empty pint of whiskey and used the remaining ice cubes to make a cocktail—Old Grandad on the rocks! He’d offered the inexperienced Leanne a sip and it had been awful, tasting to her like chilled varnish or something!

		“Whiskey is too strong for me,” she said now to Gretchen, reaching out and pushing the glass away.

		“Here, let me make you one with what’s left of your warm water, whiskey and ice,” Gretchen offered, snatching up an empty glass from the bar in front of them and dropping in a handful of ice cubes. Before Leanne could stop her, Gretchen added a big splash of Crown Royal. She eyed the half-drunk bottled water in Leanne’s hand expectantly.

		After another mile or so of irrigated farmland had rolled past outside the speeding limo, Leann reluctantly handed her traveling companion the water bottle and watched as Gretchen poured some of it into the glass, topping it up.

		“Here, try this,” she commanded Leanne handing her the cocktail and taking up her own, much darker drink glass again. Gretchen clicked rims with her and watched as Leanne tried the drink she had made her.

		“Oh, this isn’t strong at all!” Leanne exclaimed in a surprised tone. “It’s actually rather good!”

		Leanne was genuinely shocked to find herself enjoying the tangy, not-too-strong taste of the Canadian whiskey. It flowed down her throat without burning, the way the distantly-remembered Old Grandad had!

		Never much of an imbiber—she had gotten lightly buzzed a few times on cold Coors with Billy, back in the day—she nursed at the cocktail as they swept along the highway toward Sacramento, the large city growing closer by the minute through the front windshield. Their driver took the Interstate 80 turn off when it presented itself, skirting most of the city and placing them on the road to San Francisco.

		Leanne finished her Crown Royal and water just as Gretchen finished her much stronger drink and Gretchen made each of them another, using more whiskey in Leanne’s this time. Leanne noticed the stronger flavor immediately but elected to say nothing to Gretchen about it.

		Let her play her little tricks, she thought. I can hold my liquor—after all, I was married to Billy!

		The two women sipped their drinks as the big car glided along the four-laned freeway, heading for the 680 cutoff that would take them south, toward San Jose and then to Santa Cruz.

		Leanne felt the second whiskey a lot more than she had the first, but she just settled back in the cushy leather seat and watched the scenery roll by. It wasn’t like she was driving, after all! The little man in the formal chauffeur’s uniform hadn’t had anything stronger than water or coffee all the way down from Quincy, and the long car barreled down the freeway as straight and true as a passenger could want!

		“I wonder what these ships are doing here?” Leanne remarked as they passed a few dozen anchored ships that appeared to be military.

		“Old Navy ships that have been decommissioned and moth-balled,” Gretchen spoke up, waving her half-empty glass at them as she spoke. “They were last used in the Vietnam War; I guess the Navy thinks they might prove useful again, if we ever have another war like that one.”

		“I hope we don’t!” Leanne said automatically. “My oldest brother, Jim, was killed over in Iraq. He died for nothing—the way that war has turned out. The hippies were right about war being a waste!”

		She turned toward Gretchen and said, “I doubt you even remember Jim, do you? He was a lot older than us.”

		“Oh, I remember Jim, alright! We went out together for a week or so, right before he left for Iraq! You and I were only freshmen in high school back then, and he had graduated years before us. I let him have a little pussy the night before he left, to remember me by.”

		Leanne started to call her a liar, but then she remembered how Gretchen had been back in high school. She’d had a great set of breasts in eighth grade, when all the other girls were still flat as the proverbial board! Gretchen now carried an extra twenty or thirty pounds of flesh, but the shorter woman was still spectacularly curvy, if a man didn’t mind a girl being a little chubby.

		She could see her beloved big brother going after the round, pretty little thing Gretchen had been back then, if that stand out little body was being offered. Jim was her idolized, martyred brother, but he had also been a red-blooded, young man, with all of a young man’s lusts and foibles!

		Leanne could understand Jim’s momentary infatuation with a big-breasted tart like Gretchen. I bet he banged her like a gong! Leanne thought to herself and realized that the unfamiliar whiskey was taking control of her thoughts.

		But she soon discovered that knowing that did little good as far as controlling her thoughts went! She saw, in her mind’s eye, her adored big brother slobbering over Gretchen’s big tits out in his parked truck on some deserted logging road! She remembered just how big and round they’d been in the early years of high school—they’d been in P.E. together, their freshman year, so she had showered with the youthful Gretchen dozens of times and seen for herself how voluptuous and ripe her friend had been back then.

		And there was the matter of Gretchen’s reputation! She was rumored to have slept with half the boys in the senior class by the time they’d graduated! Leanne had still been a virgin back then; a few innocent kisses, with some tongue, and one or two hesitant, halting handjobs, had constituted the whole of her sexual experience at that time in her life. Billy, and his many revelations, had been a few years down the road!

		A thought struck Leanne, a wild, unshakable thought. Once in her whiskey-influenced mind, it just wouldn’t go away!

		“Did you ever…make it with Billy, back in high school?” she blurted out to Gretchen suddenly, not able to stop herself.

		Gretchen drank a big slug of her Crown Royal and said softly, “Just once, after a dance. We got to drinking and snuggling in his truck and he went for my titties!”

		She looked plaintively over at Leanne and said, “My nippies have gotten me into all sorts of trouble, over the years. They’re very sensitive! Once a guy starts sucking them, I’m as good as lost! And all the guys want to suck them! Most boys and men are as attracted to big tits as cats are to catnip. But, then, you must know that—your tits are one of your best features!”

		Leanne felt her face reddening. She didn’t have enormous boobies like Gretchen did, but since she had always been a somewhat slender girl, her softball-sized breasts had always attracted a lot of attention among boys and men. She knew she had an outstanding pair of long, slender legs too, and a great bottom: Billy had told her so often enough, when he’d been alive!

		“Mmmmmm, Billy was a sweetie! He didn’t have a huge dick but he knew how to use what he had to please a girl,” Gretchen said just then, finishing off her drink. “I didn’t blame you for marrying him when you got the chance; but I was surprised. He was such a wild man and you you’ve always been such a goodie two-shoes!”

		“Maybe I’m wilder than you thought!” Leanne grinned drunkenly, thrusting her all but empty cocktail glass toward a very surprised Gretchen. “Let’s have another; I think we’ve got time before we reach Santa Cruz.”

		Gretchen had barely added any water to Leanne’s last round. She pointedly didn’t add anything but ice to this one, but Leanne didn’t flinch: she sipped the much stronger drink enthusiastically, saying, “This Canadian whiskey is so smooth! It has no bite at all, compared to the stuff Billy used to drink!”

		“Billy always drank cheap rotgut whiskey,” Gretchen informed her. “This is primo booze: it costs over twenty bucks a fifth!”

		Twenty dollars! No wonder it’s so good! Leanne thought, leaning back into the comfortable leather seat and watching the pine trees, as they rapidly descended from the Santa Cruz Mountains, change into farmlands and then into sand and views of the nearby Pacific Ocean.

		I can see Santa Cruz up ahead, shimmering like a promise of something different; something better! Leanne thought incoherently, realizing that she was more than a little inebriated and not caring a bit. Wasn’t that what getaway vacations were all about—doing things you don’t normally do?

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		

		Acting Differently

		

		The hotel was like nothing Leanne had ever stayed in before! There was a uniformed liveryman to unload their bags and place them on a cart and he assured her and Gretchen that he would meet them in their room, with the bags, as soon as they got checked in!

		“It’s customary to tip the bellman for good service,” Gretchen explained as she got a twenty dollar bill out of her purse as they made their way to the registration desk.

		She and her husband, Jason, have stayed in swanky places like this before, when they’ve gone over to Reno to see a show at one of the big casinos, I bet, Leanne told herself as they approached the ornate check-in desk.

		Letting Gretchen take the lead, she hung back and watched as her more self-confident friend signed them into their room and pocketed the keys, which looked like plastic credit cards to her, rather than conventional keys. The desk clerk explained that, as contest winners, they were entitled to up to a hundred dollars a day of credit in the hotel’s restaurants and bars, shops, and spas.

		“All that’s well and good,” Gretchen told the desk girl impatiently as she finished registering them, “but how far away is the best beach in town? Can we walk there or will we have to take a cab?”

		“This hotel is only about two city blocks from Cowell Beach, the most popular tourist beach in Santa Cruz,” the girl told Gretchen proudly. “So, if you can walk two blocks, you won’t be needing a cab.”

		

		****

		

		“What was she getting at, with that crack about me being able to walk two blocks? Was she saying I’m fat?” Gretchen demanded of Leanne as they followed the bellman and his cart, filled with their scant luggage down the hall a few minutes later.

		Leanne looked over at Gretchen and declined to answer out of regard for Gretchen’s feelings; Gretchen wasn’t exactly fat. But she filled out her clothes to the max! If the faded blue Wrangler jeans she wore were just a tad smaller, she’d pop the seams along the butt when she bent over to tug on her western boots for sure!

		And the tight waist beneath her cinched-up rodeo buckle did her no favors either. A very unbecoming roll of flesh protruded under her cowgirl shirt, all around her waistline. She looked as if she’d been “melted and poured into her clothes” as the old cowboy saying went!

		“You look fine,” Leanne told her at last, but the length of time it had taken her to respond told Gretchen all she needed to know. The shorter woman huffed defensively, “You do think I’m fat, don’t you, you tall, skinny drink of water, you?”

		Leanne didn’t deign to answer, since they were at their room by then. Instead, she followed the bellman into the most gorgeous hotel room she’d ever been inside in her life and exclaimed excitedly, “This is wonderful! Just look how thick this carpet is and how big this room is!”

		“It’s a nice one, alright.” Gretchen allowed, looking around critically. “It’s even nicer than the ones at the old MGM in Reno, where Jace and I stayed when we drove over to see that show.”

		“The bathroom is just in there, Madams,” the bellman offered in a discreet tone, “and the control for the TV is on the nightstand.”

		He stepped over to an antique-looking armoire and opened it, revealing a state-of-the-art flat screen TV that filled up in inside of the substantial piece of furniture. The mini-bar is here, for your enjoyment, and the microwave is here, on top of it. Will you be requiring anything else?”

		“Well, another bed might be nice,” Gretchen said, eyeing the huge king-size bed disapprovingly. “I’ll phone down to the front desk and ask if they have a suite with two queens available that we might transfer into.”

		“Very good, Madam; I or one of my co-workers will be up to facilitate your move, if you are successful at affecting the change,” the bellman replied, “but I rather doubt you will be. We are all booked up this weekend, I’m afraid. It is the start of the Summer Season, after all!”

		The bellman palmed the offered twenty from Gretchen and backed his way out of the room. He didn’t bow, but his manner was most obsequious, in light of the large tip, as he left them.

		“Well, time to tussle with that snotty little bitch at the front desk again,” Gretchen said, picking up the phone.

		As the bellman had predicted, she was unable to get them another room with two beds, as the big hotel was completely full.

		“Well, it ain’t so bad, I guess,” Gretchen told Leanne as she disgustedly hung up the phone. “I slept with my sister in a bed a lot smaller than this one, growing up.”

		Leanne laughed and said, “I did too, and we had bunkbeds, so if one of you fidgeted around in your sleep, you were liable to take quite a fall during the night!”

		

		****

		

		“Let’s go check out the beach first thing,” Gretchen suggested, hefting her suitcase onto the bed and opening it. “After all, the beach is the best thing about Santa Cruz; it’s what people come here for.”

		“Alright; let’s do that!” Leanne agreed, placing her suitcase right next to her friend’s. “My bathing suit is right on top.”

		Leanne opened her travel suitcase and took out the one-piece, conservatively-cut swimsuit that she had purchased at the Montgomery Ward’s in Susanville--when there was still such a thing as a Montgomery Ward’s—years before and placed it on the bed. Gretchen took one look at the frumpy garment and padded over to the mini-bar, where she made each of them a strong Crown Royal and water cocktail.

		“Here, drink this,” she said imperiously to Leanne, handing her the glass containing the dark brown liquor. “We have some shopping to do before hitting the beach: a swanky hotel like this is bound to have a swimsuit boutique of some sort!”

		“Wha…what’s wrong with my old suit?” Leanne stammered nervously, nevertheless sipping her offered drink.

		“Just that; it’s old, and what’s more, it makes you look old!”

		She gave Leanne a long, assessing look and then said, “You’re what? Thirty now? I’m thirty-one, so neither of us can afford to look any older than we really are down on that beach! I imagine there’s going to be scads of teenage girls and twenty-somethings, all strutting their stuff and showing off what they’ve got! We don’t want to look like a couple of grannies, now do we?”

		“I…I suppose not,” Leanne agreed as she swallowed more of the whiskey and water.

		“Good; finish that and come along with me,” Gretchen advised her downing her own cocktail in two big chug-a-lug gulps and setting the empty glass on a counter, holding out her hand to Leanne.

		After the short elevator ride to the lobby, they soon found themselves in The Beach Shop, a small venue down a nearby hallway that featured swimsuits, sunglasses, and an assortment of beach wraps, and tanning accessories.

		Gretchen busied herself looking at beach towels and picnic baskets while the sales girl, a cute young thing in her early twenties, took Leanne in hand and showed her the various bikinis she had for sale. Leanne had never owned a bikini before, never even thought about buying one! Her conservative mother would have never allowed such a sinful garment in the house when she’d lived at home, and while Billy might have enjoyed seeing her in a suit like that, Leanne would have never bought one! Her late husband had been randy enough, without her parading around in front of him half dressed!

		“I don’t know about this. Are you sure?” Leanne looked over at Gretchen as the shop girl chose a red and white striped suit for her and pointed her toward the dressing room.

		Gretchen nodded vehemently that she was, indeed, sure and motioned for Leanne to hurry up and change.

		Leanne dutifully stepped into the curtained booth, removed her travel outfit, consisting of a white blouse, a heavy-duty bra, and dark brown slacks. She kicked out of her brown flats and doffed her full panties. Totally nude, she pulled on the two tiny strips of cloth that made up the daring swimsuit and saw an immediate problem.

		“Gretch,” she said, parting the curtains of the booth slightly, so that she could stick her head out. “Come here and look at this!”

		Her face reddening with embarrassment, she pointed down at the unruly strands of brownish-blonde pubic hair straggling out of the swimsuit’s bottom piece. Her curly pelvic thatch had never been a problem in her old, more conservatively-cut suit, but it sure was now!

		“Oh, we can fix that back up in the room,” Gretchen assured her when she thrust her head inside and eyed the problem. “I brought along my electric trimmer and a razor. Other than that, let’s look at how it fits.”

		The two old friends stared at Leanne’s long, lanky body in the full-length mirror at the back of the changing booth. Gretchen smiled enviously and said, “I’d kill for those long, shapely legs of yours, kid, and that ass and those titties aren’t bad either! You’ve picked up a couple of cup sizes since high school!”

		Breast-feeding two babies and gaining twenty pounds will do that to a girl, Leanne thought to herself but she didn’t say anything to Gretchen, who had had six babies herself, since they’d graduated.

		“Other than the cunt hair trim, I think it looks damn cute! What do you think?”

		Gretchen asked abruptly.

		Leanne was so shocked by Gretchen’s casual usage of the “C-word” that she couldn’t immediately speak! She knew what it meant, of course, but she had never heard another woman use it in everyday speech!

		People, nice people, in Green City, California, just didn’t talk that way! She had inadvertently heard Billy use the word one morning, when he’d been trying, in vain, to get his old pick up to start so that he could get to work. She’d stuck her head out the front door and heard him cussing a blue streak at the old Ford as it had stubbornly refused to turn over in the cold morning air.

		“You worthless old motherfucker! I’ll trade you in on something that will RUN!” he’d bellowed on that chilly fall morning. “You CUNT! I knew I should have bought a Chevy in the first place!”

		Leanne had been shocked by the vulgarity of Billy’s words. She’d known he cussed but she had never heard such blue language spewing from his mouth before! She had grown almost used to “hell” and “damn” and even “bastard”. But “Motherfucker” and “Cunt” were new, even baser imprecations than he normally used! She could remember hoping that he never used them around the kids, who were growing up so fast and were like little sponges, when it came to absorbing words and aping attitudes. She could just see little Billy, junior, loosing his temper around a playmate and angrily calling him a cunt!

		What a conversation of apology to some other parents that would have been!

		Luckily, it had never happened. Billy had been killed a few months later, so his son had never heard him use the word…cunt in anger, so Leanne had never had to sit down with him and explain that nice boys didn’t ever say that word aloud…

		“Well, what’s the verdict?” the sales girl inquired just then, bringing Leanne back to the here and now.

		“We’ll take it, I guess,” Gretchen told her. “I think she looks great in it, or at least she will, after I trim her up a little.”

		

		****

		

		“A hundred and six dollars for this!” Leanne fumed, yanking the striped bikini out of its sales bag and tossing it on the bed. “I never thought I’d pay so much for so little material! I could have made a dozen school blouses out of what that amount of money would have bought in fabric at Joann’s!”

		“Oh, it isn’t our money anyway, sweetie: it’s KWAT’s! ‘Up to one-hundred dollars a day in expenses for the trip’—remember?” Gretchen recited with a smug little smile.

		Her smile suddenly withered, and she blurted, “Oh, my God! We just burned through the expense budget for today! I guess that means my credit card is buying us dinner tonight!”

		The two women laughed and went back to sipping the Canadian whiskeys and waters Gretchen had made for them when they’d returned to the room moments ago. The Crown Royal had all been used up in the mini-bar, so Gretchen had used Black Velvet instead, assuring Leanne that she’d barely taste the difference.

		Well, I Do taste the difference! Leanne thought to herself, wrinkling her nose at the relative harshness of the less expensive brand of whiskey.

		“Finish that and let’s go in the bathroom and get your grooming done,” Gretchen said, opening her bag and rooting through it until she found a small, leather zipper case containing an electric clipper, a plastic, throw-away safety razor and a can of shave cream.

		Leanne eyed the grooming utensils as if they were a do-it-yourself, home suicide kit and gulped down her courage-fortifying drink. She reluctantly followed Gretchen into the bathroom after she had finished her cocktail and began to strip off her clothes as her friend laid the grooming devices out on the counter beside the sink.

		The way Gretchen buzzed off her lush pubic fur so dispassionately reminded Leanne of sheep sheerings she had witnessed as a girl on friend’s ranches. Her thick mat of fur was almost instantly reduced to a short, bristly covering of brown hair that lined both sides of her most intimate, private opening!

		“That’s a cute little pussy you’ve got, gal!” Gretchen remarked enthusiastically as she shaved the remaining hair as closely as she could with the buzzing clippers.

		“This is going to be hot. It has to be, to soften up your cunt hair for a shave,” Gretchen warned her, as she got a wash cloth wet in the sink beneath the steady stream of very hot water.

		“Oh, my goodness, that’s hot!” Leanne couldn’t help squealing as Gretchen wrung out the wash cloth and slapped against her sensitive flesh moments later.

		“I told you it would be, you silly girl! Now, quit trying to get away and let me soften this up.” Gretchen growled at her in mock anger, pressing the steamy cloth against Leanne’s pulsing clitty and shorn-bare slit.

		The shaving cream felt almost cool, after the hot wash cloth, and Leanne caught herself enjoying the way Gretchen’s lathering fingers felt against her suddenly throbbing sex. Well, it DOES feel good when you touch a girl there! It’s supposed to, but it’s supposed to be a man doing the touching; not another girl!

		“Just relax; this tugs some. I won’t nick you, I promise, if you’ll just hold still! I’ve shaved my own pussy hundreds of times, so I guess I can shave yours for you, if you’d just quit fidgeting around,” Gretchen chided her, staring to glide the sharp razor up the right side of Leanne’s furrow.

		The razor did tug a little, despite the shaving cream and the hot wash cloth application, but it removed all the hair, right down to skin level. Leanne marveled, as she looked down at what her friend was doing, thinking that her pelvic region hadn’t looked like that since she’d been ten years old!

		“It feels so odd, being bald down there again.” Leanne said aloud.

		“It does at first, but you get used to it,” Gretchen assured her, not stopping her shaving.

		“How…how long has yours been shaved?” Leanne couldn’t stop herself from asking.

		“I don’t know; since I was first out of high school, I guess,” Gretchen answered, her pretty face wrinkled up in thought as she tried to recall the first time she had shaved herself down there. “I tried one of those Brazilian bikini waxes in Reno one time, at one of the day spas there. Hurts like hell when they rip your cunt hair out by the roots, let me tell you. But it worked great; for a month and a half or so. Then I went back to my razor. It’s too much trouble to drive over to Reno that often, just to get your pussy hair ripped out!”

		Leanne knew she should be shocked that Gretchen had gotten her…pussy waxed. But she wasn’t.

		She had a terrible secret that she didn’t want anyone to know. A few years back, after Billy had been killed, she’d been desperate for some sexual…relief! She had even tried dating again—those two seemingly nice guys who had acted so forward with her, once they’d been given the chance—but she’d found she couldn’t bring herself to be with anyone other than her beloved Billy.

		Then, almost by accident, she’d discovered the Internet and vibrators! She now had a small collection of the sex toys, purchased through various websites on the net and mailed right to her door in plain brown-wrapped packages, designed to arouse no suspicion in anyone. Helga Vermeer, the town busybody who served as postmistress at the town’s other general store, had never said a word to her or anyone else, as far as Leanne knew, about the various packages that had gotten delivered to the old house Leanne rented on the outskirts of town.

		No one knew about the small locked chest under her bed, containing her dildo and vibrator collection, which she used late at night sometimes, when the kids were asleep and her bedroom door was closed and there was no one to see the dancing light of her laptop screen as she watched endless hours of pornography, free of charge, on the Internet, a trusty vibrator in hand!

		So she knew all about modern women’s proclivity toward waxed…pussies. She was a little surprised to learn that anyone in Green City had taken up the practice, but then Gretchen had always been a little…advanced in her thinking about sex!

		She had been the first girl that Leanne had known from their high school class rumored to have “done it” with a guy she’d been dating, clear back when they’d been freshmen. Leanne hadn’t known about Gretchen and her older brother, Jim, until this trip, but now that she’d had time to think about it, she had to admit, she wasn’t really surprised! Gretchen had sported a set of breasts that had to have been among the biggest in town when she had barely been thirteen! And she had been a cutie, besides!

		Even though Jim was much older, at nineteen, he’d have had to been blind not to have noticed short, stacked little Gretchen parading down the street in too-tight cut off jean shorts and a cleavage-accenting halter top. And, say what you would about Jim; he hadn’t been blind!

		“Well, we can’t stand here all day, you with your bare pussy hanging out: let’s get into our swimsuits and down to that beach before it gets dark!” Gretchen said jovially, tossing the razor in the sink and snatching up her clippers to put them away.

		

		****

		

		I don’t give a damn what you say!” Leanne told Gretchen half drunkenly. “I wore the bikini down here, but I feel a lot better with this wrap over it!”

		The two of them were standing on the white sands of Cowell Beach, spreading out the big ground cover they’d found in their room’s closet, among the spare pillows, blankets, and beach towels.

		“Suit yourself,” Gretchen surprised her by capitulating. “Even with that bulky thing on, you look better than you would have with that old swimsuit of yours covering everything up.”

		They were at the rear of the big beach, not far from the street they had taken down from their hotel to reach the sandy expanse. The main part of the crowd was twenty yards away. A mass of tanning oil, glistening bodies stretched from there almost to the distant Pacific; sunning, playing frisbee, throwing footballs or just walking around.

		“This is perfect,” a woozy-feeling Leanne announced to Gretchen as she snuggled into the soft beach blanket. “All that booze has me feeling sleepy.”

		

		****

		

		“You ladies are showing a lot of flesh!” A male voice broke in on Leanne’s dream.

		“What are you talking about? I’m laying on my stomach, so you can’t see anything!” Gretchen groused at them.

		Leanne opened one eye just slightly, staring up at the two young men as they stared down at her and Gretchen, who was lying face down next to her on the blanket, her bikini top undone so she could tan her back without lines.

		“You’re fine but your friend is showing more than the law allows!” the slightly ghetto-sounding black voice insisted.

		Leanne surreptitiously stared up at the male duo. The one on her left was black and his partner was white. Both were tall and lean the way only young men can be, with six pack abs, no waist at all and broad shoulders. The black man was wearing a Speedo-style swimsuit, so tight Leanne could clearly see the outline of a massive set of testicles and a penis that wouldn’t have looked out of place on a bull! His white friend was wearing more of a surfer boy suit but it looked as if it had been borrowed from a younger brother, so short were the baggy, leg-portions of the suit and given how low the elastic waistband rode below the young man’s navel!

		Gretchen snapped her bra together with some difficulty and sat up on the blanket. “Holy fuck!” she exclaimed as she followed the men’s stares down to Leanne’s ridden-up beach wrap and the bikini bottoms beneath it.

		She was lying half on her side, half on her stomach, with one hip thrust up off the blanket. When the two men had approached, Leanne had been dreaming about sleeping on a dessert isle somewhere, completely nude, with no one around and the sun and the breeze gently kissing her exposed lower lips.

		Now she realized why she had been having that dream! Her wrap had ridden up above her waist, baring her lower body, and her new bikini, which had fit just fine back in the shop, fit a lot looser now that she had been shaved bald down…there! The treacherous suit had fallen away as she’d slept, revealing her bare…pussy and her butt! The two strangers were staring at her naked lower body with nothing to shield her!

		Leanne’s first instinct was to wrest the suit’s panties back into place and pull the wrap back down as well as she sat up. But that, she realized, would just cause her more embarrassment.

		Instead, she reached downward as casually as she could manage and readjusted the suit, hiding her nether parts, she hoped, and then pulling down the errant wrap. Now she sat up, blinking as if she’d just awoken.

		“Cool, very coolly done, lady,” the white guy complimented her. “You just saved yourself from getting a ticket for exposing yourself publicly.”

		“You guys aren’t cops!” Gretchen interjected. “If you are, where are your badges?”

		“Where would we pin them, in these outfits?” the white guy shot back playfully.

		“We’re actually just two concerned citizens; a kind of informal beach patrol, if you will,” the black guy said charmingly. “We just don’t want anyone to get into trouble.”

		“Magnanimous, and you get to check out bare pussies at the same time!” Gretchen chided them with a mischievous grin.

		“Saucy! Kevin will like that! What do you think?” the white man said to his black compatriot.

		“Well, they’re both ancient! But his one had a nice cunt and ass and she’s got some of the biggest titties I’ve ever seen, so yeah! I think they’ll do. Besides it’s getting late and you know how Kevin hates to be kept waiting!” the black man said in return.

		“Ladies, we’d like to invite you to a party this evening,” the white half of the duo said next, addressing the two women. “There’ll be food, anything you want to drink, a few little party favors you can smoke or snort, and scintillating company, including us. My name is Trevor and this handsome black devil is Kareem.”

		“We also offer transportation. Our golf cart is just there,” Kareem said, pointing at a nearby white cart with a red and white striped canvas top.

		“Who’s this Kevin guy?” Gretchen asked inquisitively.

		“Kevin Harwell, he’s the party’s host. It’s at his beachfront estate,” Trevor explained, bowing and offering Gretchen his hand.

		“Well, we’re on vacation, so we have nothing else planned for this evening,” Gretchen said, taking Trevor’s hand and struggling to stand up atop the ground cover with the soft sand underneath it.

		Against her better judgement, Leanne got to her feet as well. She and Gretchen walked behind the young men as they left the beach.

		“What’s the big idea?” she demanded of Gretchen in a low whisper as they trudged along, dragging the beach blanket behind them.

		“We can get dinner there, at the very least,” Gretchen explained with a smile. “It’s a party, so we don’t have to pay, which is more than I can say for our hotel, after we bought your swimsuit today.”

		You bought it, more than I did! Leanne groused mentally as they neared the golf car. I didn’t want it, and I DON’T want to go to this party!

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		

		The Party

		

		Leanne had never ridden in an open golf cart before. Billy hadn’t golfed and neither had she, so there had been no cause up to now for her to sit in one of the small, breezy contraptions. It reminded her of being inside an open Jeep, something she had sat in before, but a Jeep made a lot more noise and it was a lot more powerful than the silent little electric car as they made their way away from the beach and into suburban Santa Cruz.

		“This place sure is pretty!” Leanne observed as they wound down perfectly landscaped city streets, through neighborhoods where the houses were worth millions, if she knew anything about California real estate.

		“It is at that, Ma’am,” Kareem answered, a toothy smile on his ebony face.

		“How far is this house we’re going to?” Gretchen wanted to know.

		“It’s about a hundred yards ahead,” Trevor, who was driving, informed her. “It’s a huge place that overlooks the beach; wonderful views.”

		“I’m anxious to see it,” Gretchen responded. In a low whisper that couldn’t be heard in the front two seats, she said to Leanne, “I have to use the restroom.”

		They rode along in silence for the rest of the short trip, admiring the perfectly-tended lawns and exotic shrubs, along with the houses, which reminded Leanne of a bunch of expensive architects each striving to outdo the others with his particular design.

		At last, Trevor rolled into a wide driveway, fronting a soaring house with a three-car garage. The yard in this one outshone all the others on the mansion-filled block. And the house matched the yard.

		It was centered around a towering spire that was half glass, and Leanne imagined the room below it would have both spectacular views of the starry sky at night and unrelenting sunlight during the day. Trevor opened the front door with a key and she saw immediately that she had been right, because the living room, which was directly in front of them, separated by only a small, tile-floored foyer, was the room underneath the spire. A dozen or so people in swimsuits stood about in the living room, sipping at cocktails, chatting with each other, or lounging about on the expensive-looking furniture spread out around the big room.

		A very tall, very handsome young man, slightly older than Trevor and Kareem was standing in front of the fireplace, which had a roaring gas-log fire going behind the glass fire screen, sprang to attention as the party of four approached him and the tall elegant-looking young redhead he had been talking to, who was dressed in a small, blue bikini. “Hi, I’m Kevin, and you are?” He thrust out his right hand and Gretchen shook it, telling him, “I’m Gretchen Wiley and this is my friend, Leanne Hodges. We’re down here on vacation and we ran into Trevor and Kareem on the beach.”

		Kevin smiled politely but looked past Leanne and Gretchen to Trevor and his partner for an explanation. “Best we could do, boss.” Trevor told him apologetically. “It’s way early in the season yet and the crowd wasn’t as large as we’d hoped for.”

		“Well, Gretchen, here is not without interest,” Kevin said with an uncertain-looking smile, all but devouring the short woman’s cleavage in her strained-to-its-limit bikini top. “And I’m sure Leanne has her finer points as well.” As he spoke, he shook Leanne’s hand and his eyes swept over her body critically, pausing at her breasts before continuing on downward, toward her long legs and curvy little ass. His gaze seemed to penetrate right through the colorful beach wrap, which Leanne was now very glad she still had on.

		“Make yourselves at home,” Kevin offered expansively, his hand sweeping around the impressive house invitingly. “The bathroom is just down that hall and the patio offers an exquisite view of the Pacific and the coming sunset. The bar is just over there, inside the recreation room.”

		Leanne’s eyes followed his gesture, and she saw a bar inside a big doorway leading into a darkened room. While Gretchen made her way down the hall to find the john, Leanne wandered over to the bar. She had already drunk more today than she had in the previous five years, but it was a party and everyone else seemed to be drinking!

		Sure enough, she found an open bottle of Crown Royal atop the bar, sitting next to opened bottles of Patron Tequila and Chivas Regan scotch! As she was searching for a clean glass among the mass of bottles and used cocktail glasses, she heard a female moan. Turning her head and peering into the gathering darkness, she saw a naked girl on a couch being vigorously mounted by a young man of roughly Trevor’s age.

		The girl was all but unconscious as the man used her, lolling her head from side to side listlessly and lying still on her back as the man banged down into her. “Hurry up, will you? We want a turn too!” a male voice said from beside the couch.

		To her shock, Leanne’s eyes, which were rapidly adjusting to the lack of light in the room, focused on a man no older than the one on the couch with the girl, standing next to the couch. He was totally naked with his hard penis in his hand and he was slowly stroking it as he watched the other man rut away. There were two other equally naked men behind the first one, also running the foreskins on their erections up and down as they watched the scene before them.

		“Stop it! I don’t want to fuck you, Al!” the girl on the couch suddenly announced, partially sitting up and shoving her assailant away from her.

		“Well, that’s too damn bad, because I sure want to fuck you!” the man she had called Al shot back, lancing his erect manhood into her at an even more furious pace.

		“Oh, Oh, damn; you’re creaming me!” the hapless girl squealed. “I can feel it shooting up inside me!”

		“So can I!” Al murmured. “And it sure feels nice!”

		The couple on the couch stayed together for a few more seconds, then the next man in line grabbed Al by the shoulders and drug him off the girl. Leanne could see Al’s penis shoot several more small spurts of white semen onto the couch cushions as the man wrestled with him.

		“Now, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. I really don’t care!” the new man growled down to the cowering girl. “I have two buddies who want a piece as bad as I do, you little bitch. You can be a good girl and put out willingly, or we can hold you down and take what we want. Which’ll it be?”

		Leanne sucked in her breath as the girl said, “Oh, go ahead and fuck me, I guess. That asshole already came in me. What’s one or two more loads?”

		She lay back down on the couch and re-opened her long, shapely legs wide. He was between them and in her before Leanne could draw in another breath, lunging away in the girl’s soupy gash!

		She’d seen such things on porn sites but she’d never witnessed anything like it in real life before. If you’d asked her then if anything could shock her more, she’d have said “no”. But that changed in less than a minute!

		The next man in line, a young blond guy with a bigger-than-average penis, walked up to the couch and said pleadingly, “Shelly, I know you’re great at giving head. Would you mind? I’m about to pop, from waiting so long!”

		“Oh, what the fuck?” Shelly, the girl on the couch said in a defeatist tone. “Bring it down here, Steve, and I’ll suck it off for you, I guess.”

		The boy, Steve, dropped to his knees next to the couch and dug his knees into the cushion next to her head. His long appendage brushed against her cheek and Shelly turned her head toward it, allowing the bloated head to slide inside her lips. Leanne saw the girl’s tongue begin to swirl around the shaft as the boy began to use her mouth in the same way the man between her legs was using her pussy!

		This girl is only about eighteen or so, but she behaves like one of those porn sluts on one of those websites! Leanne told herself in awe as she watched the lewd three-way occurring near her. Traitorous fingers creeping toward the opening of her wrap and right on through it, she eased the flimsy bikini bottoms aside and accessed her clit with her forefingers, wishing she had one of her favorite vibrators with her at this moment.

		“Why, Leanne, I’d never have guessed this kind of shit turned you on!” Gretchen’s amused-sounding voice whispered in her ear at that moment.

		“It doesn’t!” Leanne exclaimed, quickly withdrawing her hand from her genitals, and making a great show of sorting through the dirty glassware in front of her on the top of the bar, as if searching for a clean glass. “I was just going to make myself a drink and I came upon…THIS!”

		Turning to face Gretchen, she said, “One of these boys raped that poor girl and then the others wanted to have their way with her too!”

		Gretchen looked at the couch and said, “She sure is sucking that cock like she really wants it, and the way she’s hunching up off the couch in time with his thrusts doesn’t look much like rape to me!”

		She let that statement hang there for a moment and then said, “She looks like a girl who’s enjoying herself at a party to me. Which is what we ought to be doing. Come on, let’s make those drinks and go back into the living room again. Watching this is making me horny! Let’s go, before I offer to trade places with the girl on the couch!”

		The young man in the girl, Shelly’s, mouth waited until Leanne was sipping the drink Gretchen had just made for her before unloading down the girl’s throat. “Oh, fuck; get ready to swallow, because here it IS!” the boy bellowed as his penis bucked once in between Shelly’s sucking lips and then they heard her swallowing loudly and rapidly.

		“I envy her; young guys have so much jism to swallow,” Gretchen whispered to Leanne as they re-emerged into the living room. “Jason used to come like that when we first got married, but now it’s a couple of little spurts and he’s all done.”

		Leanne flashed back to the one and only time Billy had come in her mouth while she’d been sucking him and winced. There had certainly been a lot of that bleachy-smelling, salty stuff for her to deal with; that was for sure. Leanne had rather gotten to enjoy pleasuring her husband with her mouth, but she’d warned him against going off in there.

		“You do, and I’ll never suck you again!” She had cautioned him after he’d gone off all over her face that time, in the seat of his old pick up truck, parked out in front of her folks’ house, just before she’d gone in for the night.

		It’s a darned good thing Daddy turned in early that night! Leanne thought to herself, remembering. Mama had known right away what the liquid on her collar was as she’d come into the front room.

		“Take that blouse off and I’ll wash it for you first thing in the morning,” Mama had told her without batting an eye. “That stuff comes right out, without staining, if you wash it soon enough,” she’d told Leanne helpfully.

		It’s no wonder Mama knows what a man’s come looks like, her having four kids and all! Leanne remembered thinking that night, once she had gotten over the shock of her normally staid mother being so calm about everything.

		That Shelly girl in the other room and Gretchen sure seem to like the taste of a man’s semen more than I did, Leanne thought to herself somewhat worriedly. Is there something wrong with me? The girls on the net don’t turn a hair at a mouthful of hot…spunk! Leanne forced herself to use the unfamiliar word. She knew it meant: come; jism, jizz! But she never used that kind of language, even in her thoughts. Or at least he hadn’t up till now!

		Maybe its high time I did, now that I’m down here among the libertines and heathens! She chastised herself as they came into the living room.

		This appeared to be the perfect time for such a verbal overhaul, because Kevin, the party’s host, had doffed his swimsuit and now stood next to the fireplace with his incredibly thick, incredibly long cock down the throat of the red-headed girl he’d been talking to earlier, who was now kneeling, topless, in front of him! Trevor was likewise engaged on one of the nearby couches. He was completely naked now, with his own substantial penis fully hard and gliding up and down in a mewling, moaning little brunette who pumped away underneath him.

		Trevor’s companion on the beach patrol stood behind the couch, his enormous black penis being sucked enthusiastically by a totally nude blonde girl, who looked to Leanne to be about sixteen.

		This is an orgy; an out and out sex orgy! Leanne thought in rising despair. And I’m trapped right in the middle of it!

		“Uh…please, I’m not being a very good host, am I?” Kevin said to the new arrivals. “It gets kind of out of hand around here, most nights around sundown.”

		The tall man shuddered as he began to come in the mouth of the girl he was with, managing to croak out, “I see you have drinks, please, enjoy some of my other party goodies. I’ll be with you in a moment, as soon as Julia is done with me.”

		Julia, the redhead, seemed far from done. She eased her lips off Kevin’s semen—oozing penis and licked at the steady stream of come, swallowing it with seeming relish right in front of the on-looking guests. Then she noisily ate all eleven inches of his rapidly softening manhood up once again and glided her spunk-filled lips up and down it several more times. She grasped his floppy penis in her left fist as it once again left her mouth and smacked its saliva-slick head against her pert right nipple until the monstrously long cock started to stiffen once more.

		“Jesus, she’s really going after that thing. She must really love huge cocks—not that I blame her!” Gretchen stage-whispered to Leanne as they watched the obscene show.

		“Come on! Let’s get after that—we we’re invited, remember?” Gretchen elbowed Leanne in the ribs and pointed to a pile of white powder on the coffee table right in front of them.

		Mystified as to what the substance on a big mirror tile might be and why Gretchen was so excited by it, Leanne sat down on the couch next to her friend and watched as Gretchen picked up an old-fashioned, single-bladed safety razor blade and manipulated some of the mound of powder into four long, straight lines on the mirror’s surface. They she dropped the razor blade and picked up, instead, a short length of soda straw and put one end of it up to her right nostril. To Leanne’s shock, Gretchen then inhaled all of one of the lines before moving the straw over to her left nostril. Again, she sucked up all the powder before sitting back up and handing the little straw to Leanne.

		“Cocaine,” she hissed to Leanne, “Try some. This is really good stuff!”

		Leanne almost dropped the straw as if it were burning ember when she heard what was in front of her! She had heard of cocaine, of course, but this was the first of it she’d ever seen!

		“Go on; I did lots of it in college and it never hurt me!” Gretchen urged her. “Try it!”

		Different things! Leanne reminded herself sternly. She noticed the other party attendees, those who were not engaged in active sex, had stopped what they were doing to watch her.

		That decided her: she was NOT going to be thought of as a little rube, goody two shoes; too unsophisticated to party with the cool kids!

		“How do I do this?” she asked Gretchen as she bent over the mirror tile, straw awkwardly pressed into her left nostril.

		“Just inhale strongly through you nose, babe! It’s easy!” Gretchen assured her.

		It was, once you got used to the burn inside your nose! Leanne found out. And the results were incredible! No wonder people do drugs! She told herself amazedly.

		A feeling of utter euphoria suddenly washed over her; enveloped her whole being! She was suddenly as happy as the day she had married Billy! She had previously counted that as the happiest day of her life, but now, she wasn’t so sure!

		The cocaine rushed through her system, releasing endorphins like mad; inducing an artificial high that made her feel as though she had just won the Lottery, an Olympic sporting event, and experienced a particularly intense orgasm—all at the same time! Everything was abruptly right with her world and all she wanted was another gulp of her whiskey and another big blast of that white powder!

		“This stuff is amazing!” she said to Gretchen.

		Leanne started. She had meant to speak in a whisper, but her voice had sounded abnormally loud to her, as if everyone in the room had heard it.

		She began giggling and could not seem to stop. People around the room went back to their conversations, or their blowjobs, or whatever else they’d been doing. A girl giggling from snorting cocaine didn’t seem to interest them at all.

		“You’d better go easy on that,” Gretchen warned her as she reached for the blade and lined out another huge hit. “It’s really expensive, when it’s this good, and I don’t know how much you can snort before our host gets to thinking you’re being a little piggy and cuts us off.”

		“You worry too much!” Leanne told her, leaning over the mirror and inhaling the mind-bending drug until the huge line was all gone. She sat back up and finished her strong cocktail in two big gulps, wishing she had more.

		This is a really great party! Leanne thought, looking around as the next wave of coke-induced exhilaration crashed through her brain. Trevor was really giving it to that little blonde bimbo just down the couch from where Leanne and Gretchen sat. Leanne watched the young girl’s nice titties bounce from each bull-like thrust and thought that Gretchen must have looked like that when Jim, Leanne’s long-dead big brother, had fucked her. Gretchen had the same color of dyed blonde hair and she had even bigger breasts than this girl. She’d even had them back in high school, when Jim had…done what he’d done!

		She thought about Jim, so full of life; so much fun to be around, and sighed. It was so sad to think about his body, lying cold and lifeless in a graveyard back east somewhere, with dozens of other soldiers, returned from Iraq and Afghanistan to be buried in some military boneyard, like so much dead meat!

		Leanne desperately wanted another snort of cocaine, to chase away her blues, but now Gretchen was tugging at the sleeve of her wrap, urging her up off the couch.

		“Trevor says he’s got some primo weed for us to try out on the patio, watching the sun set,” Gretchen whispered to Leanne urgently as she got unsteadily to her feet.

		She now noticed that Trevor was sitting right next to Gretchen on the couch, apparently having done with his little blonde conquest, who was sprawled out further down the long couch, a stream of white jism leaking from between her splayed open legs. The girl had a contented little smile on her face, as if she had just experienced something great, and Leanne wondered if fucking Trevor was as good as this girl seemed to think it was.

		Maybe I’d better try him out myself, later this evening! Leanne found herself uncharacteristically thinking. She knew she wouldn’t—not really. She hadn’t done that with anyone but Billy in her life! Why would she do so now?

		Because Santa Cruz is different! I’m supposed to be different when I’m down here! Leanne though stubbornly to herself, again wishing she had another blast of coke to give her courage.

		Well, why the fuck don’t I? She chided herself mentally. Hell, it’s right there for the taking!

		Jerking herself roughly away from Gretchen’s tugging fingers, Leanne leaned over the mirror tile and drew herself another two huge lines. Her hand trembled as she reached for the short length of straw but she got it and began to snort.

		“Whoa! This girl is a mini-hoover! Who knew?” Gretchen laughed as she watched the two mondo-lines disappear up Leanne’s nose.

		When she finished, Leanne let Trevor and Gretchen pull her up off the couch and docilely went with them outside, to the patio overlooking the Pacific.

		She saw the waves crashing in on the beach below, and she saw the stars beginning to shine in the heavens. But mostly she saw the stars dancing behind her own eyelids, caused by the coke blasts she had just ingested. She felt all kinds of wonderful! And she felt even better as she noticed a pair of big black hands creep around from behind her engulfing both of her breasts, right through her wrap and the scant little bikini bra beneath it, squeezing and kneading her tender flesh the way no man had in the years since her husband’s death.

		Reaching back instinctively, she found Kareem’s cock and fisted it as he palmed her titties. She was delighted to find that he hadn’t put on his bathing suit after he’d come in that little trollop’s mouth; he’d just followed them out the slider to the patio, his big cock and balls swinging free and unencumbered!

		Jesus, but he’s big! She thought to herself as she fondled him. How is all of that going to fit inside me?

		Was she really going to do that—let him slip this huge black cock deep in her belly later tonight? We’ll see, she promised herself. We’ll just see! After all, it’s Santa Cruz and everything’s different, everything’s okay in Santa Cruz!

		

		****

		

		Trevor didn’t want to wait until later, as it turned out. Several minutes after they’d passed a big marijuana joint back and forth between the four of them, Trevor had Gretchen’s top off and they were all watching as her big titties jiggled around loose as she knelt in front of him and blew him.

		She sure does that nicely—better than I ever did with Billy! Leanne thought admiringly as she watched her old friend deep-throat Trevor’s super-long cock again and again.

		Kareem’s hands were all over her own breasts. He had undone the few buttons holding her wrap closed and had roughly shoved her new bikini’s cups up off her mounds, so that now he was caressing her bare flesh!

		Leanne leaned forward against the waist-high stone fence that surrounded this part of the patio, and let him have his way with her titties! Her nipples had long ago spiked, and now he rolled the long pencil eraser-sized nubbins between his thick black fingers as he tugged absently at them!

		It felt so good to be with a man like this again. Especially a tall, black, handsome man like Kareem, who was so much younger than her; so spectacularly well built and sexy! His outsized cock felt so great, throbbing away against her ass crack, separated by her swimsuit thong and the wrap’s thin cotton material!

		All at once, that changed! Leanne felt the wrap being tugged upward from behind and Kareem’s hot cock up against her ass cheeks, now resting up against the material of her bikini bottoms, which had largely disappeared into her ass crack!

		“Oh, man, this little thing is so wet!” Kareem breathed into her ear as he lifted away the bikini thong and felt her bare pussy lips from behind. “I bet my big old black dick would slip right into this little slit, so easy!”

		Next Leanne felt the firm knob of his cock head sliding along her slick ass crack until it found what it was seeking. She sucked in her breath as the humongous ebony cock parted her wet pussy flaps and slowly bulled its way up inside her! Kareem slid past the point where Billy’s cock had penetrated regularly. It passed the spot where Billy’s shorter white cock had stopped on those nights when he’d really been turned on, when he’d really given it to her, when their babies had been conceived, and kept right on going.

		“Don’t come in me, darling; I’m not on the pill because I don’t normally do this anymore!” Leanne turned her head around as far as she could and whispered the imprecation to her black lover.

		“I’ll pull out when I’m ready to come,” Kareem promised.

		That’s not the safest way to have sex, but it’s better than nothing, Leanne thought to herself as Kareem started to fuck her from behind.

		This guy was a stud, no doubt about that! Each lusty lunge into her willing pussy from behind, pushed her up against the stone wall and lifted her up onto her tiptoes!

		“Oh, just look at them fuck! They look so beautiful together; her with her bright white skin in the moonlight and him so dark and carved out of stone-looking!” Gretchen sighed just then. She and Trevor were cuddling next to the rutting couple, her with a large load of Trevor’s hot ball juice in her belly and him cupping her gigantic tits hungrily, trying to get hard once more for her.

		“Yeah, they look hot together. I’ll give ‘em that!” Trevor panted, rubbing his half hard dick against Gretchen’s big naked backside. “Shouldn’t have fucked that little teeny earlier. I want you so bad, you sexy mama, you!”

		“I shouldn’t have blown you, then I’ll bet you’d be plenty hard by now,” Gretchen breathed as she rained little butterfly kisses down on her man of the evening’s bare chest and cuddled into him, stroking his reluctant dick softly all the while.

		Oh, I hope he fucks her! Leanne thought dreamily. I don’t want to be the only one getting fucked out here tonight!

		All of the booze and drugs seemed to be swirling around in her confused brain as Kareem’s enormous dick pummeled her inner-sheath. It all felt heavenly! Her black lover’s hot flesh was gliding steadily against her aroused little clit and his fingers on her pumped-up titties felt divine! She knew she was about to come like she hadn’t come in quite a while, and very soon, too!

		“Oh, fuck me hard, you wonderful man and make me…make me…you know!” She suddenly implored Kareem out loud.

		“Give it to her, bro! Get this randy old ho off hard!” Trevor called out to his friend; his own dick now semi-hard in Gretchen’s jacking hand.

		“She ain’t no ho! She my sweet little Leanne!” Kareem shot back, fucking her even deeper, even harder.

		“Oh, God, what a cock he’s got!” Leanne screamed as she shot over the top, her pussy sucking at Kareem’s prick like a hungry mouth.

		The two lovers clung together for long seconds, Leanne moaning and shaking all over. Then Kareem pulled out of her, his jerking cock depositing load after hot load of ball cream on her butt cheeks and up her back.

		“Oh, that feels so nice!” Leanne murmured to Kareem, “And it would have felt even nicer inside me. But a baby would be hard enough to explain in a little town like Green City, and a little black baby…that would have been impossible to explain.”

		She knew she sounded saddened by this turn of events, but Kareem seemed okay with it. “I’ve got some condoms back in my room. We’ll use them the rest of the night.”

		‘The rest of the night!’ He wants me to spend the whole night with him in bed! Do I really want to do that? Leanne asked herself desperately.

		“You bet I do! She answered herself happily, snuggling back into Kareem.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		The Rest of The Night

		

		The little golf cart took ten minutes to reach their hotel from Kevin’s mansion on the deserted suburban streets.

		Can’t this damned thing go any faster? Leanne asked mentally as they lumbered along in the night. She knew she was cussing like a sailor now but found she no longer cared. All she cared about now was Kareem’s rigid cock and how it would feel inside her, back at their room!

		She and Kareem made out like a pair of horny teenagers in the back of the cart as it traversed the city streets in semi-darkness. The only light was from the occasional streetlight, so she eased the big, hard shaft out of the loose sweats he’d thrown on when he’d gone back into the house to retrieve the box of condoms.

		After making sure there was no one walking the empty suburban streets with a pampered pet dog or the like, Leanne leaned over Kareem’s lap and began to suck his stiff cock for him. She tasted his dried spunk and her own sweet pussy juice on the cock head as she licked it clean. Neither repelled her: she’d tasted something very much like them on numerous occasions before, when Billy had commanded her to suck his cock after they’d fucked once and he wanted to go again before morning came.

		She thought back on those experiences. Billy’s semen had tasted different than Kareem’s did, she was sure of it. Her late husband’s had been saltier, more pungent! The one and only time he had come in mouth by accident and she had swallowed it for him, it had been overpoweringly chalky and bleach-like in taste.

		Kareem’s seemed to be much more palatable! Maybe she’d let him cut loose in her mouth before morning and swallow it for him! She couldn’t get pregnant from that, now could she?

		It was all Leanne could do to keep from chortling around the cock she was sucking—she wasn’t going to give Kareem a real blowjob and swallow his come, now was she? That wasn’t likely at all! That had to have been the booze and drugs talking. She wasn’t going to do that—was she?

		Leanne had to admit--as they pulled up in front of their hotel, under the portico and she demurely tucked Kareem’s huge cock away out of sight in his sweats once more—that she was more than tempted to do just that! He was so damned good looking! And she had watched so many handsome black men, with substantial cocks, just like Kareem had, get blown and fucked by so many of those net porn girls, trusty vibrator in hand, on so many nights that she was sorely tempted to join them, now that she had the chance.

		And it was a chance that wasn’t likely to come again. There were no comely black men in Green City. There were no black men at all, as a matter of fact! Green City was solid redneck! Lumberjacks and cowboys, all white, for as far as the eye could see!

		“Well, I see you found your way down to the beach and came back with a couple of fun souvenirs!” The smart-mouthed girl at the front desk remarked as the foursome filed past her on their way to the elevators.

		“Hello, Nancy,” Trevor said. “Greetings from me, too,” Kareem added.

		Nancy, the desk girl smiled at them and went back to her paperwork.

		“Known her long?” Gretchen asked Trevor as the elevator doors closed.

		“You and Leanne leave by next weekend,” Trevor said, looking straight ahead woodenly. “Nancy lives here year-round.”

		“She’s real nice, when you get to know her,” Kareem submitted.

		“I’ll take your word for it,” Leanne said coolly. “She went out of her way to be mean to Gretchen, earlier.”

		“Her manner can be a little…acerbic at times,” Trevor admitted as the elevator doors opened on their floor.

		“Fuck her!” Gretchen said, making her way to the door of their suite. “She’s not invited to this little party, but you two are!”

		

		****

		

		All four of them were in the king bed, Leanne and Gretchen on their backs, right next to each other. Trevor had knee-walked up the mattress, straddling Gretchen’s reclining body until his huge cock head was right over the blonde girl’s mouth. With a naughty little smile, Gretchen snaked her tongue out and ran it all around Trevor’s mushroom-shaped cock tip before sucking the now saliva-glistening head into her lips.

		“I can do that, too, if you want me to,” Leanne told Kareem shyly, watching her friend give Trevor some serious head. “It’s been a while, but I haven’t forgotten how, I don’t think. You have to promise not to come in my mouth, though. I don’t like to taste it!”

		Kareem moved up the mattress with a huge smile on his handsome black face, until his own prick tip was just above Leanne’s lips. “I won’t shoot off in your mouth. I promise! I want to come in that tight little pussy of yours, now that I have these condoms!”

		“I want that too!” Leanne told him bashfully. “It’s been so long since a man did that; I’m dying to feel it again, even through a rubber!”

		Billy and her hadn’t used rubbers since she’d first graduated from high school. He got her on the pill before they’d married and she had only gone off of it to become pregnant with their two kids; religiously taking one of the tiny white pills daily throughout their marriage to avoid becoming pregnant when she didn’t want to be.

		Since Billy’s death, she hadn’t bothered taking the pill anymore, because she had never imagined herself having sex with another man. Now, here she was, flat on her back, beneath a studly black man, with his huge nut sac resting on her neck and his massive ebony cock pulsing just above her moist lips!

		Tentatively, she reached her tongue out the way Gretchen had and licked all around Trevor’s big cock head. His cock tasted no different than she remembered her husband’s tasting! She’d thought, somehow, that a black cock would taste slightly different than a white one, but it didn’t!

		Maybe all cocks taste the same, she thought to herself as she began to suck the thick, spongy head, the way she had sucked Billy’s so often, back in the day. I haven’t had enough sexual experience to be sure! She realized. Maybe I should do this more often, with an assortment of men, just to be sure!

		She smiled around Kareem’s gliding cock meat as he began to push more of it into her nursing mouth. Where would she find some cocks to suck? She asked herself. Not around Green City, that was for sure!

		Oh, she imagined that there were Hell’s own amount of men who would gladly let her suck on their dicks. But she could never DO that! Not without terrible consequences! Word would spread all over town in two heartbeats that the Widow Hodges was now an eager cocksucker, for any man who wanted a quick blowjob!

		“Yessir! Just stop by her place and whip it out! She’ll suck it off for you in no time flat!” Leanne could just hear the gossip flying between the men and women of her home town!

		That was the trouble with little towns where everyone knew everyone else’s business! There was no privacy; none at all!

		I guess I’d better enjoy the privacy I have down here, in Santa Cruz, where nobody knows me and no one cares what I do or who I do it with! Leanne thought, concentrating on Kareem’s cock, licking up his pre-come and swallowing it! She tried to remember what Billy’s had tasted like. Had it been as sweet and easy to swallow as this delicious young black man’s was?

		Kareem’s cock is just yummy! I love sucking it! She thought as she really got into licking it and sucking.

		“Oh, fuck, lady! You ain’t forgot how; that’s for sure!” Kareem sighed at that moment, fucking his glorious cock even deeper into Leanne’s willing lips and throat. “You a great little cocksucker!”

		Mmmmm, so good! I just love this! And I love hearing him say how good I am at it! Leanne thought happily, an electric charge of sensation rocketing down her spine as she ground her sensitive nipples against his taut ass moons as she sucked him.

		My poor pussy is so wet! She realized as she felt the two halves of it rubbing against one another when she wriggled her hips around on the bed beneath the mouth-drilling man.

		“This girl is so hot for dick!” Gretchen’s amazed voice resonated throughout the darkened hotel suite just then.

		Leanne, lost in her building ecstasy at sucking the huge cock, had all but forgotten about Gretchen and Trevor, next to her in the bed. She glanced over, out of the corner of her eye, and saw that Trevor’s enormous prick was now waving around, fully hard, just a few feet away. Gretchen had stopped sucking him and he had moved down the bed, getting ready to fuck her.

		But he had stopped to watch Leanne gobble up Kareem’s long cock so eagerly, as had Gretchen. The two were frozen in a sort of shocked tableau, watching Kareem’s gigantic black cock slide in and out of her sucking mouth, while her hips undulated up off the bed.

		“She needs fucked something fierce!” Gretchen told Trevor in a lewd whisper, watching Leanne’s pelvis move up and down in search of a cock.

		“I’m ready and willing, if you don’t mind, babe!” Trevor murmured back, staring at Leanne’s glistening slit.

		“Go ahead; you can do me later!” Gretchen urged him. “I think it would be so hot, seeing prim and proper little Leanne Hodges doing two big cocks at once!”

		Trevor reached for the box of condoms lying on the bedside table beside Leanne and shook one out. She heard him tearing open the package and then heard him curse as he rolled the latex sheath into place along his mammoth erection. “You fucker! Get on there! I’ve always hated these fucking things!”

		But at last he was ready. Leanne felt his weight depressing the mattress between he spread open legs and then she felt his thick, latex-sheathed cock head nudging her lower lips open and sliding inside her!

		Two of them at once: double-fucked! Me; Leanne Hodges, behaving just like one of those porn harlots on the net! Leanne thought to herself in a panic as the big dick lanced down into her while Kareem’s cock slid up and down between her lips!

		“Jesus, she’s tight!” Trevor sighed.

		“Her pussy doesn’t get much cock, nowadays!” Gretchen told him, watching her date for the night tentatively fucking her friend. “But she’s had two kids; she can take it! Give it to her! Fuck that prissy little pussy hard!”

		Trevor obediently picked up the pace, nailing Leanne to the mattress! She sucked in her breath around Kareem’s gliding cock and clutched at the big, black body straddling hers desperately, running her tongue all over his prick as she gripped his torso.

		“Goddamn, mama, you make it hard for a guy to keep his word!” Kareen said through clenched lips. “I want to cream your mouth so bad it hurts!”

		DO IT! Leanne was mentally screaming, murmuring around his buried cock, wanting to taste his come so badly she could barely stand it! Trevor’s cock in her pussy felt so good she couldn’t believe it! And having Kareem spew his hot come into her mouth while Trevor power-fucked her would make everything perfect!

		Where’s the go-to-church-every-Sunday-with-kids Leanne now? She asked herself, yearning to taste a man’s come again. Where’s the prim and proper little store clerk you usually are?

		THAT SELF-RIGHTEOUS LITTLE BITCH IS GONE, and I don’t know if she’s ever coming back! Leanne screamed defiantly, triumphantly inside her mind right then as she started to come furiously on Trevor’s pounding dick!

		“Oh, man, I can’t last! Kareem sighed at that moment. He was watching the woman under him shake and tremor through one of the hottest orgasms he’d ever watched as Trevor gasped and cut loose inside the condom.

		Gouts of thick, heavy semen erupted in Leanne’s mouth just then, perfectly matching the enormous spurts of the same hot stuff her pussy was experiencing from the gliding condom! It was as chalky and foul-tasting as she remembered it being, but right then, she didn’t care! It was just what she wanted and she gulped the hot spend down excitedly and sucked for more, her tongue smearing it all over Kareem’s pulsing cock head!

		“Mmmmmm, so goooooood! Leanne told herself frantically. So nasty and so good!

		“God, look at her come!” Gretchen exclaimed. “I wish you’d make me come like that.”

		“Later,” Trevor gasped, pulling his spent dick from the other woman’s clasping pussy.

		The condom came off, hanging out of Leanne’s winking pussy lips like a snake’s shed skin. Leanne felt Gretchen pull the now useless rubber loose. She held it up for Leanne to examine.

		“Looks like he really filled it up!” Gretchen said enviously. “I hope he’s got some left for me!”

		Leanne swallowed the last of Kareem’s mighty outpouring with some difficulty. The steamy, sticky jizz didn’t taste nearly as good as it had a half a minute ago, when she’d been coming like a crazy woman. It now tasted like a mouthful of bleachy-smelling, heavy goo, like library paste, with Clorox mixed in.

		

		****

		

		“Last night was…” Leanne voice trailed off. She didn’t know exactly what last night had been! She’d done things she’d never done in her life before, and they’d seemed like wild, crazy, forbidden fun while she’d been doing them! But this morning, waking up in the disheveled hotel room, with discarded miniature whiskey bottles from the mini-bar scattered about the carpet and used condoms here and there, still oozing with the sperm of men she didn’t really know—men who had…fucked both her and Gretchen, not just once but several times each; men whose…spunk she had swallowed, while getting crammed full of…cock by another man, with Gretchen watching excitedly—that was totally unlike Leanne! And yet she could remember doing it, repeatedly!

		That cocaine and booze and marijuana is nothing to mess around with, Leanne thought to herself shakily, still not quite believing what an utter slut she had been last night, with the two handsome beach boys. Trevor was still stretched out, lifelessly, on the big bed next to a very nude Gretchen. He was as naked as she was and Leanne could still remember how great that huge, now very deflated cock had felt inside her last night!

		Kareem was on the couch, naked as well, with pillows pulled over his head and his mighty anaconda of a black cock now resting harmlessly against the massive nut sac she remembered so well from last night. She was naked as well, just having returned from a quick trip to bathroom, her bare breasts feeling well-sucked and contented for the first time in a long time.

		She glanced at the clock radio on the nightstand and saw it was barely six. Too early for these city boys to be getting up, Leanne told herself as she made her way back over to the bed, intending to find an open spot for herself next to Trevor and Gretchen, to try to get a few hours more sleep.

		A particularly tempting spot had a pulled-off rubber in the middle of it, leaking semen onto the mattress. Leanne wrinkled up her nose and resolved to avoid sleeping in that particular wet spot, if she could avoid it!

		This necessitated her curling up right next to Trevor, who was blissfully snoring away next to Gretchen. He had hold of Gretchen’s big left breast in his sleep, palming it reassuringly every once in a while, as they both snoozed through the early morning.

		As soon as Leanne had scooched herself up next to him to avoid the leaking condom, however, he released his grip on Gretchen’s tit and rolled over so he could scoop Leanne into his sinewy arms and cradle her into his bare chest. She struggled to free herself, but was afraid of waking Trevor up completely if she resisted hard enough to break away, and soon snuggled into his embrace.

		It felt so good, she realized, to sleep in a man’s arms again, even if he was a relative stranger! Just when she was getting comfortable in his embrace, she felt something hard poking into her tummy! Looking down, she saw Trevor’s big dick was now getting hard once more, nestled as it was just above where her pubic thatch would have been, had not Gretchen shaved it all off yesterday.

		Trevor’s manly tool seemed to know just where her pussy opening was! As it got harder, she could feel the bulbous head inching down her stomach, as though it was instinctively seeking the warmth and comfort of her innermost depths! When the hot, smooth dome of his now very hard cock brushed up against the hood of her clit, she felt a twinge of exquisite pleasure course through her.

		In what seemed like a few frenzied heartbeats, her traitorous slit was awash in a fresh onrush of lubricant! Trevor’s exploring prick seemed to sense this, and the lanky beach boy shifted his weight so that his cock was now snugly up against her womanly opening!

		All I’d have to do is open my legs a little bit and he’d be inside me again! Leanne told herself, This time, without a rubber! That sounded dangerous and exciting to her, both at the same time!

		I’d have less trouble explaining a white baby than I would a black one! She thought nonsensically as Trevor’s big white cock pulsed away against her juicy twat, sending continual ripples of joy through her sensitive clit and up her now clasping open and shut sheath of muscle.

		Oh, to hell with caution—I just want to get fucked again by this gorgeous thing! Leanne thought as she recklessly opened her legs for Trevor and he sunk his swollen manhood into her belly!

		He feels so good inside me! And his chest hair up against my nippies makes it perfect! She went on to think to herself, as she ground her bare tits up against her young lover’s chest and draw him in even closer as he rolled her onto her back and began to fuck her in earnest.

		“Wha? What the fuck?” Gretchen muttered as she came awake, shaken by the steady rhythm of the mattress beneath her going up and down. Leanne looked over at her sleepy-eyed, smiling friend.

		“It’s a good thing you don’t fuck very often, honey, ‘cause once you start, you don’t want to stop!” Gretchen sighed to Leanne, watching her get a quick, nasty balling from Trevor.

		“We’re all out of rubbers, remember?” Gretchen informed her, glancing down and seeing Trevor was fucking her bareback this morning.

		Leanne suddenly remembered when the condom supply had run out at about three in the morning, last night. She had still been horny, but she had reluctantly let Gretchen take over the fuck-duty last night, because Gretchen was on the pill and wasn’t likely to get pregnant from Trevor and Kareem’s persistent fucking! She had drifted off to sleep amid the steady slap of male thighs against female thighs, but those thighs hadn’t been hers!

		Now, Trevor was once again fucking her flat-out, his oversized cock mashing its way up and down her fertile pussy sheath as Gretchen watched reproachfully.

		She knew she should pull away from Trevor and his delicious cock, but she found she couldn’t. It just felt too great, getting fucked like this again, especially by a very handsome, much-too-young-for-her man, with a truly exceptional cock!

		“Oh, Trevor, fuck me hard but pull out when you feel yourself coming!” She pleaded, hunching her hips off the mattress frantically, to match his thrusts down into her. “I want your come so bad, but I don’t dare let you…cream me, the way I want to!”

		Trevor nodded that he understood and kept on fucking. Kareem had woken up by now and gotten up off the couch and come over to the bed. “Ain’t that some sweet pussy, Trev?” He asked in his deep voice.

		“Yeah, she’s tight and so hot inside!” Trevor said through clenched teeth. “It’s all I can do not to come in her!”

		He gasped as he said that and yanked his gliding dick free of Leanne’s grasping pussy. She felt his boiling-hot jizz spurting against her opening and closing pussy lips and groaned as the steamy fluid coated her throbbing clit. Oh, I so want to feel it inside me! She complained to herself as she started to come beneath him as he bathed her quivering body in hot spunk.

		“N-No!” She protested to Kareem when he peeled the much lighter Trevor off her as soon as he stopped coming and thrust his own hard prick into her belly. He-he’s ramming Trevor’s pooled come into me, along with his dick! She told herself in a near panic as Kareem began to fuck her furiously. Oh, well, it can’t be helped! Leanne thought fatalistically, starting to screw him back. I can’t worry about that now! All I want to do is fuck! And come again!

		That, apparently, was all Kareem wanted to do at that moment as well! He hammered down into her as if he could think of little else, ignoring Trevor’s clingy spunk as it spiderwebbed off his thrusting prick and slapping ball sac.

		“You such a hot bitch, mama!” he moaned as he fucked her frantically. “Got to cream you; I just got to!”

		Much to Leanne’s surprise, he reached behind her head and jerked her up into a sitting position just as he yanked his dick out of her exploding pussy. He thrust his spurting black cock into her mouth as soon as she opened her lips for him, and unloaded his big balls down her throat!

		Ooh! It tastes terrible, just like it did last time! she thought as she swallowed her first mouthful of the salty, bleachy come. But then Kareem started to finger-fuck her orgasming pussy with his free hand as he cradled her head with his other, and all such thoughts vanished amid the intensity of her heightened climax!

		I love this! I love swallowing his hot jizz while I come! Leanne thought incredulously. It’s so nasty; so unlike me—a hot black man fucking my mouth while he plays with my naughty pussy!

		“Take it, you hot bitch! Swallow every drop!” Kareem gasped, and the fervor with which he came kicked her orgasm up a notch!

		Ooh! He’s coming so hard in my mouth! Leanne marveled. I could get to like this, even though it’s so yucky! No wonder girls like sucking men off so much! It’s thrilling!

		“Look at her gulp it down, would you?” Gretchen whispered at that moment. “I never thought I’d live to see Leanne Hodges swallowing a black man’s load so eagerly!”

		“Leanne’s a hot bitch, alright; but so are you!” Trevor said slyly, smacking Gretchen’s naked ass with his palm loudly. “How about some more of this hot little pussy?”

		Gretchen grinned and rolled over onto her back, opening her legs for him, baring her swollen pink pussy lips, which were oozing with someone’s come—either Trevor’s own or Kareem’s, since they had both fucked her last night and come inside her. The sight of sloppy seconds didn’t deter Trevor at all. He rubbed his half-revived dick up and down the creamy slit for a few seconds, moving the overflowing come around with his smooth cock head and then dipped that big, domed bulb of firm flesh into her more than willing opening.

		“Give it to me, baby, give me every inch of that super-cock of yours!” Gretchen sighed hungrily as the length of fat cock meat disappeared down into her.

		Kareem’s prick gave one more tiny spurt of come and then went soft inside Leanne’s mouth as they both watched Trevor and Gretchen fuck in the hotel suite, which was by now brightly lit by the morning sunshine. The two of them went at it like animals, who hadn’t had any sex in weeks!

		“Boy, he’s sure nailing her,” Leanne whispered to Kareem as she lay cuddled in his strong black arms. She couldn’t help remembering the way that Trevor had been really laying the meat to her, not twenty minutes ago! She remembered how much jizz he had shot onto her pussy lips when he’d finally come, and how incredibly hot it had been when Kareem had thrust his mighty black cock into her afterward, as if he simply couldn’t wait to fuck her too!

		This is so hot, living like this; taking one big, hard cock after another! She thought absently, reaching over for Kareem’s soft member and slowly stroking it back and forth in her clenched fist until it started to stiffen up again.

		

		****

		

		“Yeah, we’re both at their hotel suite now. We stayed the night.” Trevor said into his cell phone. It was now eleven in the morning and the cell phone going off had awoken all four of them just now. “They’re good with their mouths and they’re both great fucks but we didn’t try that, boss.”

		Trevor listened to Kevin, his boss’s reply, nodding affirmatively as he listened. “Yeah, we were planning on coming back this afternoon and I think they’ll be happy to ride along with us. They both seem to have quite a fondness for the cola and the weed; along with Canadian whiskey! Will do, you can count on us!”

		He looked over at Leanne and said, “You two are officially invited to this afternoon’s party, as the guests of honor. Julia, that tall, leggy redhead from yesterday and her girlfriends, left town this morning, so Kevin is counting on you two to take their place.”

		Leanne didn’t know what to say to that. Did that mean this Kevin was envisioning her sucking his massive dick the way that Julia girl had done it yesterday?

		She realized at some points last night--when she was still soaring from all the cocaine, whiskey, and weed smoke she had consumed, and from the two handsome beach boys’ touch on her more than willing naked body--such a thing might have appealed to her! But now that she was feeling almost sober, and more than a little hung-over and guilty about her behavior last night, it didn’t sound near as attractive! She looked over at Gretchen, who was absently fooling around with Kareem’s seemingly dead cock and frowned.

		Getting up off the bed, Leanne rooted through her suitcase and found herself another beach wrap. She tugged it on over her naked body, feeling better instantly, now that her breasts and shaved-bare pussy was covered up, and said to Gretchen: “I don’t know if I want to go back to Kevin’s, do you?”

		“It might sound better later on, after we’ve had some breakfast and gotten ourselves put together for the day,” Gretchen assured her. “Thanks to these two bad boys, we didn’t get much sleep last night; lots of cock but no sleep to speak of!”

		“Sleep ain’t our specialty; cock is!” Trevor offered in a bragging tone.

		“Both are important to a girl’s well-being,” Gretchen told him. “What say you boys come back later this afternoon, to see how we’re feeling then?”

		“We might, but it’s no sure thing; we might meet some other girls at the beach who’d like to go up to Kevin’s and party the night away,” Trevor warned them.

		“We’ll take our chances on you meeting some girls sexier than Leanne and me, won’t we, babe?” Gretchen told him confidently, glancing over at her friend.

		“After last night, I guess we will!” Leanne said defiantly, remembering what a pair of sluts they’d been for these two last night.

		

		****

		

		After the two beach boys left, they ordered a room service breakfast, flushing all of the used condoms down the toilet and picking up the discarded mini-whiskey bottles and putting them in the room’s two trash baskets before their food came.

		“What do you suppose Trevor and Kareem are doing right now?” Leanne asked Gretchen as they finished up their trays of eggs and bacon.

		“Their jobs!” Gretchen answered smugly. “That Kevin guy is some kind of bigtime drug dealer, who gives them free room and board at that great house of his in return for them going down and cruising the beach every day, for girls to go to his orgies.”

		“Where did you get that idea?” Leanne asked skeptically.

		“Trevor told me all about it while you and Kareem were fucking last night; pillow talk, babe!” Gretchen explained in a know-it-all tone.

		That sounded too outlandish to be true, as far as Leanne was concerned. But Gretchen was so matter of fact and smug about it; it just had to be true! “All this Kevin guy and the boys do is party all the time?” Leanne asked disbelievingly.

		“Oh, they do some business along the way,” Gretchen explained. “That huge pile of free cocaine on the coffee table is for party attendees and for potential customers; a kind of sample of Kevin’s wares, so to speak!”

		The chubby little bleached blonde gave a toss of her shag-cut hair and went on to say, “If someone likes the cocaine, they’re free to buy whatever weight of it they want as they leave the party.”

		What a way to make a living! Leanne thought, getting your cock sucked by the fireplace and fucking cute, naïve, young girls all night, while your ‘customers’ sell themselves by sampling your product and joining in the party!

		“Seems pretty…open to me! Why haven’t the cops heard about Kevin’s illicit parties?” Leanne queried her girlfriend.

		“The police know all about Kevin’s little…enterprise, and they’ve busted him a few times, from what Trevor said, but they’ve only gotten him on possession of a controlled substance. I guess it’s hard to make a case against a guy partying in his own home. They’d have to catch them in the act of actually selling some of that white powder to one of his party guests to really put him away for a long time, and they’ve never been able to do that.”

		Leanne tried to wrap her head around all that Gretchen had just told her. It didn’t seem right that someone like Kevin was still free to pursue his lecherous, larcenous lifestyle!

		“Besides, from what Trevor said, the cops don’t really consider someone like Kevin a real threat to the community,” Gretchen added just then. “He comes from old money in Santa Cruz. Most of his customers are rich party boys just like him. If the cops sent him away to do serious time, his clientele would just find another source for their recreational drugs, practically overnight. People during Prohibition always seemed to be able to find booze! If the cops busted one speakeasy, the people who had gone to that one simply found another one!”

		“So, the police just keep and eye on him and let him continue to operate?” she asked Gretchen.

		“Pretty much.” Gretchen agreed. “Trevor says it was weird, at first, knowing that an undercover cop may have been following him and Kareem around, but now they’ve grown used to it. Sometimes they amuse themselves, by trying to identify who’s tailing them!”

		“What a way to live!” Leanne said exasperatedly.

		“Things are different, here in the big city!” Gretchen agreed, toasting Leanne with her orange juice glass.

		

		****

		

		“I don’t want to go back to Kevin’s today,” Leanne told Gretchen as they walked along the seashore together in the late afternoon. “It would just feel too weird, knowing that the cops might be watching the house; what if they chose today to raid it again? How would we ever explain that to people back home; getting caught up in a drug raid?”

		“You worry too much!” Gretchen told her, with a big grin. “We’ve got the best excuse in the world. We’re fresh from the mountains! We got invited to a party at a mansion, so we went! How many beach boy parties at mansions do two hick country girls get invited to? We didn’t know there’d be drugs there; wild sex and other carrying on!”

		“And what if the cops have video footage of us leaving there last night, with Trevor and Kareem?” Leanne wanted to know. “There goes our ‘we had no idea’ defense!”

		“I never thought of that,” Gretchen admitted as they walked along.

		“That’s because you don’t worry enough!” Leanne chided her. “You just plunge ahead and do crazy stuff without a thought for the consequences.”

		They walked along in silence for a few minutes after that, until Gretchen burst out with: “Maybe I do! But it’s got me to where I am today, married to Jason Wiley, owner of one of the biggest spreads in Green Valley! Jason says I’m ‘spontaneous’. And he’s always loved that about me!”

		I, on the other hand, am cautious and I always have been! Leanne thought about herself critically. And I ended up married to a drunk, who’s dead now, with two kids to raise on my own, clerking in a small country store!

		“Uh, oh, here comes trouble!” Gretchen said just then, looking down the beach and seeing a golf cart hurtling toward them at breakneck speed.

		“There they are! The star attractions of today’s party, Leanne and Gretchen!” Trevor shouted as the golf cart lurched to a stop five feet from them.

		“I hope you two are ready to party!” Kareem said, smiling from ear to ear, and motioning them over to the cart.

		“Yeah, there’s lots of snow that needs blown up at Kevin’s place, lots of booze that needs to be drunk,” Trevor said, getting out and helping Leanne and Gretchen into the rear of the cart.

		“Lots of cocks that need blown, too,” muttered Kareem as they settled in and Trevor vaulted back behind the wheel.

		“I don’t mind the sucking part so much; that’s actually kind of fun!” Leanne whispered to her friend over the noise of the wind whipping through the open cart. “It’s the swallowing part that gives me trouble. Always has, that stuff is so slimy, so yucky tasting, so downright disgusting to swallow!”

		“I don’t think any girl really likes that part of a blowjob, honey,” Gretchen whispered back. “You learn to just grin and bear it because men like it so much when you swallow like you love it.”

		“Why is that, do you suppose?” Leanne asked, really wanting to hear her old schoolmate’s answer.

		“Makes ‘em feel in control, like they just dominated you and you loved it, I guess,” Gretchen whispered back, after thinking about it a few seconds. “All I know is all of them want it! All of ‘em seem to really get off on it.”

		“Even nice guys, like Jason?” Leanne blurted.

		“Jace loves my complete blowjobs so much he’ll actually beg me for one, every once in a while,” Gretchen answered smugly.

		“So, you don’t give him one very often?” Leanne asked.

		“He gets maybe four a year, if he’s lucky,” Gretchen told her. “I try to save them for special occasions, like last year, when he took me down to Reno in the spring to see a concert at the Nugget, that I really wanted to see.”

		Gretchen smiled and continued with: “I lost a grand at the blackjack tables, got roaring drunk before the show, and then, when we got back up to our suite, I stripped down to nothing and got out Jason’s cock and sucked it like a wild woman!”

		She grinned again, remembering how the night had ended, and then added: “When he came, I swallowed every drop, like I just couldn’t get enough of it, and later, just before we fell asleep, I let him fuck me in the ass and come inside me back there!”

		That was a lot for Leanne to think about, so she just sat back and enjoyed the breezy ride and the scenery for a full minute before asking, “You really don’t like the way his…stuff tastes, and you let him have butt sex with you as well?”

		“Anal hurts—don’t let anyone tell you it doesn’t—and Jason’s come tastes like what I’d imagine the sole of an old boot tastes like, if you were to lick it. He smokes, like, two packs of Camels a day; has for years, and he eats a steady diet of meat and potatoes. His come is terrible!”

		Leanne looked properly shocked, so Gretchen added: “I blew a pool boy over in Reno a few years back, and his come tasted so much better than most men’s, I asked him what his secret was. You know what he told me?”

		Mystified, Leanne shook her head that she didn’t.

		“He drinks a lot of pineapple juice!” Gretchen crowed proudly, as the cart turned into Kevin’s street and made its way laboriously up the slightly inclined pavement to the mansion. “Pineapple juice, fruit juice in general, makes a man’s jizz taste better, especially if he eats a lot more veggies and fruit than he eats meat!”

		Leanne sat stunned in the cart after it stopped moving. Billy smoked a lot and he drank a lot of beer and whiskey! He hardly ever ate any fruits or vegetables, unless you counted potatoes as vegetables; no wonder his…spunk tasted terrible, that one time I swallowed it for him!

		“We’re here; I hope you’re ready to entertain the troops,” Kareem said to her as he reached into the cart to help her out of it.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		

		Entertaining

		

		Shelly, the buxom brunette Leanne had witnessed getting raped in the recreation room yesterday, was still in attendance at the perpetual party. She was on the couch in the living room, as the four of them came through the front door, with a naked young man, and she was sucking his cock.

		Shelly’s bikini top lay on the floor next to the couch, meaning her luscious young tits were bobbling all about on the man’s thighs as her head bobbled in and out above his rampant penis. She was slobbering down his very erect shaft, her thick spittle puddling atop his gathered ball sac, and he was moaning, “Oh, babe, here it comes! Get ready to swallow!”

		There were probably ten other people standing around the living room, casually watching the sloppy, slurpy blowjob, drinking and talking amongst themselves. Leanne noticed most of them were males, no older than the young man reclining on the couch, getting his cock sucked off; late teens, early twenties, all of them lean and bronzed from the sun, wearing swim trunks, Speedos and baggy surfer styles.

		“It’s just like we never left!” Leanne leaned over to Gretchen and whispered in her ear.

		“Fuck, suck, and party around the clock, babe!” Gretchen exhaled her breath in a sigh. “What a fuckin’ way to live!”

		She lightly elbowed Leanne in the ribs as she nodded at the coffee table in front of the couch, saying, “Just look at that small mountain of cocaine! It’s as big or bigger than it was yesterday!”

		“One of the rituals around here is making a pot of strong coffee in the morning and putting out a fresh ounce of coke for people to grind up and snort,” Trevor whispered to them. “Ain’t nothing like a couple of big lines in the morning and a hot cup of coffee, maybe with a shot of Jameson in it, to get you started out right for the day.”

		Leanne shuddered at the thought of whiskey in the morning and a healthy dose of drugs to start your day off with, but at the same time realized that the pile of white powder was singing its irresistible siren’s song to her right now!

		What’s the matter with me, wanting to do drugs, just like I did yesterday afternoon and into the night? Leanne asked herself sternly, eyeing the alluring mass of cocaine longingly.

		“Let’s get ourselves some drinks,” Trevor suggested just then. “The party’s obviously under way already.”

		Leanne didn’t really want a drink, but she nevertheless let Kareem urge her across the big room to the entrance of the recreation room, with its well-stocked bar, still cluttered with used cocktail glasses.

		“Here, let me wash us up four,” Kareem offered, sliding behind the bar and selecting four of the cleaner-looking empties to plunge into the disinfectant-filled sink behind the bar and scrub out. He rinsed the finished products of his labor under a hot stream of tap water from the bar’s small faucet and gave them a haphazard wipe-down with a clean bar towel before setting them in a row on the bar.

		“Canadian whiskey and water for the ladies, if I remember correctly,” Kareen said, reaching for a bottle of Crown Royal and filling all the glasses with ice. “What’s it to be for you this afternoon, Trev?”

		“Gin and tonic,” Trevor said curtly, looking as if his hangover from yesterday was still with him and only gin and tonic would give him any relief from it.

		“Gin and tonic, it is, then,” Kareem said, pouring his friend a stiff Tanqueray and splashing tonic into it with the bar gun.

		He pushed all three filled glasses out to his “customers” and made himself a Chivas and soda, light on the soda.

		“To us all; may tonight’s party be superior to last night’s!” he toasted them.

		All of them raised their glasses and clicked rims with him, but Leanne found herself flashing back to the way last night had started out; with her getting Kareem’s big dick from behind, as they stood outside on the patio, watching the sun set into the Pacific.

		That was goddamned awesome! She told herself. I’d like to do that again tonight! I wonder if Kareem has any more of those condoms stashed in his room

		She found herself hoping that he did, reliving how wonderful his big, black cock had felt in her long-denied pussy; stretching her out, filling her! She trembled from head to toe, remembering just how great it had felt to have him bulling into her, lifting her up onto her tiptoes with each lunge!

		He came out from behind the bar and stood next to her, sipping his scotch and soda. She leaned toward him and whispered; “the sun will be setting soon. You want to take these drinks out onto the patio and watch it? Do you have any more rubbers?”

		Leanne shuddered. She felt like the sluttiest of sluts, asking a man if he had protection, so he could…fuck her!

		But Kareem merely said, “I have another box squirrelled away in my sock drawer. I’ll get them and meet you outside, along with another joint of that killer weed!”

		Leanne started to tell him that another marijuana cigarette wasn’t really necessary, but he had all but sprinted out of the rec room with his drink and was off to fetch the condoms and what ever else he deemed necessary for their second tryst out on the patio.

		“Kareem and I are going to watch the sunset out on the patio again,” she explained to Trevor and Gretchen as she started out of the recreation room.

		“Good idea, but let’s stop at the cocaine-filling station on the way,” Gretchen suggested, falling into step with her and gripping her elbow. She reluctantly let her old friend lead her over to the now vacated couch and sit her down in front of the heaped-high mirror tile.

		Leanne felt a little guilty to be forsaking Kareem and their hot rendezvous out on the patio for drugs, but the couch was right in the middle of the living room. He would surely see her on his way through, wouldn’t he?

		She had her answer in a moment. Just as she was finishing up her second line. Kareem burst out of the hallway leading to the bedrooms with a box of condoms sticking out of the pocket of his unbuttoned and hastily thrown on Hawaiian shirt and a baggie of hand-rolled cigarettes and a lighter in one hand, a tube of sex gel in the other. He pulled up short at the sight of her and Gretchen seated on the couch in front of the mirror tile, straw and razor blade in hand, drawing up big lines of coke.

		“Great idea!” He burbled excitedly as he came up to them. “It never hurts to get a little more fired up with go-go powder, when you’re about to do the deed!”

		He waited until both girls had sucked a huge line up each nostril, then held out his hand for the straw. Bending low, he created a long, mountainous line of the white powder himself with the blade, sucked it up greedily.

		“Jesus! This is especially good coke!” He sighed with contentment as he straightened up.

		“Must be ninety-six, ninety-eight percent pure!” Trevor contributed from the couch, where he was sitting close to Gretchen. His dark eyes were now gleaming with the euphoric excitement produced by the drug.

		“Well, I’m ready for some ASS! Kareem announced loudly, holding out the bag of weed and the lighter, as well as the sex lube. “How about you all?”

		“More than ready to mount up!” Trevor agreed as the three of them stood up in unison from the couch. He reached over and slapped Gretchen fondly on her oversized left ass cheek and said in a stage whisper, audible to all, “How about you, blondie? Ready to butt-fuck me?”

		“If that’s your pleasure, I’ve got more than enough butt to oblige you, cowboy!” she shot back with a sexy grind of her lust hips in the skimpy bikini and a naughty little grin.

		Trevor placed his palm on her ass and steered her around the couch and toward the back slider leading out to the patio. Leanne and Kareem followed suit, with Leanne dragging her feet as they neared the slider.

		Ass-sex! I’m not sure I’m ready for…that!

		Shelly, the girl who’d been giving head on the couch when they’d first arrived, was leaning against the low stone railing, looking out at the broad Pacific as the sun dipped low in the sky. She had her miniscule bikini top back on now, barely hiding her brown nipples and leaving the rest of her sumptuous mounds jiggly and bare.

		“You—I saw you in the rec room yesterday, at the bar, watching as I blew Steve and fucked his friend, Charlie!” Shelly said to Leanne, who had come over to lean against the railing right next to her.

		“I saw that other boy rape you!” Leanne whispered theatrically to the girl.

		“Well, I wouldn’t exactly classify it as rape,” Shelly replied with a crooked little grin. “I mean, I didn’t want to fuck him, but he sure wanted to fuck me. I didn’t mind too much, really. I put on a big show about turning him down, but I wasn’t too disappointed when he wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. Any girl who comes to a drug den like this, lusting after free coke and booze is just asking to get fucked in every hole she’s got, after all!”

		Leanne shuddered at that thought, remembering what Kareem had said about wanting…ass tonight and Gretchen offering hers up to Trevor so casually a few minutes ago! Was she about to get her virgin asshole violated tonight for the first time ever?

		She thought back to the night a very drunken Billy had wanted to take her back there. They had only been married for a few weeks, and she was sucking him regularly without complaint—as long as he refrained from coming in her mouth again! And they were fucking like a pair of rabbits, nearly every night, as she recalled.

		But he’d wanted even more! One night, as they were lying in bed, with him drunk and feeling frisky, teasing her big, stiff, sensitive nipples with his tongue, while playing with her clit with his fingers. All had been perfect, normal, when suddenly his fingers had traveled all the way down her juicy slit and hadn’t stopped to explore her inside, as they usually did! Instead, this night, he’d toyed with her tight little ass pucker and slipped a meaty finger up her butt!

		“I want you back there tonight, babe!” he’d told her, leering bleary-eyed at her, his finger feeling strange and slightly painful up her bottom. She still remembered how awkward and uncomfortable that had felt!

		“We’ll make no babies that way!” she’d told him disdainfully.

		“I don’t want to try and make a baby tonight! I just want to fuck my wife in her fine little ass!” he’d bellowed.

		They’d been trying to get pregnant ever since he’d gotten that steady job at the lumber mill. He had now been in the union, with good medical coverage; they had decided that they could afford a baby, so they’d been trying like the devil to have one for the better part of a month.

		Leanne would never have admitted it, but she found she liked getting fucked hard every night--she had come to look forward to it! The hot sex had proven to be downright addictive, in that it was condoned by everyone, even her strict parents. They’d kept on asking the newlyweds when that grandchild was due! She’d caught the customers at the store eyeing her belly, looking for that first telltale bulge that would proclaim she was a mama-to-be!

		But she had shut Billy’s butt-sex plans down so hard that night that he’d never even asked her about it again, let alone suggested it!

		“Does anal hurt?” She turned and asked Shelly from out of the blue.

		The much younger girl smiled and said, “Not after you get used to doing it. Not if the guy does it right. Even really hung guys like Kevin and Trevor and Kareem feel great, if a girl is in the mood and you use enough lube.”

		She was going to ask how much was enough, but Kareem came over to them just then and took out one of his hand-rolled cigarettes and fired it up. “Hit?” he asked Shelly, offering the smoking joint to her.

		“Sure,” she sighed, taking the long cigarette in her right hand and eagerly bringing it up to her lips.

		It was considerably shorter when Shelly handed it to Leanne. The voluptuous young brunette had sucked an enormous amount of smoke into her lungs, leaving a long ash, which fell off onto the lawn as the joint was passed back to Leanne.

		Little slut sure likes this stuff! Leanne said to herself as she brought the illicit cigarette up to her lips. I guess I’d better get myself some more while it’s still here to get!

		Leanne had never been a smoker, so she had great lung capacity. She used it all at that moment to go Shelly one better, as far as sucking in the acrid smoke went!

		There; let her suck on what’s left! Leanne thought as she handed the tiny roach back to the young brunette.

		“Wow, you two are something else!” Kareem said with widened eyes as he watched Shelly kill the rest of the joint. “I should have brought more dope!”

		He shook his head as he reached into his baggie and took out another joint. Applying the lighter, he lit it up and took a big hit himself, before passing it over to Shelly, who grinned and took in another joint-destroying lungful of smoke.

		Bitch didn’t learn anything, first time around! Leanne thought when the much-shortened cigarette finally came her way again. She took a big breath, let it out, and then nailed this joint even harder than she had the first one.

		The few mouthfuls of whiskey, giant lines of coke, and the unfamiliar rush of the heavy-duty pot all came together in that instant. Leanne felt like someone had hit her up alongside the head with two-by-four!

		She reeled backward, staggering around like a drunk until Kareem gathered her into his strong, black arms and cradled her back into his chest. Leanne felt his hot breath on her right ear and then heard him whisper, “Whoa, little mama, grab onto this wall while I get ready to give you what you need.”

		Leanne grabbed the stone railing and leaned forward as she felt Kareem lift up her beach wrap just as he had last night. The horizon looked beautiful—all purple and pink and orange—as the sun slowly dipped into the Pacific, and she felt him fumbling around with her bikini bottoms. Instead of just moving them aside, as he had last night, he pulled them all the way off her bottom and let them slide down her long legs until she felt them puddle around her sandaled feet. He spread her legs wider as she leaned harder against the stone handrail and then she heard the sound of a condom wrapper being tugged open and its contents being rolled onto Kareem’s very hard dick!

		“Ooh, I want some of that big boy too!” Shelly’s soft teenage voice pleaded as it cut through the gathering night.

		Leanne looked to her right, at Shelly, and found that the statuesque youngster had gotten rid of her own bikini bottoms and spread her long legs wide in anticipation. Kareem smacked the girl’s spectacular bare ass with his right palm and said softly, “You got a great ass, kid, but then, so do she!”

		Shelly looked like a disappointed puppy, shunned by her master. She waggled her naked bottom from side to side, begging, “Please fuck me in the ass, Kareem! I want your awesome black cock so bad!”

		“S-So do I!” Leanne lied. She did want Kareem’s cock but, in her pussy, not in her ass!

		He stepped up behind her and she felt a squirt of something cold and thick go into her anal opening and knew it was sex gel! Kareem was oiling her bottom up for his massive cock!

		“F-Fuck me the regular way first for a little bit, won’t you?” Leanne heard herself beg. Then she felt what she’d wanted all along, Kareem’s super-cock nudging her hungry pussy lips open, sliding deep inside her!

		“Oh, do it hard! Really give it to me!” Leanne breathed out heavily and went up onto her tiptoes, anticipating his thrust.

		“Ugh! Ugh! I’ll give it to you alright!” Kareem grunted as he powered into her again and again. “You sure got a tight pussy for such an old gal!”

		Thirty isn’t old! Leanne thought to herself indignantly. Then she looked over at eighteen-year-old Shelly and realized Kareem himself was probably no older than twenty-one or so. She told herself dejectedly that thirty was old to these two! She was partying with children! She shouldn’t be here at all!

		Kareem didn’t seem to see it that way, however! He was fucking her like a big, black sex machine; ramming his dick into her as far as it would reach with each frantic lunge and huffing into her ear, “This is one fine pussy! And this is one fine set of titties!’

		He’d unbuttoned the top buttons on her wrap and reached inside to slide her bra cups up off her breasts! Now, he was tweaking her erect nipples as he banged into her, making her even hotter for his hammering cock!

		“Fuck me!” she suddenly screamed, shocking even herself with her vehemence. Never in her marriage to Billy could she remember saying anything like that—even when she’s been most passionate for his loving!

		“Oh, God; please fuck me hard and make me come!” She begged aloud, amid the steady slap of his pelvis meeting hers.

		“Yeah, make her get off; then fuck her in the ass!” Shelly’s excited, girlish voice advised him. “Then do me!”

		Leanne came. She couldn’t help it! Just imagining Shelly’s obscene scenario playing out over the next few minutes was so hot; Leanne simply couldn’t control herself. Huge waves of orgasmic bliss coursed through her as Kareem continued to pound his huge dick into her soupy slit.

		Even when she felt him slipping out of her, his still very hard prick nudging up against her winking anus, she kept on shivering and shaking through her climax! All at once, an excruciating pain emanating from her wildly stretched-open butthole ended those sensational feelings abruptly.

		“No! It hurts so much; take it out, please!” Leanne pleaded, the sharp pain too much for her to endure.

		“I’m ready!” Shelly crowed triumphantly. “You can fuck my hot little teenage ass all you want!”

		“Sorry, babe, but I want me some butt-fucking tonight!” Kareem murmured as he pulled free of Leanne’s clinging asshole and shuffled over behind Shelly.

		Leanne watched through jealous tears as the gigantic, white-sheathed cock disappeared steadily up the younger girl’s incredibly small ass pucker, until Kareem’s black nut sac rested firmly up against her wet slit. “She tight! The way only a teenie can be!” Kareem sighed, looking over at Leanne with eyes that were excited, but at the same time, sad and strangely apologetic.

		She stopped herself from crying as she watched Kareem butt-fuck the younger girl, though part of her wanted to bawl. Leanne found it strangely hot, watching them engage in this most forbidden kind of sex. It got even hotter when Trevor, just down the railing, took down Gretchen’s bikini bottoms, stripped off her top, and began to fuck her in her sumptuous ass at the same time.

		Everyone’s getting fucked out here but me! She thought to herself, almost but not quite wishing she had another man out on the patio, or one of her favorite vibrators, so she could try once more to get the hang of ass-fucking!

		I guess that kind of sex just isn’t for me, she thought to herself, remembering how painful Kareem’s big cock head had felt up inside her ass a little while ago.

		Gretchen and Shelly didn’t seem to share her view! Both of them were cooing and burbling with pleasure as their respective big-dicked men sawed away in their bottoms! Leanne could hear the steady “slap, slap, slap” of thighs meeting thighs as Trevor and Kareem plunged their large cocks into willing asses over and over. She could hear Gretchen’s imploring voice saying, “That’s it! Fuck that big ass of mine like you really want it!”

		Of course, Trevor was playing with Gretchen’s clit as he powered his cock into her butt. And Kareem was tugging on Shelly’s big nipples as he did the same with the teenager’s trim little ass!

		That has to feel good! Leanne thought to herself. Maybe if Kareem had done either of those things to me, I would have enjoyed my first anal encounter too!

		Leanne knew that she was lying to herself—the pain had just been too great! Getting your nipples played with and your clit stimulated felt wonderful, it was true. But not wonderful enough to offset that kind of pain!

		“Babe, I gotta’ come!” Kareem sighed at that moment. “Between her tight little pussy and your tight little ass, I can’t last another second!”

		“In my mouth! I want to taste that hot jizz of yours again, sweetie!” Shelly announced breathily, letting his cock slip free of her ass and spinning around and dropping to her knees in front of him on the patio.

		To Leanne’s surprise, Shelly looked up at her as she skimmed off the condom and tossed it on the lawn, saying, “You want some of this, honey? You earned it!”

		With that, Shelly turned back toward the massive black dick she held in her left hand and slipped her right middle finger into her pussy, masturbating herself as she slid the head of Kareem’s cock into her lips and began to suck.

		I DO want some of that! Leanne admitted to herself as she kneeled down awkwardly next to the cocksucking girl and awkwardly started to play with her clit, just as Shelly was doing.

		She felt a little bashful, because she had never touched herself in front of other people before, not even her husband! But that’s so silly! She admonished herself.

		After all, she had just fucked Kareem in front of everybody, and doing that was a lot more sinful than just masturbating! Besides, young Shelly was shamelessly going after her own pussy right beside her!

		A huge jolt of pre-orgasmic bliss shot through Leanne’s whole body as she fingered her super-wet slit and used her free hand to tweak her very erect nipples. Shelly smiled around the cock feeding into her mouth and slowly slid it free of her sucking lips.

		“He’s so ready! See how those big nuts of his are bunched up so tightly? So, get ready to swallow!” Shelly murmured quickly to Leanne as she gingerly handed the ready-to-explode shaft to the other woman.

		Leanne sucked in as much of it as she could, ignoring the other girl’s shiny saliva on the thick spear of black flesh. Shelly’s spit tasted sweet and Kareem’s dick jerked in her mouth. She got ready to swallow a big load of his unpleasant-tasting hot goo and she was glad she did, because a second later Kareem simply detonated in her mouth, flooding it with the salty jism that she knew was coming!

		“That’s the girl; gulp it down!” Shelly whispered, watching her throat work as she swallowed another mouthful of the warm man-pudding. “Save some for me, you greedy thing!”

		Shelly pulled the spurting shaft from Leanne’s sucking lips, getting some of it on her own youthful face and on Leanne’s. “Unintended facial!” Shelly giggled, popping the still-jetting cock head back into her lips and sucking wildly on it.

		The teenager’s brown eyes went large and Leanne knew she was getting her tongue spunked thoroughly. Shelly gulped the big mouthful of come down and gamely sucked for more.

		“Oh, I think that’s about all! You two hot bitches got every drop!” Kareem sighed, his oversized cock beginning to shrivel inside of Shelly’s nursing mouth.

		Reasoning that Kareem was about done coming, so she wouldn’t have to swallow any more of his disgusting semen, but in going for it, she would still look sexy and hot as hell, Leanne wrested the softening cock away from the younger girl and stuffed it inside her own mouth.

		“Oh, fuck; you even a hotter bitch than I thought!” Kareem grunted, shooting a last big spurt of come into a very surprised Leanne’s mouth.

		Leanne looked stricken. She hadn’t been expecting another big wad of come to deal with!

		She tried to force herself to swallow it; couldn’t, and nearly threw up trying. Shelly watched her face closely, finally saying, “If you don’t want it, I do!”

		The stunningly sexy brunette leaned in, their bare breasts touching, and kissed Leanne passionately, her tongue shooting into the startled woman’s mouth. She eagerly licked up the clingy mass of come and transferred it into her own mouth. Leanne heard her swallow loudly just as she realized how sweet Shelly’s tongue was, rubbing against her own!

		Their nipples brushed against one another and a fireball of sexual sensation exploded in Leanne’s breasts. She felt Shelly’s big mounds buck against hers and knew the younger girl was as excited as she suddenly was!

		I’ve never kissed another girl before; it’s so different, so much fun! Leanne told herself amazedly. Who would have ever thought?

		“Mmmmm, Kareem is right!” Shelly said aloud as she pulled her lips from Leanne’s. “You are one hot mama, especially for being as old as you are!”

		Leanne didn’t feel old at that moment; on her knees in front of a sexy young black man, having just sucked him off and swallowed most of his come, making out with a big-titted young brunette cutie, and rubbing bare nipples with her! She felt hotter, younger, and sexier than she ever had in her sheltered life!

		“Oh, yeah, come in my butt!” Gretchen moaned loudly at that moment. “Flood me with that hot stuff!”

		Leanne looked around Kareem and Shelly and saw Gretchen, leaning heavily on the railing, with Trevor hunched into her, his huge cock buried between her lush ass cheeks. The handsome young beach boy was groaning with the pleasure of his release and trying to fuck Gretchen’s ass even deeper, even harder, with his buried shaft.

		“Oh, babe, you’re a little chubby, but you’re one hell of a fuck!” Trevor sighed, draining the last of his ball juice into Gretchen’s breeched asshole with a triumphant little smile.

		“You gotta’ have enough meat to create the motion!” Gretchen turned her head and shot back over her shoulder as he finished up in her.

		My goodness; he’s really pounding his cock into her back…there! Leanne marveled, watching her first ever live butt-fucking. How does she ever take it? She wondered, recalling how painful Kareem’s had been up her own bottom, even though he hadn’t penetrated her nearly as deeply as Gretchen was being speared.

		Just not for me, I guess! Leanne thought once again.

		“You’d like to learn do that, wouldn’t you?” Shelly asked aloud, reading Leanne’s face adeptly.

		“N-No, not really!” Leanne immediately answered guiltily.

		“You would too, you little liar!” Shelly nudged her familiarly. “You’re just too uptight to admit it!”

		Leanne started to protest that she wasn’t too uptight to admit it, but then she realized that she was! Part of her had long been fascinated by anal videos on the porn sites she secretly frequented—how did those porn girls manage to take such huge cocks up their tiny ass puckers and act as if they loved it? She looked over at Gretchen and had to admit that having Trevor’s pussy-stretcher of a cock up her big ass didn’t seem to be causing her any discomfort! On the contrary, she was cooing and shoving her bountiful butt cheeks back against Trevor’s groin as if she could get enough of the young beach god’s long, fat dick driven into her lush ass cheeks as it continued to spurt out its hot payload of slippery come!

		Gretchen is coming too! Leanne told herself incredulously. Having her big ass reamed out by Trevor’s whopper dick is getting her off, too!

		Leanne looked closer and saw that a steady stream of the young man’s hot spunk was flowing out of Gretchen’s ass and down onto her pussy, where Trevor was massaging Gretchen’s clit with it as he continued to punch his cock in and out of her sphincter!

		I bet that feels nice—getting your clitty played with while you were putting on a private sex show for a few other people! Leanne thought to herself. She acknowledged that getting fucked in front of others was nothing but hot, somehow.

		I never thought I’d turn out to like that; being an exhibitionist, she thought guiltily. But she couldn’t deny that doing depraved, sexual things in front of others made the illicit sex seem even hotter! I almost passed out, just now, when I was fingering myself to a climax while I sucked Kareem’s dick in front of the others, passing it back and forth with Shelly! That was so nasty to start with—but doing it with all of them watching made it seem even nastier!

		And last night, when she’d shared the bed with Gretchen and the two beach boys, it had been one continual orgasm, taking each of their big cocks, one right after the other, sharing them with Gretch! It had been so depraved! But she couldn’t deny she had loved it and wanted to do it again!

		Shelly sprang to her feet and offered Leanne her hand. She gratefully accepted the younger woman’s help in getting to her feet and let Shelly lead her back toward the slider as Trevor slipped his spent cock out of Gretchen’s well-stretched asshole as they passed them.

		“Plenty more hard cocks to please inside,” Shelly said to Gretchen in a stage whisper.

		“Lead me to ‘em—I’m all kinds of ready!” Gretchen growled with a triumphant little grin in place.

		I think I am, too, as long as the condoms hold out and its regular sex; maybe even a blowjob or two! But no anal for me! Leanne promised herself, opening the slider and stepping back into the party.

		

		****

		

		“Let’s go in here and get another drink first,” Shelly whispered the suggestion, taking Leanne by the elbow and tugging her toward the darkened rec room and its big liquor bar,

		Leanne didn’t really want another drink. She was already flying, mentally, from the thought of eminent hot sex--with a whole group of handsome strangers with gorgeous bodies and long, thick cocks—and from the cocaine she had already snorted, the whiskey she’d drunk, and the lungfuls of the unfamiliar marijuana smoke she’d inhaled earlier. And from the heady, surreal-feeling sensation of being back in this den of iniquity again; at a wild party like this one!

		Shelly found them a pair of clean glasses, filled them with ice and splashed a liberal amount of Canadian whiskey into Leanne’s, leaving room for just a dash of water.

		“Here, you better drink this, shy girl,” Shelly whispered, handing the strong drink to her new friend. “You and Gretchen are the entertainment tonight, the new girls. They’re all going to want to fuck you two.”

		When Leanne’s eyebrows shot upward at that raunchy statement, Shelly just smiled and explained, “I’ve been here all week; most of those guys, I’ve already sucked off or fucked by now. I’m old news: you and Gretchen, however, are relative newbies! You were at last night’s party, but you slipped out with Trevor and Kareem before anybody else got a taste of your hot little pussies, or your fine asses. You didn’t even blow anyone, as I recall, before you took off for the night!”

		She looked Leanne’s long body up and down and continued, “Oh, yeah, Kevin’s going to want a piece of that sumptuous little ass of yours before morning. He’s a fiend for butt-fucking: and he’s really hung; he makes Trev and Kareem look normal, by comparison!”

		And I know from last night that both of them are really big! Leanne thought, fighting down her sudden panic at the thought of dealing with a dick even bigger than those two monumental specimens of manhood. Both of them are way longer and thicker than anything I had inside of me before! Way bigger than Billy ever was, and much bigger than my biggest dildo or vibrator at home!

		“I-I don’t know how to do…anal very well, I’m afraid,” Leanne blurted out, too nervous over the prospect of taking a cock even bigger than Trev’s or Kareem’s up her almost virgin ass tonight to hold back her fearful words.

		“I gathered that, from the way you reacted out on the terrace just now,” Shelly said with a superior little smirk, taking a sip of her own drink.

		“How come you’re so worldly-wise about sex at your age? What are you eighteen or nineteen?” Leanne asked, suddenly eager to wipe that smug little smile from the younger girl’s pretty face.

		“That’s easy!” Shelly’s smile grew even larger. “When I was fifteen, I had this bad- boy boyfriend who was seventeen. He was great looking but once we were parked out in the boonies, he turned into an octopus—all hands, all over me while we made out! He wanted my luscious young bod so bad he could barely see straight!”

		Shelly took a bigger cut of her cocktail before continuing. “Believe it or not, I was relatively innocent back then—I knew how to jerk a guy off, so I did that, but that just seemed to make him more determined to fuck me, as soon as he got hard again—and I was deathly afraid of getting pregnant! So, I got real good with my mouth and I learned to take it up the ass!”

		She grinned naughtily at Leanne and said, “My butt is pretty cute now, but you should have seen it when I was fifteen! Talk about your two peach halves! My boyfriend wanted my pussy something fierce, but he was more than pleased when I offered him my tight little bottom instead and learned to swallow his load with a big smile on my face; like a good little cocksucker!”

		I’ll just bet he was happy with that, Leanne thought disapprovingly, the Sunday School teacher in her momentarily gaining the upper hand. A seventeen-year-old degenerate of a boy having a cute, younger girlfriend who would blow him whenever he wanted or cheerfully give him her perfect little butt to fuck!

		But she couldn’t be too hard on Shelly. She and Billy had been much the same story, except for the all-the-way blowjobs and the anal sex! They had been a little older than Shelly and her bad boy romance, but not much! People around town had clucked their tongues at good-girl Leanne dating a rough-and-tumble guy like Billy, but she hadn’t cared. He had been so…exotic, so different from the other boys she’d known…

		“Once I figured out how to get on The Pill, I would have fucked him the regular way, but he was long gone by then, in prison for stealing some tires with that gang of lowlifes he hung out with when he wasn’t with me,” Shelly said with a sigh, draining what was left of her cocktail. “Then I met Marty and he had such a nice cock; I let him fuck me and fuck me and fuck me, whenever he wanted to—which was all the time, since he was seventeen, just like me.”

		“How long ago was that?” Leanne couldn’t help asking.

		“Quite a while ago, now; I’ll be in my third year at Chico State, when school starts up in the fall.”

		“What are you studying?”

		“Big cocks and how to please them, really. But my major is Business Administration.” Shelly announced proudly.

		“Speaking of big cocks and how to please them, Trevor has some little goodies hidden away in his room that could really help you,” Shelly suddenly remembered. “Come on; I’ll show you!”

		The vivacious coed once again grabbed Leanne by the elbow and tugged her toward the rec room’s other doorway, which opened onto a long hallway containing the guest bathroom and the doors to several guest bedrooms. Shelly obviously knew her way around Kevin’s sprawling mini-mansion. She led Leanne to a closed door and whispered, “This is Trevor’s room. Kareem’s is just next door.”

		Trevor’s room was just what Leanne expected it to be; discarded swimsuits and Luau shirts scattered around the floor, and posters of hot, young television and movie stars in bikinis tacked up on the surrounding walls. His dresser held a marijuana bong, a wallet and a torn-open condom wrapper.

		Shelly ignored it all and made her way through the dirty laundry to the dresser, yanking open the second drawer and rifling unceremoniously through the swimsuits and clean boxers she found there. She drew out a small, flat box with a flourish and removed the lid, showing the contents triumphantly to Leanne. There were three unfamiliar objects in the box; all the same, but ranging from small to medium to large.

		Leanne gazed inquisitively at the trio of items but couldn’t, for the life of her, figure out what they might be. She gazed up at Shelly, clearly stumped for an answer.

		“Buttplugs!” Shelly said, as if that explained everything. She sounded slightly exasperated by Leanne’s obtuseness as she added: “You use them to get yourself ready for anal sex.”

		“Here; showing’s better than telling, when it comes to things like this,” Shelly said, reaching into the drawer once more and finding a tube of sex gel. “Get your bikini bottoms down and I’ll lube you up and put this small one in for you.”

		Leanne’s eyes widened at the thought of such hijinks, but she let Shelly lean her forward, resting her hands against the top of the dresser and spreading her feet out. “I…I don’t know about this!” Leanne sucked in a big breath as she felt the cold gel being squirted up her anus. She watched, fascinated, as Shelly brought the tube around in front of her and greased up the metal tip of the plug until it shone, gleaming and slick with lubricant, in the room’s soft light. The thing had a large, obviously fake, jewel at the rear of it, and Shelly grasped it by the ersatz diamond and placed the blunt metal tip at the pucker of Leanne’s anal rosebud.

		“Just relax your butt muscles as much as you can, and this will go a lot easier,” Shelly advised as she shoved the plug forward.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhh!” Leanne sighed as the bullet-shaped head of the plug pushed its way through her tight sphincter muscles and disappeared inside her ass! It wasn’t quite as bad as Kareem’s cock had felt, because its diameter was less. To her surprise, the slight initial pain of being stretched open, back there, went away in less than a minute. She just felt weird, having something lodged up inside her anus!

		“All ready to go back to the party now,” Shelly said cheerfully, leaning over and pulling up Leanne’s bikini thong and smoothing it back into place.

		“No way! I can’t go strutting around at the party with that thing poked up my bottom! What will people think?” Leanne protested.

		“No one will know, until they pull your bottoms down,” Shelly responded brightly. “Especially with that stupid pool wrap on!”

		She grabbed Leanne by the elbow again and lead her out of Kareem’s room and down the hall to the guest bathroom. “Let’s hide these under the sink, so we can change the plug out for the bigger ones later, after you get used to that one!” Shelly whispered conspiratorially, flicking on the bathroom light and opening the undersink cabinet.

		“We can visit the little girl’s room together later and switch them out,” Shelly giggled as she hid the box and the tube of get away amid the cleaning products and the spare guest towels.

		Leanne shrugged, looking unconvinced and Shelly gave her an evil little chuckle, saying, “Here, look how pretty your ass looks now!”

		Impishly, she reached for the pool wrap, gripped it and jerked it upward, baring Leanne’s bikini-clad butt in the bathroom mirror. The younger girls jerked the bikini thong aside and Leanne saw that she now had what appeared to be an obscenely large jewel sticking out of her taut ass cheeks!

		“My butt looks like I’ve got a diamond coming out of it!” Leanne shrieked joyfully in surprise and befuddlement.

		“That ass of yours is a little jewel now, and that’s for sure!” Shelly teased her, slipping the bikini and the wrap back into place.

		Leanne was surprised and relieved to see the plug didn’t seem to show at all. She straightened back up and ran her fingers through her long auburn hair, brushing it into a semblance of her desired hairdo as Shelly shut off the bathroom light.

		“Where have you two been? Kevin asked if you’d slipped away again,” Trevor said as he intercepted them coming out of the rec room a minute later, the nervousness evident in his voice as he glared at Leanne.

		They had re-entered the party from the rec room, reclaiming their all but empty drinks from the bar on their way through. Shelly wave her cocktail glass at him and asked, “Can’t a girl get herself a drink around here without checking with you first?”

		“I looked in the bar a while ago and you weren’t in there,” Trevor answered accusingly.

		“Can’t she go to the fucking bathroom either, without Kevin’s permission?” Shelly asked him dismissively.

		“Just make sure you tell someone first,” Trevor advised her, looking at Leanne again. “Kevin seems to be real interested in this one. He likes her nice ass.”

		“What’s wrong with my nice ass?” Shelly needled him.

		“Not a thing, but he’s already had it a couple of times this week,” Trevor informed her. “Tonight’s Leanne and Gretchen’s turn.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		

		New Girls

		

		Gretchen obviously doesn’t mind being the ‘entertaining new girl’, Leanne thought to herself as she glanced around the living room. Her old friend was on her knees in front of Kevin, who was standing in front of the fireplace, sipping a cocktail while the topless Gretchen sucked his long, fat cock! Kevin let out a contented sigh as Gretchen let him all the way into her mouth and throat, tilting back her head to accommodate his vast length and girth, he leaning over to tweak her bare left nipple with his right hand as he berthed himself at the back of her throat.

		Leanne sucked in a big breath as she watched Gretchen reach down with one hand and shove her bikini thong off to one side, baring her waxed-bare slit, and start fingering her own pussy as she sucked the mighty cock. Gretchen toyed with her clit as Kevin’s big nut sac bounced off her chin again and again while she sucked all of his foot-long dick in eagerly.

		“Look at that fat blonde bitch suck cock!” a female party guest whispered to the guy she was sitting on the loveseat with. “His big knob is all the way down in her throat—what a slut!”

		Leanne saw what the girl was talking about. Kevin’s knob-like cock head was gliding up and down in Gretchen’s neck as she enthusiastically slurped at his thick shaft; looking like a mouse inside a snake after it had swallowed its prey! It was both gross and hot at the same time!

		“Let’s get you completely naked. I want to fuck this hot little pussy of yours!” Kevin panted as he set his all but empty glass on the mantle and bent lower, to help Gretchen out of her thong. The chunky blonde woman was as eager as he was. Spitting out his gargantuan cock for a moment, she murmured, “Sounds good to me, stud! I’m just dying to feel this big mother deep inside me!”

		Between the two of them, they soon had her bikini thong down around her ankles and Gretchen was kicking free of it and lying back on the soft throw rug in front of the fireplace’s glass doors, spreading her legs wide for him. He knelt between them and ran his saliva-gleaming prick from the base of her small slit to the top, taking delight in teasing her erect clit with it before plunging it deep inside the small, pink opening below it.

		“Oh, God, you’re big!” Gretchen huffed as he filled her. She smiled to show him and everyone watching she didn’t consider this to be a bad thing and hunched her hips up off the rug to ensure that she had all of him driven into her.

		“You’re a meaty girl, but you have a great pussy!” Kevin sighed, stirring his buried dick around inside of her. “Hot and tight and very wet.”

		“Fuck me, pretty boy, fuck my hot pussy hard and make me come!” Gretchen hissed challengingly between clenched teeth.

		Kevin, who was as handsome and self-assured as an old-time movie star, withdrew his massive dick until just the bulbous head remained inside of his older lover, then powered it down into her fully once more. Gretchen moaned at how good that felt and wrapped her calves around his ass cheeks as he started to fuck her hard, just as she had requested.

		“Come on, let’s get another drink; this will take a while,” Shelly whispered into Leanne’s ear, tugging her toward the rec room again.

		“Why…why will it take a while?” Leanne stammered, not really wanting to stop watching luscious young Kevin fucking Gretchen. She found it very exciting to watch, just as she had last night in bed, when Kareem and Trevor were taking turns with her and Gretch!

		“Because, one of the other girls gave Kevin a long, slurpy blowjob tonight, just before he glommed onto Gretchen, and he really went off in her mouth,” Shelly informed her. “I heard one of the other party bitches going on and on about it, the last time we were at the coke mirror. It was apparently quite a show. Kevin spunked that cunt until they were half afraid she’d drown!”

		Shelly got behind the bar again, saying, “Not that it will slow Kevin down much. That guy can come and get hard again as often as any boy I’ve ever known; six or seven times in a row, but he doesn’t come as fast after those big nuts of his have gone off once.”

		Leanne took the drink that Shelly made for her and downed half of it, amazed by the young man’s ability to orgasm so often. What would it be like, she asked herself, to have a lover around who was that horny? He’d be fucking you all the time with that monster dick of his! She told herself. He’d fuck a girl senseless!

		Gretchen let out a long, satisfied moan in the front room, meaning she’d come. Curious, Leanne poke her head back through the doorway just in time to see Gretchen, up on her hands and knees, semen running out of her pussy lips, getting to take Kevin’s half-hard cock from the back—doggie style! Kevin ran the rapidly-firming up male salami up Gretchen’s pussy a few times, then pulled it free and centered it in her lubed-up asshole. He shoved forward, skewering the chunky blonde on his mammoth manhood, filling her plush ass with cock!

		“Holy fuck, you’re huge!” Gretchen rasped. “I don’t think I’ve ever had one that big up my ass before!”

		“Well, you’ve got one now, how does it feel?” Kevin crowed proudly, fucking Gretchen in the butt hard.

		As he spoke, Leanne noticed her slipped his right hand off of Gretchen’s ass cheek and under her, finding her clit while he banged down into her and stroking it. His pearly come dripping from her pussy slit provided a slippery lube for his adept fingertip and Gretchen moaned with satisfaction. “Not bad, when you do that!”

		“He’s done plenty of butt-banging and it shows,” Shelly, who had slipped up next to Leanne whispered. “Kev is huge, but he feels real nice in your ass, once you get used to how big he is.”

		Leanne shifted her weight, feeling the buttplug in her own tight little bottom, and wondered idly if she’d ever be able to do what Gretch was doing now, humping her fat ass back to meet each of Kevin’s hard thrusts, mewling as if it was wonderful.

		“Oh, man, give it to me!” the lush blonde girl sighed. “Give it to me, right up the ass!”

		Wordlessly, the two on-looking girls watched the intense butt-fucking for a few more minutes, Kevin driving into Gretchen like a tireless machine, hammering his large-bore tool into the blonde girl’s asshole like a piston in a cylinder. Gretchen cooing and groaning with pleasure, her large tits jiggling and shaking as they hung down beneath her.

		“I’ve got an idea, since you’re bound to be next,” Shelly murmured to Leanne right at that second. “Come with me.”

		Leanne followed her without protest as she crossed the rec room and stepped out into the hallway. Shelly stopped at the door to the guest bathroom, turned on the light and went inside. She leaned down an opened the door to the undersink storage and got out the box containing the other two buttplugs and the tube of sex gel.

		“This one feeling okay now?” She asked as she stood up and reached around behind Leanne, patting her ass through the pool wrap.

		“Uh…I guess so,” Leanne agreed reluctantly, not knowing what ‘okay’ was supposed the mean in regard to such a device. Her ass didn’t hurt, but she was still well aware that something was up there! Something that didn’t belong there!

		“Good. Let’s take this one out and put this one in,” Shelly suggested, quickly opening the box and taking out the middle-sized plug. This one had a light blue jewel at its tip and the machined stainless-steel part was half-again larger than the one that now resided in Leanne’s bottom.

		Without further ado, Shelly reached under the pool wrap, slid the thong off to one side, and gripped Leanne’s butt jewel firmly, easing it out.

		That feels better—kind of—Leanne told herself as the foreign object left her anus.

		She was aghast to find that part of her now missed the feeling of being stretched open, as if a part of her were gone!

		Shelly quickly rectified that feeling, dousing the new, bigger plug with slippery gel and inserting it in one smooth motion. Leanne was surprised at how easily the fatter plug went inside her!

		And at how normal it felt a few seconds later; almost as if her ass was now hungering to be mashed open by the steely plug! She shifted her weight around and decided that she felt okay. A little weird, but okay.

		“Now for something new,” Shelly whispered conspiratorially, withdrawing the biggest plug from the box.

		“What…what are you going to do with that thing?” Leanne asked fearfully, her eyes never leaving the biggest of the three obscene-looking plugs.

		“This? Oh, this one’s easy. Hop up on the counter, and I’ll show you,” Shelly replied with a confident, impish smile.

		Wondering what she was doing, Leanne complied, careful not to rest her entire weight on the plug already in her ass. Shelly reached down and spread her legs wider apart and then eased the fat plug into Leanne’s wet little pussy slit.

		The smooth steel slid in easily, floating on a cushion of Leanne’s own pussy lube. She had gotten plenty wet, watching Kevin fucking Gretchen just now, and the slippery girl lubricant hadn’t gone away yet.

		“Oh, that feels so strange!” Leanne sighed, feeling both holes forced open simultaneously by the hard plugs.

		“Slide down off the counter and walk around,” Shelly urged her. “We’ve should get back to the party before we’re missed.”

		Leanne got back onto her feet, the pool wrap draping back down over her rounded bottom. Shelly reached under it and rearranged the thong until it covered Leanne’s pussy and asshole again and then patted her friend on the butt and said, “Let’s hide this box and the tube of gel away again and get back to the party!”

		It felt a little odd, mincing down the hallway with both her pussy and ass stuffed full of hard, unyielding metal, but Leanne managed well enough. Soon, they were back in the doorway leading into the living room, watching as Kevin came in Gretchen’s ass, while the blonde girl screamed out her own orgasm.

		“Leanne; I’m glad you’re back. You’re up next,” Kevin said, still panting for breath after coming in Gretchen. “Please excuse me for a moment, while I pop into the shower. I’d never expect you to suck my dick right after it’s been in your girlfriend’s ass!”

		The naked young man left the living room and went down the hallway to the master bedroom and disappeared inside. Leanne went back into the rec room and made herself another strong whiskey and water. She drank it down and went back out to the living room to await Kevin’s reappearance. Standing approximately where Gretchen had been on the throw rug, Leanne suddenly doffed her pool wrap, standing defiantly in front of the leering crowd of party goers in just her bikini.

		As the door to the master bedroom opened and a still very naked Kevin stepped into the hallway, Leanne summoned up all her courage and unsnapped the bra to her swimsuit. I think my…tits are as good as Gretchen’s if not better, and she certainly didn’t have any problem displaying herself in front of these…libertines totally nude! Leanne thought to herself, tossing away the discarded bra and reaching for the ties on her thong. She didn’t even remember the two bejeweled plugs filling her ass and her pussy until the thong fell away and she heard the small crowd draw in a collective breath of surprise.

		“She’s wearing plugs!” a female voice gasped, “in both holes!”

		“Nothing like being ready for anything!” another girl’s slightly envious-sounding voice commented.

		“Well, well, well; so, the boys have been prepping you for me!” Kevin commented approvingly, stepping back into the room and admiring Leanne’s plug jewelry.

		Trevor and Kareem both looked sheepishly at their boss and shrugged as if to say “we had nothing to do with it.”

		Kevin clearly didn’t know what to make of their denial but didn’t look as if he gave a damn. Instead, he extended a hand to Leanne, urging her to step closer to him.

		Leanne knew without him telling her that it was time to get down on her knees in front of him, the way Gretchen had earlier. His cock wasn’t nearly as hard as it had been when he’d pulled it from Leanne’s friend’s asshole, but it still made for quite a handful as Leanne put her palms under it and lifted it even with her mouth.

		She had learned more about how to suck a bigger-than-average cock last night, from being in bed with Gretchen and Trevor and Kareem. Leanne had paid attention to how Gretchen had tilted her head back when she had sucked those two mighty cocks all the way into her throat, and Leanne had copied her as best she could. Now, running her tongue all around Kevin’s prick tip, his massive dome, she smelled fresh soap from the recent shower and found that the rich, handsome young man’s cock tasted sweet and fresh as she took as much of it as she could into her lips and began to suck.

		“You’re really sexy, Leanne. You look so wholesome, except for having my big old dick in your mouth, that is!” Kevin stage-whispered to her as she tilted her head back so she could take more and more of his rapidly-hardening length as it swelled to life in her mouth. Kevin was really moving his hips now, spearing his cock into her lips insistently. She felt his nut sac swing against her chin on the in-strokes and realized that a great deal of him was disappearing into her mouth and down her throat with each head bob she made.

		“Look at that hot bitch suck, would ‘ya?” A young man’s voice rasped excitedly. “She’s getting nearly all of it!”

		“And that’s a lot of dick, let me tell you!” A girl’s voice said. “I sucked him off last night and I almost choked to death!”

		“Join the club, girl!” another laughing female voice replied. “Kevin’s got a horsecock; that’s for sure!”

		A jolt of perverse pride shot through Leanne as she heard the other partiers talking about what a great cocksucker she was! She guessed it was really true: she loved being nasty and perverted in front of a crowd!

		As if to confirm her show-off, exhibitionist side, Leanne gagged loudly on Kevin’s prick and then ate it all up; right down to his fat balls! Her lips made smacking, sucking sounds on his shaft as he skull-fucked her for all he was worth and she proudly took every inch of it!

		“Let’s see how she does when he cuts loose in her mouth,” a girl said skeptically. “I know he’s come a bunch already tonight, but Kev always shoots a lot!”

		“Yeah, but I’m not going to shoot yet!” Kevin told the onlooking crowd, pulling his massive dick free of Leanne’s sucking lips. “I’m going to come in this cutie’s ass! Come up here, baby, and let me see that fine little butt of yours again!”

		Leanne reluctantly let his saliva-dripping cock slip from her wet lips and took his offered hand as he helped her up onto her feet. She found, to her shock, that her knees felt weak and that part of her wouldn’t have minded collapsing back onto them and finishing her torrid blowjob of Kevin’s fat, tasty cock! But her host definitely had other ideas, retaining her hand in his and raising it, so that he could spin her in a tight, three-hundred-and-sixty-degree circle, as if they were dancing and he was showing her nude body off to the assembled crowd.

		“Nice titties!” Someone, a guy, murmured appreciatively.

		“Great ass and cute little pussy!” a girl’s voice commented.

		“I don’t blame Kevin for wanting to tap that!” another guy agreed loudly and enthusiastically.

		“Less jewelry; more cock!” another woman’s voice demanded.

		“Yeah, pull that butt plug out and ram that tight little ass!” still another male voice urged their host.

		“I intend to try it all,” the self-confident Kevin announced, reaching down and plucking out Leanne’s plugs, letting them fall to rug in front of the gas fireplace, then kicking them away. “I already know she has a great mouth and throat! Let’s see how her pussy is, and then this little treasure!”

		It was all Leanne could keep from doing not to cry out in ecstasy as Kevin’s fingers toyed with her clit and then her gaped-open asshole. She was suddenly so…sensitive down there!

		If Kevin had wanted to stuff a couple of fingers up her juicy pussy or distended ass opening at that moment, Leanne wouldn’t have stopped him. If anything, with this horny crowd of perverts looking on, she’d have welcomed his exploration—she’d probably have begged for it!

		Leanne realized, to her dismay—knowing that it made her among the sluttiest girls in the room—that she had never wanted a cock in her life as badly as she craved Kevin’s oversized manhood at this moment! She told herself, for the first time in her life, that she didn’t even care which hole he slid it into, her pussy or her ass! She just wanted to get fucked; and she wanted to get fucked NOW!

		Her prayers were answered almost immediately. She felt the hard knot of Kevin’s bloated dick head nudging her pussy lips open, and then experienced it pushing deep into her from behind, going in farther than anything had ever penetrated before!

		“Oh, yeah! DO me! Do my hot pussy with that huge thing!” she gasped aloud, surprising herself with her vehemence. She put her palms flat against the bricks of the fireplace and braced herself as Kevin began to bang back and forth in her stuffed-open vagina, sinking his humongous manhood into her clear up to his awesome balls with every lunge!

		THIS is fucking like those porn girls do it! Leanne told herself as Kevin’s unreal cock took her to new heights of pleasure!

		Trevor and Kareem had been great, and both of them had had pricks much bigger than her deceased husband’s! But Kevin’s was monstrous! Kevin’s was indescribable! Kevin’s was filling her up in ways she had only dreamed about being stretched and ravaged! Plus, getting it like this, completely nude, before a group of cheering, tongue-hanging-out strangers, high on coke and the debauched atmosphere of the wildest party Leanne had ever imagined…it was all enough to make the most jaded slut rapturously ecstatic!’

		In her wildly turned-on state, Leanne barely noticed when Kevin began toying with her greased-up asshole as he pummeled her pussy with his horsecock. She merely mewled with increased pleasure as he slid two fingers into her anus and proceeded to finger-fuck her right along with what he was doing to her pussy. His bloated cock was depressing her clit with every penetration and withdrawal, sending pulses of intense joy throughout her pelvic region; he was so experienced at butt-fucking that she didn’t even notice, at first, when he substituted a finger for his cock against her thrumming clit, while continuing to finger her anal passage. He slipped the massive cock out of her cunt slowly, stroking her clit and ass, and nudged his cock head into her stretched-open ass pucker practically before she noticed it.

		“Ugh!” she moaned as he fed the first fiery inch of hard cock shaft into her ass, bearing down on her clit with his finger. It felt almost comforting, at first--her body had grown so used to the pressure of the butt plug nestled into her most private of places during the last hour or so—but Kevin’s dick was a lot longer and wider than the anal toy had been. And it soon sank deeper into her body than anything had ever been! She tried to dig her fingers into the unyielding bricks of the fireplace and shivered all over as he took more and more of her virgin ass.

		“Oh, baby! Your little butt is so tight!” Kevin sighed as he forced the last few inches of his steely cock inside her, his amazed voice coming through a jaw clenched with the effort of driving himself through her stubborn muscle.

		“F-Fuck!” Leanne gasped aloud. “You’re so far up inside of me!”

		“Just relax and enjoy it!” Kevin advised, diddling her clit wildly. “Here comes the best butt-fucking you’re ever likely to get!”

		She gasped again as he slid nearly all of his gargantuan cock out of her gripping ass and banged it back in until she felt his enormous ball sac swing against her empty cunt lips. He reached around in front of her with his free hand and fondled her big breasts as he continued to toy with her super-sensitive clit with his other hand, fucking her impaled ass hard all the while.

		Leanne whined and tossed her reddish-brown mane of hair around as the big cock hammered up and down in her ass. Her unfettered tits were bouncing obscenely, for all to see, as Kevin rammed in and out of her relentlessly. Every once in a while, he leaned forward to better capture her nipples in between his tweaking fingers as he caressed her pulsing clit with his other hand.

		The unmistakable orgasm building so rapidly in her pussy from the constant clitoral manipulation surprised her. A girl couldn’t possibly come from being fucked up the ass—could she? She had watched several of the porn girls on the sites she frequented appear to climax right along with the men who were riding their asses. But---while it was exciting to watch—Leanne had never believed it was real. How could it be? You couldn’t really get off by being rammed up the butt by a thick cock, could you?

		But the throbs of joy her clit was emitting seemed real enough! And she couldn’t deny, her ass had gone from feeling violated to feeling wonderful as the huge cock glided up and down in its tight confines! Suddenly, Kevin moaned loudly and she felt his log-like member lurch, deep inside her clasping asshole. A jet of something so hot it threatened to burn her splattered into her bowels, and she felt her bunghole clench from one end to the other in time with her exploding pussy!

		“Oh, dear God, I’m coming!” Leanne wailed, the savage orgasm roaring through her whole body as the searing semen continued to flood her ass! She’d never come like this in her life! I think I love anal—it’s just so…nasty!

		Kevin laughed and easily held her twisting, hunching body in place as he resumed fucking her ass and emptying his impressive balls into her deepest recesses. She cooed and mewled with on-going pleasure and just let him have his way with her. When at last, the mighty hunk of muscle buried in her butt went soft and her clenching anal sheath finally expelled it, along with a waterfall of slick male come which cascaded down her super-sensitive pussy lips and aroused clit, she almost felt like crying. She suddenly felt so…empty back there! She craved another big dick, stretching her forbidden hole open, or a butt plug, or…something!

		Oh, I so want to get fucked up the ass again! Leanne admitted to herself in horror. She, who had never let a cock anywhere near her ass before, now found herself lusting after anal sex whole-heartedly!

		Luckily for her, she had Trevor and Kareem right there, watching with baited breath and two very hard cocks, while she got fucked nearly senseless by Kevin. The duo spirited her away from the fireplace and down the hall to Kareem’s room nearly as soon as Kevin’s spent dick popped free of her clutching asshole.

		“Here, lay down on Kareem’s bed,” Trevor told her, helping her onto the messed up queen-size bed and smoothing the top sheet and a blanket over her naked body. “You’re probably tired, after putting on a show as hot as that one!”

		“W-Was it hot?” Leanne murmured, as if in a dream. She did feel like she was in a dream, what with her two beachboy lovers surrounding the bed, fussing over her while a naked Gretchen hovered around by the door leading into the bedroom, shutting it and locking it.

		“Oh, baby—it was the hottest buttfuck I’ve ever seen!” Trevor assured her wrestling his swim trunks down to his knees, freeing his half-hard cock. Leanne watched the springy dick wave around after its escape from the baggy swim suit. He’s not as big as Kevin was, but he’s sure big enough! Leanne mentally licked her lips, eyeing the impressive hunk of manhood and remembering how good it had felt up inside her pussy the night before, when Trevor and Kareem had taken turns fucking her! I bet it would feel heavenly up my ass right now, especially with Kareem up inside my pussy at the same time!

		She was recalling all those super-naughty double penetration videos she’d watched on her computer at home, fantasizing about how it would feel to be one of those porn sluts in those videos! She’d daydreamed, as she used her vibrator on her clit, about being one of those nasty girls hundreds of times before, but her deep-seated fear of anal sex had held her back from really seeing herself in a role like that. Now, she could imagine it, vividly, and it really turned her on!

		How would it actually feel, she asked herself excitedly, to get one up the ass and the pussy at the same time?”

		It appeared she was about to find out, if she really wanted to! Kareem was coming around to the other side of the bed, his massive black cock hard and outlined by his snug Speedos, and Trevor was easing back the covers and sliding under them, his own stiff prick getting stiffer with each excited heartbeat!

		“Babe, are you sure you’re ready for this?” Gretchen’s soft voice asked her as she felt the boys taking a plump breast each and starting to knead the tender flesh, paying exquisite, special attention to her nipples.

		“Mmmmmmm, I guess we’ll see, now won’t we?” Leanne murmured up at her friend as soft lips closed over her aroused nubs and the tonguing and sucking began…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		Home Again

		

		“You know what I couldn’t believe?” Leanne asked Gretchen as the big car swung onto Interstate Five, right outside of Sacramento.

		“No, babe, what was that?” Gretchen answered her, sipping at the big Crown Royal and water she had just made herself.

		“Well, Trevor isn’t a small-cocked boy: he’s what you might call well-hung,” Leanne started out, blushing a little at using words like “cock” and “well-hung” in casual conversation. She took a big swig out of her own Crown and water and then went on to say, “He just slid into my ass so easily! It was like I’d been doing that all my life! And I hadn’t! Billy and I never…not even once!”

		Gretchen smiled over at her flustered friend and said in a soft voice, “You still had a huge wad of Kevin’s…stuff up your ass! And come is really slippery! Plus, you had slickum up there, from when you’d been wearin’ the butt plug! And Kevin lubed you up before he…did what he did, in front of the fireplace. You were just oozing slick stuff, when Trevor mounted up that night! It’s no wonder he slid right in!”

		She said something else that Leanne didn’t quite catch, her words cut off by the crystal glass of whisky and water she was sipping on, but it sounded to Leanne like Gretchen might have said, “And you wanted it!” Or something akin to it.

		Leanne settled back into the soft leather of the seat and admitted to herself that she had wanted it! When Trevor’s big cock had parted her anus and slid right inside, she had nearly squealed with delight! Only the fact that she had been tongue-kissing Kareem at the time and his long, black dick was half-buried in her juicy pussy had kept her from shrieking out her pleasure as Trevor had claimed her ass!

		And then the double-fucking had begun; Trevor sawing into her from in back, while Kareem drilled her from in front. The boys had obviously had lots of experience doing this kind of thing before, because they’d quickly established a rhythm as they’d fucked her brains out over the next ten minutes or so! Gretchen had knelt on the side of the bed, alternating between squeezing her jutting nipples and fingering her own dripping-wet pussy slit as she’d watched Leanne taking two cocks simultaneously. And that had made it even hotter! The sight of her chunky little blonde friend frantically “jilling off” over her lewd double penetration had amped up Leanne’s excitement something fierce!

		She’d screamed when both the impressive dicks had penetrated her all the way up to the boys’ swinging balls for the first time and urged then to “fuck her everywhere!” Gretchen had nearly swooned when Leanne had said that, her own pussy going off like a rocket. In the throes of her orgasm, Gretchen had pitched forward onto Kareem and Leanne, her sumptuous breasts squishing down onto their writhing bodies for a few moments, heightening Leanne’s impending climax. Trevor had gone off in her butt at that moment, his fiery load pulsing up into Leanne’s guts just as her clit had given a telltale throb and detonated into a soul-rending orgasm that had sent her cunt into spams of ecstasy around Kareem’s gliding dick! His release added to the mutual orgasm and all four of them had wriggled together in total bliss for a few seconds, coming and coming!

		Leanne closed her eyes, remembering how sensual, how hot it had all felt, and squirmed about on the leather seat, wishing Gretchen weren’t here, so she could touch herself!

		

		****

		

		The trip back up to Green City seemed to take forever and even numerous cocktails didn’t seem to dull the effects of the boredom. They had, after all, made this trip only a week ago, and all the endless pasturelands, and acres of pine trees, as they neared Quincy, struck Leanne as way too familiar to be interesting, like a movie she’s seen once too often, or a book she’d read quite recently.

		The trip in Gretchen’s big pick-up truck, back to Green City itself, went by with scarcely a word spoken between them. She stepped out into the dusty dirt driveway at her mother’s house and pulled her bags out of Gretchen’s back seat in the crew cab. “See you next week at the store,” she said to Gretchen, who looked anxious to back down the driveway, back onto the highway, and set course for home herself. “See you then,” she said, just before the big V-8 roared and Leanne shut the passenger door with a tiny good-bye wave.

		“Well, kids; look what the cat drug in…all tanned and rested-looking, after her vacation!” her mother said as Leanne opened the screen door and stepped inside.

		After a brief, mostly fictional rendition of her week in Santa Cruz, Leanne and the kids, plus her luggage, were squeezed into her mom’s old Chevy station wagon and Mom ferried them through the small metropolis of Green City and home. A heart-felt thank you to her mom for watching her babies for a week over, Leanne and her tiny brood opened the door to the small rental house they called home and went inside. It was stifling-hot after being all closed up for a week in the heart of the mountain summer and Leanne and the kids bustled around opening windows and turning on fans to get the air circulating again.

		Well, I’m home, Leanne thought a little sadly, glancing around the utilitarian space, furnished with hand-me-downs from her and Billy’s folks and items from Walmart she’d acquired on various shopping trips over the years, daydreaming about luxurious hotel suites, decadently-furnished beach mansions and the huge black and white cocks she’d sampled on her “vacation”.

		“Welcome back to Green City and boredom,” she whispered aloud, under her breath as she looked around.

		“What did you say, Mama?” her daughter asked her.

		“Nothing, baby; just talkin’ to myself,” Leanne answered woodenly, smiling at her.

		She crossed the room to the telephone mounted on the kitchen wall and dialed her boss at the store, to tell him that she was back and would be into work Monday, right on schedule. He seemed happy to hear from her and ecstatic that she’d be opening up for him on Monday.

		Leanne smiled, knowing that Kyle Williams, her boss, loved to portray himself as a middle-class, hard-working type, but really, he hated to get up early in the morning or work much past eight hours. Her week off had been hard on him, she imagined, and he would be happy to have things back to normal.

		She thought of her naughty self, nude, on her knees, sucking young black cock; taking big cocks up her ass while old Kyle rang up groceries in her stead, and sipped on the strong but very bad black coffee that came out of the ancient Bunn coffeemaker that sat on the back counter. Leanne was extremely glad she had a boss that was so understanding, so willing to pitch in and help out so that she could indulge her cocaine-fired fantasies!

		I ought to feel just terrible about taking advantage of poor Kyle that way! Leanne thought to herself as she prepared to say her farewells and hang up the phone. But I don’t! I don’t feel guilty at all!

		“Mama, I’m so glad to have you home,” her daughter, Judy, said just then, walking up and throwing her small arms around her mother’s waist and gathering her in for an affectionate squeeze. “It was kind of fun, staying over at Grandma’s house, but she’s so…strict! She’s even stricter than you!”

		You can say that again, squirt! Leanne thought to herself, remembering all the things she had been forbidden to do, growing up in that stern, largely unloving atmosphere. The list of things she couldn’t do had far outstripped the ones she could do! About all that was open to her was picking up her room, minding her manners, and being “a good girl”—whatever the fuck that had meant!

		Mostly, it had meant never having any fun, Leanne supposed, looking back on it. If something was fun, it was probably bad for you or off limits. Games like “playing doctor” with the little neighbor boys had been strictly forbidden, of course. And, later, rough-housing with the other ten-year-olds on her street. Good little girls were more ladylike than wrestling in the dirt with scruffy boys from down the street, and they hadn’t climbed trees; so the boys couldn’t see up their dresses while they climbed and ogle their panties or their bare little legs!

		And afterward, in late middle school or early high school, the sort of young lady that Leanne’s parents had wanted her to be didn’t go out on unchaperoned dates with rough young mountain boys who wanted only one thing from them—though Mama and Daddy had been loathe to say what that one thing might be!

		Oh, well, enough rehashing the past! Leanne told herself as she shook off her lethargy and pushed her daughter away. “You kids go out and play, now. It’s summertime and as pretty as it gets around here; don’t waste it!”

		“What was Santa Cruz like, Mama?” Judy asked as she paused by the screen door leading out onto the front porch. “Was it nice? Grandma said I was there with Daddy and you once, when I was a toddler. But I don’t remember it at all”

		“It was lovely,” Leanne told her. “Maybe I’ll take you and your brother there next summer, while you’re old enough to remember it and young enough to enjoy it.”

		Judy beamed at that notion and pushed her way out the door. Leanne watched her beanpole of a daughter hurry over to a discarded Hula Hoop that had lain in the front yard for a week and start to gyrate within it.

		Now’s the perfect time for Santa Cruz for her and Billy Jr. Judy was still flat as a board, as far as her girlish, eleven-year-old chest went and her pre-teen ass was as undeveloped and boyish as her younger brother’s; guys like Trevor and Kareem would show no interest in Judy, and little Billy—whom she suspected was going to grow up to be just the same kind of ever-horny, ever-mischievous hellion his late father had been—was still far too young to take much interest in the acres of bikini-clad female skin on the beach. The kids could play in the sand, get sunburned, and swim in the ocean while she pursued “other interests!”

		She watched the kids play in the yard through the screen door and let her mind wander to the beaches of Santa Cruz and all the sun-bronzed young male flesh awaiting her there. She could feel her nipples spiking, untouched, through her light bra and sundress, and beneath it, she felt her pussy lubing up…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, take them both deeeeep, you hot young cunt!” Leanne moaned aloud in a low voice as she watched the young porn actors double penetrate the hapless young starlet on her laptop screen.

		Leanne was deliciously nude atop her lonely double bed, the laptop balanced on her tummy, her eyes glued to the screen and the three actors’ every move. Her largest, longest dildo shined with the last of her meager supply of sex lube, from the small, totally depleted tube lying on the covers next to her left thigh. She didn’t keep a large supply of lubricant in the “naughty chest” she kept hidden away under the bed. Before Santa Cruz, she hadn’t indulged in anal sex, and her pussy had always gotten plenty slick all by itself as she’d watched her porn late at night and buzzed her clit with one of her many vibrators.

		But tonight, on her return from Santa Cruz, she’d gotten the urge to try to recreate as best she could, the glorious dual butt/pussy fuck she’d gotten from Trev and Kareem just last week. So, she’d dialed up some double-penetration porn, used the last of her sex lube to grease up her largest fake cock, and gotten out her favorite vibrator to fuck her pussy with while the dildo spread her near-virgin ass open!

		“Oh, fuck but you’re big!” she sighed aloud, careful to keep her voice down as the tremendous latex cock head penetrated her asshole. She couldn’t remember exactly what she’d whispered over her shoulder to Trev as he’d entered her ass, but it had been similar to that. Her butt muscles fluttered around the unfamiliar intruder as she pushed it deeper inside herself and she bore down with the buzzing vibrator on her clit, stimulating the small pleasure-bead carefully as the vibrator slid inside her pussy mouth. Almost instantly she felt better, just the way she had felt better when Kareem’s slippery black cock had started down inside her that night in Santa Cruz. Leanne bent her knees more and lifted her ass up off the bed so she could slide more of the fake cock into her stretched-open ass entrance. It burned as if it was on fire—far more than she remembered Trevor’s cock burning—and she pressed the vibrator up harder against her clit and began fucking herself frantically with the bullet-shaped white sex toy.

		‘” Damn, that feels better!” she hissed under breath, as the throbbing sensations of joy from her clit overcame the pulses of pain from her abused bunghole!

		“Ugh! Ugh, it’s starting to feel so good!” the porn starlet on her screen cooed as the two burly men buried their fat cocks in both her holes over and over again.

		Leanne had to agree, it was starting to feel good, just the way it had when her two male lovers had pummeled her toward utter bliss that night in Santa Cruz! She slid the two toys faster and faster, fucking herself deeper and harder as the seconds ticked by. She was writhing and twisting up off the bed now, as the forbidden feelings of ecstasy grew stronger. The laptop tilted crazily and threatened to dislodge itself from her wildly gyrating body, but the light sheen of sweat on her heaving tummy kept it cemented against her bare skin.

		“Oh, FUCK! It feels so good to be double-fucked!” the climaxing porn actress screamed just then as the two rutting hardbodies started to unload in her greatly-stretched holes simultaneously. Leanne watched the pearly male come run out of the girl on the screen and remembered what it had felt like to have two men creaming her at the same time. Her pussy just seemed to explode at that moment, closely followed by her clenching, grasping ass sheath!

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck; that’s good!” Leanne wailed helplessly at the top of her lungs as she came and came, her whole body shivering and lunging beneath the mammoth orgasm.

		“Mama! Mama, what’s happening? Are you alright?” Judy’s worried, frightened young voice came through the locked bedroom door as she pounded on it.

		Leanne hadn’t known she could move so fast! In nanoseconds, she was up off the bed, stuffing her now closed laptop into the “naughty chest” along with the empty sex lube tube, both sex toys, and her parental guilt. She shimmied back into her discarded nightdress, smoothed her hair as she approached the door, and switched on the overhead light.

		“I-I’m okay now, angel. It was just a bad dream…a nightmare! You needn’t worry. You and Billy can go back to bed now; everything’s alright!” Leanne whispered to Judy, drawing her wide-eyed with terror daughter in close as she opened the door.

		Judy looked instantly reassured, but Billy—that little imp! –was staring at her traitorous nipples through the billowy nightdress. They still stood out, firm as two plastic knobs, beneath the thin cotton material and his youthful eyes were locked onto them!

		Leanne nestled Judy in closer, hoping her girl wouldn’t notice the twin heralds of her mother’s arousal, jutting out so close to her innocent face. Billy gave a slight smirk and ducked back into his bedroom. She thought she saw the outline of a boyish erection beneath his Jockey shorts and wondered, briefly, if she had to worry about Billy being around girls yet.

		No, that was silly! He was only ten, just barely! Boys—even his Daddy’s son—didn’t start getting erections and chasing after girls that early---did they?

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		The New Normal

		

		Just in case some boys, Billy Jr. included, did grow up that early nowadays, and because she, herself, was feeling in need of a strong dose of that Old Time Religion, Leanne took her small brood to church the next morning, just like she normally did when she was home, in Green City. She felt confident they’d been last Sunday, when she and Gretchen had been in Santa Cruz—her mother, whom they’d been staying with, hadn’t missed a Sunday service in years.

		Last Sunday, about this time, I had Trevor’s cock in my mouth! Leanne thought to herself as the church bells struck nine and the congregation started settling into the hard wooden pews to await the arrival of the Most Reverend Jonas Pitt. He was a man Leanne had known all her life; he had christened her, baptized her, married her and both christened and baptized both of her children.

		Jonas Pitt was a stern, austere figure of a man, lean and tall, with a long, gaunt face that didn’t show much emotion. Oh, he could portray anger and righteous indignation well enough, when his sermon called for it. But in private life, when he was talking one-on-one with a parishioner about a death in the family or an impending birth, his compassion and his joy both seemed feigned. Billy hadn’t like him—he hadn’t liked “Bible-thumpers”, as he had called them; and Pitt hadn’t liked or much approved of Billy. When he and Leanne had gotten married, Pitt had agreed, reluctantly, to perform the ceremony, but his reservations about Billy’s wild character had come through, loud and clear, when the arrangements were being made.

		As Leanne sat in the church now, staring up at Pitt in the pulpit as he prepared himself to speak to the congregation, she remembered when a drunken Billy had asked her if she thought the right reverend Mr. Pitt had ever had a decent piece of ass. A little tipsy herself, from consuming an unfamiliar two of Billy’s Coors, Leanne had thought about it and then exploded into giggles as she remembered the reverend’s late wife, the stunningly unlovely, rarely-a-smile on her dour face Mrs. Agatha Pitt. She had been shaped like a skinny, flat-assed man, as far as anyone could tell, under the throwback-to-the-nineteenth-century clothes she had habitually worn. Many of the women in Green City had wondered openly where she found the floor-length dresses and skirts she appeared in public in, but Leanne had surmised she had made them herself, so as to remain as non-sexy and unattractive as possible. A younger Reverend Pitt had clearly sought out and relished the hairshirt, self-flagellation aspect of being married to such a cold, prudish woman.

		The sudden realization that the reverend had probably never had a proper blowjob in his life set Leanne to giggling uncontrollably! She couldn’t imagine the late Mrs. Pitt licking her stiff-backed husband’s hard on, then popping it in her disapproving mouth for a good sucking! She covered her own mouth, to help stifle the snorts of laughter coming from it and glanced around the assembly, picturing some of her older, conservative-as-they-could-be neighbor ladies engaging in fellatio, and found she just couldn’t picture it—her impulse to roar with laughter getting stronger by the second!

		The only thing that saved her from making a total fool of herself that morning was seeing Gretchen Wiley a few pews back; sitting there, as looking as “churchy” as you please, with an insipid smile on her face, arm and arm with her handsome husband, wealthy cattle baron, Jason Wiley, surrounded by their unruly batch of six children of varying ages, all looking bored and unnaturally restrained in their Sunday finery and ready to bust out of the church and have some juvenile, roll-in-the-dirt fun! Leanne knew for a fact that Gretchen knew how to suck a cock—she’d seen her do it on more than one occasion and she’d told her that Jason just loved her rare all-the-way blowjobs! He apparently begged for them! And what about her own upright, unbending mama? She’d known right away what Billy’s come stains on Leanne’s blouse had been on that long-ago night, and she’d known that they’d wash right out, if you got to them straightaway!

		My own Mama, so no nonsense and by-the-Good Book, a…cocksucker? Leanne asked herself, at last shaking free of her laughing fit and straightening up in the pew.

		She wondered, briefly, what sort of Godly wrath she’d called down upon herself, entertaining such thoughts in a church? She made an effort to stare piously at Reverend Pitt, who was rattling on about something in the Old Testament, and to banish the filthy thoughts she’d been attacked by from her consciousness. Her brief sojourn in Santa Cruz had brought all sorts of new ideas into her life, that was for sure!

		But she wasn’t positive that was a good thing: not a good thing at all!

		The rest of the church service passed in a haze, and Leanne couldn’t have told you what it was about when it finally ended. She said her hellos to people she’d known all her life as she and the kids exited the small building, and told all who’d asked—which was practically everyone—that Santa Cruz had been beautiful but that she wouldn’t want to live there; too many people and too much “foolishness” for her! She drove home quickly after church and the kids hurried out of their Sunday best and into jeans, intent on playing. Leeanne watched them again through the screen door and thought once again that her life in Green City would have been totally boring without the kids to watch over. Nothing else meant much. She found that she could hardly wait for nightfall, when she could slip away to her bedroom, lock the door and slip out her “naughty chest”! She’d have to use just the vibrator tonight, since all the sex lube was gone and the thought of taking that huge dildo up the ass with no lube was far more painful than it was enticing.

		I’ll have to order some more online tonight, she reminded herself as she watched Judy really get that Hula Hoop to spinning and little Billy pull up on his bike from a spin around the neighborhood. They carried some kind of sex lube at the local drug store, of course, and even at the supermarkets in nearby Quincy. But Leanne would never consider buying a tube of it there. What if someone she knew saw her purchasing such a sinful item?

		The gossip about it would spread around town faster than a fire through the local forest! She’d be so mortified that she doubted she could survive it!

		Clucking ashamedly at the very thought, Leanne turned away from the screen door just in time to hear her cell phone going off across the room in her purse. She trotted over to it, retrieved the phone and saw to her amazement that it was Shelly, the young girl she had met at Kevin’s house! At least, that’s what the caller ID said. They had exchanged numbers just before Shelly had left for home, an apartment in Chico, a small college town much closer to Green City than Santa Cruz was. They had blathered about getting together some time, when Shelly ventured up into the mountains, or Leanne went down into the valley to do some shopping, but it was all just talk.

		Leanne never went down into the valley to do any shopping. What shopping she did was in Quincy or Susanville, much closer than Chico or Sacramento, or someplace like that.

		So, what was Shelly calling for? Was she actually coming up into the mountains? Leanne wondered. She raised the still-ringing cell phone to her ear and answered it.

		“Well, that took fucking forever!” Shelly said impatiently. “I about gave up and decided to call you later.”

		“Shelly, so nice to hear from you,” Leanne answered, ignoring the “fucking forever” and the impatience in her young friend’s tone, still wondering what she wanted.

		“I wanted to call as soon as I could, because I wanted to give you as much time to arrange things as I could,” Shelly said somewhat enigmatically. “I’m having a big ‘Welcome to Summer’ party next Saturday night and I wanted to invite you! I know it’s a big hassle for you to get away, having two kids and a job and all, so I wanted to give you as big a heads-up as I could.”

		She took a deep breath and went on to say, “You could crash at my place after the party and drive back home Sunday. I’ve got a spare bedroom I rent out to a roomie during the school year, so that’s no problem. And you probably won’t be sleeping alone, because there are some hot guys coming to my party, so you should have no problem, hooking up with one of them. There’s going to be coke and ecstasy and lots of pot, plus a shitload of booze—what do you say?”

		Leanne’s head spun: hot college guys, cocaine and pot and probably Canadian whisky as well! But she’d just gotten home from a very uncharacteristic weeks’ vacation! What would her boss say, when she asked for another Saturday off, and what would her mom say at having her grandkids back for an overnight visit so soon?

		“Well, it’s pretty soon after my vacation,” she hedged.

		“Some of these guys have really nice cocks and I know you’ll like that!” Shelly’s voice was low, raspy, and enticing.

		“How do you know they’re nice?” Leanne demanded, feeling that old, familiar pulsing in her clit as she imagined handsome young college boys with huge cocks!

		“I’ve fucked ‘em all!” Shelly admitted readily. “You don’t think I’d invite my good fuck buddy, Leanne, to a party peopled with small, limp dicks, do you?”

		Leanne giggled. So like Shelly: brassy, uninhibited…unabashed!

		“I’ll be there, if I can. I’ll call you back Wednesday night, after I talk to my boss and ask my mom to babysit again,” Leanne told her shameless young friend. “I can get your address and directions to your place then, if I need them.”

		

		****

		

		“Damnit, Leanne, you just had a week off!” Kyle said when she broached the idea of him working for her on Saturday.

		“A shopping trip to Chico, to visit with a new friend you made in Santa Cruz?” her mom had exclaimed, when told of the Saturday trip down to the valley. “Where are you getting all the money for fancy vacations and shopping trips, all of a sudden?”

		“I didn’t spend hardly anything in Santa Cruz: it was all paid for by the radio station!” Leanne had protested to her disbelieving mom. “What’s the matter? Don’t you want to spend time with your grandkids?”

		“Young Billy takes after his father, and Judy’s a lot like you were at her age! Too full of herself for her own good!” her mother had retorted.

		But in the end, Leanne found herself motoring down Highway Thirty-Six, and then down Highway Thirty-Two, toward Chico Saturday afternoon. She hoped her old car would be able to “pull the grade” successfully coming home tomorrow, but it was doing great on the trip down, which was mostly downhill.

		When she finally hit Chico at around three-thirty, she pulled into a strip mall and parked in front of a Walgreen’s Drug Store. She bought a large package of condoms and a big tube of sex lubricant. She had one ordered from the online site she used to order vibrators and dildos but it hadn’t arrived yet, and she wanted to be ready at tonight’s party, in case there were a couple of college cuties there she wanted to try double penetration with.

		Her face still reddened from purchasing the naughty items at a public place, she navigated her way down the city streets to the old apartment building Shelly called home. Chico was a flatland city, much bigger than either Green City or Quincy, and it had thousands of Oak trees lining the spacious city streets, with nary a pine tree in sight, so Leanne felt like a total stranger. She could only recall having been to Chico once or twice before in her thirty years and the growth of the state university at the center of the modest town made it seem totally different than anything she was used to.

		Even Santa Cruz made more sense, because it at least had the boardwalk with its amusement park and the white sands and the beautiful Pacific Ocean to draw people to it. Chico would have been like any other hot, dry Sacramento Valley town without the sprawling university to drive its growth.

		She found a place to park on the oven-warm street the apartment building was on. She locked her old car and rolled her suitcase up the sidewalk, enjoying the all-encompassing shade of the old Oak trees that lined the street, especially in light of the smothering summer heat that radiated all about her.

		“Must be a hundred and ten today! And I’m definitely in the shade!” Leanne huffed to herself as she dragged the old suitcase up the walk, not used to such heat. It was probably in the nineties today, even up in Green City, but the mountain breezes, the shade from the tall pine trees, and the altitude of the little town would make it seem a lot cooler than this flatland hell!

		“Leave it to Shelly to get an apartment on the top floor!” Leanne sighed, eyeing the address she had written down last Wednesday evening, complete with an apartment number in the two-hundreds, indicating the second floor of the old two-story apartment building. She wrestled her suitcase up the concrete steps leading up to the top level, using the wrought-iron railing to pull both her and the case up the last few steps. The door in front of her read “201”, so she guessed Shelly’s was about in the middle of the long walkway. When she got to the correct apartment, the old window shades were down and closed and the wall air conditioner was on full.

		“I hope this is the right place,” Leanne panted. “I’d hate to have lugged me and this suitcase up those stairs in this heat for nothing.”

		She wrapped lightly on the door with her knuckles and waited, sweat running down her neck, for the door to be unlocked and opened. “Leanne, babe, you’re earlier than I expected you!” Shelly said, as out of breath as she was. “Come on in! I was just settling up for tonight’s ‘party favors.”

		A beefy young man was sprawled out on the clearly secondhand old couch, his jeans down around his tennis shoes and his cock hard under his white jockey shorts. Another, slimmer man of Mexican extraction, was standing in the living room nearby, his pants also down around his ankles, along with his shorts. His olive-skinned cock stood out, hard and shiny with a coating of saliva.

		Shelly was dressed in a small bikini, the same one she’d started out in at Kevin’s beach mansion party. She winked at Leanne and hurried out of the top that she had hurried into when she’d heard the knock at her door. Clad only in the miniscule swim suit bottoms, she hustled over to the couch and placed one palm on the arm and the other on the cushion next to the seated man as she bent over him, her swinging, unfettered breasts nearly kissing his lips as he leaned back contentedly on the couch.

		“Well, Bud, go on and get it out again; we haven’t got all day, and I’m not going to do it for you!” Shelly chided the seated man in her distinctive, raspy, very sex voice. “Leanne won’t mind; she’s seen me suck cock before!”

		“Yeah, Bud, get you’re dick wet, while I do the same,” the Latin guy said, advancing on the bent over Shelly from behind. He tugged her bikini thong away from her sleek little ass and set the head of his spit-slickened prick against the center of her juicy little slit.

		Leanne’s breath caught in her throat as she watched the good-sized cock sink into Shelly’s pussy all the way as the slender young started to casually fuck her. Shelly balanced her weight between the balls of her bare feet on the apartment’s threadbare carpet and her arms resting on the couch as Bud slid down his undershorts to reveal a completely engorged nine-inch cock that quickly disappeared up into Shelly’s sucking lips. Leanne watched her young friend gobble dick while she took a pounding from the rear in stride, as if she did this sort of thing every day—which, from Leanne’s introduction to her in Santa Cruz, was a distinct possibility.

		The man in back hunched away for a full five minutes before he gave a soft grunt and speeded up his thrusts. Thick wads of white spunk began to appear at the junction of his cock and Shelly’s fully-impaled pussy slit just as the man on the couch, Bud, suddenly reached up and spread his big hand around the back of Shelly’s bobbing head, holding her all the way down as he painted her tonsils with the same sort of goo that was now oozing out of her well-fucked cunt.

		Shelly straightened up as soon as the man was done using her mouth and opened it to show she had swallowed all his jizz. The other man’s sated cock slipped out of her pussy and she said, as she stooped over to pull up her swim suit bottoms. There’s five hundred on the table, plus a quality blowjob and a nice fuck—are we all square?”

		The Mexican guy, who had a small, pencil-thin mustache, fingered it and smiled at Leanne as he answered, “Well, we might let you have another couple of ounces of weed, if she were to be nice to us, too?”

		No fuckin’ way! She’s a guest, and guests don’t pay!” Shelly thundered back. “Besides. a deal is a deal!”

		“Okay; okay, bitch! We’re cool!” The Mexican guy said, hitching his jeans back into place and sauntering over to the beat up-looking kitchen table to pick up his hundred-dollar bills and pocket them. “I’m just sayin’, she’s lookin’ pretty fine and we might be willing to sweeten the deal for a little of that!”

		Leanne felt a naughty thrill shoot through her at the thought of fucking the handsome but slightly disreputable-looking young Hispanic man, who was obviously some sort of drug dealer! I let Kevin fuck me everywhere he wanted to fuck me, for letting us come to his drug party! Leanne told herself. What’s the difference between Kevin and this guy—except this one’s Mexican! Am I that prejudiced? I let Kareem fuck me more than once, and he was…black! Besides, Shelly just fucked him, and that obviously wasn’t the first time!

		“Get the fuck out of here, both of you!” Shelly told them just then, fumbling back into her bikini top. “You aren’t invited to the party; you’re just delivery boys!”

		“Careful, Shelly. I might not have what you want the next time you call,” the Mexican guy threatened. “This is a college town; it ain’t like I don’t have plenty of customers.”

		“Yeah, but how many of them have tits like these?” Shelly rounded on him, her hands going under her formidable breasts in the bikini, holding them up for the men’s’ inspection. “And how many of them can suck cock as well as I do, or give you as hot a pussy?” Her hands slid down her flat little belly and slid enticingly along her hips, emphasizing how round and desirable they were in the skimpy bikini.

		“There’s plenty of hot, young bitches in this town, ready to trade some tail for a little toot, or a bag of good smoke,” the drug dealer answered confidently. “And I can get real babes to blow me for a couple of good hits of X!”

		“I’m a real babe!” Shelly practically screamed at him, flouncing her hips about, causing her oversized breasts to sway in their scanty bra.

		“We’ll see about that, the next time you call,” her antagonist said as he reached for the door handle.

		“That was Bud and Diego, the deliverymen for a guy name Oliver, who deals most of the drugs on campus,” Shelly explained self-consciously as she got more comfortable inside her hurriedly-refastened bra and went over to the small pile of illegal goodies on the kitchen table. “We got lots of greenbud,” she said, holding up a baggie filled with marijuana buds, “And a little X—ecstasy, for those who crave it—and a few grams of coke, probably not nearly as good as the stuff we had down in Santa Cruz, at Kevin’s; that was exceptional…pharmaceutical grade!”

		She glanced at Leanne and winked as she added, “The coke and the X is for special guests only! We’ll keep it in my room, away from the rest of the party’s attendees. Booze for them, and lots of it. Everyone is bringing a bottle of what they like best! I got you some Crown Royal, because I know that’s your thing. And I got some beer in the fridge and they’ll be a lot more, once the other guests start arriving!”

		“When will that be?” Leanne wanted to know.

		“Probably about six; it’s supposed to kick off at around seven, but there are always some early birds!” Shelly told her, cutting her eyes to the big, round clock on the kitchen wall that read four-thirty.

		“I’m way early; sorry, but I left early because I was afraid my car would break down. It didn’t, luckily, but I’m way early as a result,” Leanne offered apologetically.

		“What’s in the Walgreen’s bag?” Shelly asked, glancing at the bag clutched in Leanne’s right hand.

		“Rubbers and some lube,” she told Shelly bashfully. She dropped her eyes shamefully to the old linoleum floor as she admitted, “In case someone wanted to have…anal sex with me tonight.”

		“Oh, babe, all of the guys at this party are going to want to use every hole you’ve got!” Shelly assured her with a huge smile, “Diego wanted a little piece in the worst way! He’d have given us all the drugs he had left down in his trunk for a blowjob from you or a slice of that sweet ass of yours!”

		“I…I could have…helped out, if you needed me to!” Leanne hurriedly admitted. “I wouldn’t have minded. He was kind of cute; Mexican-looking but cute, in a bad boy sort of way. He had a nice…cock!”

		She said the last part slowly, as if getting the word out had been a real struggle. Shelly grinned at her embarrassment and said, “He does at that! Big, but not too big. Fun to play with, and he always comes in quarts! I swear, that boy’s balls are always full! Which is a miracle, because I know I’m not the only girl he has an ‘ass for goodies’ agreement with! That hoodlum gets more ass than a toilet seat!”

		She and Leanne shared a laugh over that statement as Shelly cracked open the new bottle of Crown Royal and made them both a highball from it, adding ice from the apartment’s ancient refrigerator. They went back into the nearby living room to drink them, sitting on Shelly’s thrift store furniture and enjoying the cascade of cold air spilling down on them from the straining wall air conditioner.

		“I’m sorry about the heat,” Shelly said. “Chico is so damn hot in the summer!”

		Leanne, who was used to the coolness of the mountains but was dressed in one of her lightest, most low-cut summer dresses, smiled, drank more of her refreshing cocktail and said, “Oh, it’s not so bad with the air conditioner on. But, if you hate the heat so much, why stay here in the summer time? Didn’t you tell me that your folks live in the Bay Area? It must be way cooler down there?”

		“Yeah, my folks live in Palo Alto, near Stanford University and it is a lot cooler there,” Shelly agreed. “But if I stayed there for the summer, I’d have to be their good little girl; no drugs, no hot parties, not much fun of any kind.”

		“You live right next to Stanford. Why not go to Stanford? Why Chico State?” Leanne inquired.

		“Didn’t have the grades for Stanford; besides Chico is one of the top party schools around. You’ll see tonight! Not that the kids at Stanford don’t know how to get down when they want to! I went to high school there and attended a few of the college parties my senior and junior year: a big part of why my grades weren’t all that great!”

		Leanne could definitely imagine big-titted, loose-moraled Shelly at a college party, doing all the drugs in sight; fucking all the boys! She decided to change the subject just slightly by asking: “What’s the dress code for this party? Is this dress alright?”

		“A little too formal,” Shelly surprised her by answering. “Did you bring that hot bikini you wore in Santa Cruz?”

		Leanne had brought it, in case there was swimming this weekend. She nodded enthusiastically.

		“Great, that’s perfect to start out the evening in,” Shelly said.

		“S-Start out?” Leanne stammered.

		“Listen, babe, if you’re still wearing any kind of clothes at the end of one of my parties, the party was a real dud, or you weren’t trying very hard!” Shelly answered with a laugh, draining the last of her cocktail.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		

		Partying

		

		“We get special tooting privileges, since it’s our party,” Shelly explained as she opened the small baggie of cocaine and dumped it onto the big mirror tile on her nightstand after Leanne had gotten changed into her bikini in Shelly’s bedroom while Shelly had made them a second cocktail each. Shelly took out a single-blade safely razor blade and cut two huge lines of the powder on the mirror, saying, “A big one for you, to start the party off right and a big one for me!”

		Leanne came over and took the offered short length of soda straw leaned over the mirror. The white powder burned her nose as she snorted it up, just like it had before, but the explosion of pure euphoria it quickly caused in her brain was as also as staggering as it had been last time.

		“This shit isn’t bad, for Diego!” Shelly smiled brightly at Leanne. “His has usually been stepped on—cut with other things, like baby laxative and procaine and shit like that, that there’s damn little coke left in it by the time Diego sees it,” she explained to Leanne. “This is pretty good; not as good as Kevin’s, but pretty good for Chico!”

		“If it’s so bad, why do you even buy it?” Leanne inquired innocently.

		“You know why: a cocaine-orgasm is intense! Especially when you’re all fucked up on booze and smoke at the same time!” Shelly told her with an evil little grin,

		Leanne had to admit, the sex she had enjoyed down in Santa Cruz was the best of her life! The wondrous intensity of it, and the sheer feel of total…debauchery surrounding it helped explain why she was here tonight. The utter libertine quality of the way Shelly and Kevin and Trevor and Kareem lived was so new to Leanne, so alluring that she couldn’t resist its siren call. I shouldn’t be here, in a skimpy swim suit, with my tits hanging out, taking illegal drugs and waiting to play around with college boys years too young for me! Leanne admitted to herself.

		And yet here she was! With her…pussy wet already, at just the thought of having illicit sex with hunky young men, and—glancing down—her traitorous nipples standing out, erect and ready, inside her sinful swim suit bra!

		“Here, try some of this!” Shelly said just then, holding out a tablet of some forbidden drug or other for her to swallow. “Kevin didn’t have any at his place, surprisingly. I guess he was too worried about selling coke and weed to worry about X—ecstasy. It’s a super-cool drug that makes you feel all warm and ready to fuck!

		I don’t know if I need it: I feel that way already! Leanne admitted to herself. That’s why I came down here!

		She was too uptight to say that to Shelly, of course; so she didn’t. But Shelly seemed to know it anyway, tossing one of the ecstasy pills to Leanne and grinning knowingly at her as she caught it and quickly swallowed it with a mouthful of Canadian whisky and water. Her hostess obviously wanted her to have the total wild college party experience, handing her a fat joint and a disposable lighter right after she had downed the mood-enhancing pill and telling her to “light up and live a little!”

		Leanne sucked the heavy smoke into her lungs and held it, just as Trevor and Kareem had trained her to do in Santa Cruz. With the rapid influx of the whisky, the cocaine, the ecstasy, and the marijuana. Leanne was soon swaying from side to side on her feet, reveling in the warm sensation of being pleasantly disoriented—fucked up—that all of these unfamiliar substances enwrapped her in.

		“Wow! I’m really flying, girl!” she told Shelly, her voice sounding slightly slurred, and her words coming slower than usual.

		“Our guests and all those big cocks, should be here soon; then you’ll really get to flyin’!” Shelly giggled, taking the smoking doobie from her hand and giving it a hard hit.

		

		****

		

		They had just finished laying out the party trays Shelly had gotten from the supermarket and stored in the refrigerator, spacing out the booze bottles, and setting out the ice bucket, when there was a loud knock on the front door. Shelly hopped over to the door, peeped out the tiny viewing portal in the front door, then flung it open. A tall boy of about nineteen or twenty stepped in dressed only in a baggy swim suit. He was quickly followed by two others; a short, very curvy blonde girl of about the same age, dressed in a miniscule bikini, and an even taller, more muscular boy wearing a black Speedo.

		Leanne studied the trio, all were tanned and fit-looking, except that the girl’s enormous boobs sagged a little in her straining bikini bra and her sun-bronzed butt cheeks could have been tighter in the scanty scrap of triangular-shaped, black and white, polka-dot material that made up her swim suit’s bottom. But both boys were trim and hard-muscled and fit as could be, with taut rolls of six-pack ab muscles above their swim suit waistbands and well define pecs that were lightly furred, blond on the curly-headed boy and wiry-black on the second boy, who had dark hair. Both were clean-shaven, with handsome, boyish faces with stylish two-day beard scruffs.

		“Benjie and Dave, my two favorite big-dicked dudes!” Shelly shrieked with delight, clapping them on their bare biceps and hustling them into the apartment so she could close the door. “How about a couple of blowjobs to start the party off right?”

		“Hey, Dave’s my boyfriend, so I don’t mind sucking him, but no way I’m doing both of them!” the little blonde complained.

		“You won’t be doing either of them, Vonnie, you cunt!” Shelly rounded on the girl. “this is my friend, Leanne. She’s the guest of honor at this little soiree, and she just loves to suck dick, don’t you, Leanne? So, she’ll being doing all the cocksucking for right now, okay?’

		Leanne, Dave, Benjie, and the blonde girl looked shocked by that statement, but Shelly charged right ahead, saying, “Get yourselves a drink and sit on the couch.” She stared at Leanne meaningfully and nodded toward the front room as she whispered loudly, “Get on your knees in front of the guys and lose your top!”

		The mountain girl gave her friend a little eye roll. “Men like some eye candy when they’re getting a blowjob,” Shelly told her exasperatedly, as if every hot girl knew that! “Besides, it feels great to get your nipples played with while you’re giving head!”

		Leanne couldn’t argue with that—so she reached around behind her and undid her bikini bra’s clasp, letting the loosened garment fall onto her out stretched arms, baring her large tits to the boys on the couch’s view. “Jesus, those are nice!” the blond boy with curly hair, Benjie sighed, staring hungrily at Leanne’s rolling, jiggling breasts as they finally stopped bouncing around on her chest when freed from their restrictive top. In his enthusiasm, he elbowed Dave in the ribs as he asked the question, but the dark-haired boy didn’t answer, his eyes cutting to the right, to his jealous girlfriend, Vonnie, who was seated on the long couch next to him. Shelly pranced over in her revealing bikini and motioned for the other girl to scoot over, so that she, too, could sit on the couch.

		“This is Vonnie, short for Yvonne,” Shelly said to Leanne, who was still standing in the middle of the living room, her swim suit top dangling from her arms, her bountiful tits on display for everyone to ogle. She can be a stuck-up, jealous bitch, until the party starts in earnest and people begin playing with her clit and sucking her big tits; then she mellows out and really gets into it, don’t you, Vonnie?”

		While she had been talking, Shelly, much to Leanne’s shock had been reaching behind the seated blonde girl, undoing her top, so that her large, round tits spilled out and began bobbling around! Shelly leaned down and caught the right one in her mouth, nursing loudly on the girl’s brownish nipple as she slid her hand over the left one, finding Vonnie’s other stiffening nub and rolling it between her fingers as she sucked.

		Rather than trying to get away, the voluptuous little blonde sprawled out on the couch and brought her hands up to Shelly’s short brunette hair to urge her to take more of the solid white breast into her mouth, saying, “Oh, yeah, babe; you suck ‘em so nice! A girl always knows just what another girl needs!”

		Shelly chuckled knowingly at that statement, but didn’t relinquish her liplock on the other girl’s sweet nipple. She nipped it with her sharp little teeth and kept right on sucking as her free hand drifted down Vonnie’s pot of a belly and dipped under the triangle of her swim suit bottom to find her clit. Shelly started fingering the moaning, but totally-into-it blonde girl’s slit as Vonnie wriggled around beneath her, moving her hips in time with Shelly’s finger penetrations and pushing her chest against Shelly’s sucking lips.

		Dave let out a sigh of relief and arousal at seeing his semi-jealous girlfriend fully occupied by Shelly’s ministrations and raised his hips up off the couch so that he could slide his swim suit down around his ankles as he sat back down. Not to be outdone or left out, Benjie did the same thing. Both of their young cocks were swollen to full erection by the sight of Leanne’s naked breasts and the little lezzie show Shelly and Vonnie were engaged in at the other end of the couch; they stood up, proud and stiff, above the twin nut sacs. Leanne drifted over to the duo of erections as if drawn to them by some sort of primal instinct.

		Dave pushed the coffee table which sat in front of the couch away with his bare foot and nodded toward the worn-thin old carpet between him and Benjie. “I-If you kneel right there, you can reach them both,” he whispered up to Leanne bashfully, stammering over his words as he urged her down onto her knees. “You…you sure have beautiful tits!” Benjie sounded just as uptight as his friend as he looked Leanne in the eye, then dropped his gaze somewhat guiltily toward her bared chest.

		“You can…touch them, if you want to!” Leanne managed to stammer as her hands reached out to take a hard, young dick in each palm, feeling like the Whore of Babylon as she did so, “It seems only fair!”

		Leanne jacked the loose foreskin up and down in unison, causing the two boys to writhe about in ecstasy on the couch. She looked up at the curly-haired blond boy, Benjie, and remarked incredulously, “You don’t have any hair down here!”

		Benjie, who had plenty of blond curls on his head, deep blue eyes, a pair of dimples on his cheeks, and sandy-blond hair covering his pectorals and running down his six-pack abs in a thin, fuzzy waterfall of

		pubic curls that ended abruptly just below his navel, murmured hesitantly, I…I have it waxed! It just looks…cleaner that way!”

		“Liar!” Dave suddenly said to his friend. He looked at Leanne and said, “He has it waxed because he thinks it makes his junk look bigger!”

		Leanne smiled at the sudden assertion and looked at the cocks she was manipulating more closely. Both boys had much bigger than average dicks, from what Leanne had learned in Santa Cruz and from the internet. Both were wider and longer than Billy’s, her husband’s, had been. She would guess them both at seven or eight inches long and as thick as a small salami or a jumbo hot dog.

		Frankly, they both looked delicious and eminently…suckable to her! Not so big she’d have trouble just getting her lips around them. Not so small that they didn’t really interest her.

		She had to admit, Benjie’s looked to be the more irresistible, of the two! It was fat and white and pink, because of his blondness and his lighter shade of skin coloring. Billy had been dark-haired, like Dave, and his skin, and that of his cock, had been darker, again like Dave’s. Benjie’s inflated rod looked prettier to her, and thus, more exotic, somehow. And, now that she looked closer, it had an ever-larger tear of pre-come building around the pink piss slit as she worked the skin up and down slowly.

		Oh, I wonder if it’s as sweet as it looks? Leanne asked herself as she eyed the small lake of male desire.

		Before she even knew she was going to do it, Leanne found herself leaning over Benjie’s lap, licking up the tempting little droplet of sex fluid and swallowing it. Benjie’s stuff was just as yummy as she’d thought it would be, and his youthful cock tasted heavenly as she ran her lips up and down it! She lapped hungrily at his cock head, hoping for more of the tasty pre-come and was soon rewarded with another seeping droplet and a sigh from Benjie, telling her “she could really suck a cock!”

		Benjie was absently caressing her left breast as it hung down into his lap while her head went up and down on his prick. Dave, reached over and palmed her right tit and squeezed her nipple as he growled, “Hey, gorgeous, don’t forget about me!”

		In her sudden enthrallment with Benjie’s delightful cock, Leanne had all but ignored Dave’s! She still held it in her fist but had stopped stroking it. With some reluctance, Leanne lifted her head out of Benjie’s lap and turned her oral attentions to Dave.

		His cock was just as big as Benjie’s, she admitted to herself as she ran her tongue all over the wide, bulbous head, and then eased it into her saliva-slick lips. He tasted just as fresh and manly and clean as Benjie as she began to glide her lips up and down his length while continuing to lave his cock head in search of pre-come. As a special treat to the slighted boy, she stuck out her tongue and caressed his hairy nut sac as she held all of his prick in her mouth and throat.

		“Holy fuck! This hot mama sure knows how to deep-throat! She’s lickin’ my nuts while she blows me!” Dave crowed happily. Vonnie looked up from her girl-girl reverie quizzically and he demanded of her: “Why don’t you ever do that?”

		Vonnie didn’t bother to answer, she merely urged Shelly’s mouth up off of her nipple so she could draw the dark-haired girl in for a deep kiss, rubbing her spit-slickened nipple against Shelly’s. She had managed to unsnap Shelly’s bra as they had cavorted together on the couch, so all four sumptuous mounds of female arousal were loose and rubbing together as they made out.

		“Oh, fuck; look at ‘em sucking tongues!” Dave moaned helplessly, his prick jerking in Leanne’s mouth. She readied herself for the deluge of hot cock cream she was expecting, but Dave managed to hold back and fucked up off the couch, using her mouth like a pussy. She moaned too, beyond excited by the spectacle of the two hot young girls behaving like out-and-out lesbians right next to her while she sucked one beautiful young man’s cock and jacked off a second one!

		“S-Suck me just a little more! I’m gonna’ come!” Benjie pleaded just then.

		Leanne hesitated; Dave’s dick half-buried in her mouth. If she switched cocks again, Benjie would shoot in her mouth—that was for sure! She could hear it in the plaintive quality of his voice, and she could feel his cock was throbbing in her hand!

		Oh, why can’t guys just be satisfied with a handjob? It was so much easier than swallowing all that yucky jizz they shot when they came! I suppose it’s like the difference between a man fingering your pussy off and licking it! She told herself, admitting that, deep down inside, she much preferred a tongue to a finger!

		Releasing Dave’s cock, she straightened up and leaned over Benjie’s lap instead.

		“Ohhhhh, yeahhhhhhhh!” Benjie groaned enthusiastically as Leanne’s lips once again engulfed his ready-to-spurt prick. She jerked on Dave’s spit-slickened shaft as she sucked at Benjie’s and both boys were soon mewling and cooing with delight.

		Benjie’s waxed-bare balls clenched together and Leanne knew he was about to spunk her mouth. She held only his cock head inside her lips and licked at it, waiting for the inevitable explosion. Benjie’s ass shot up off the couch cushion, ramming his dick back inside, his balls bouncing off her chin. A huge gusher of hot cream glided down her throat, and she thought: Not bad; not bad way to swallow come, if you have to!

		“Take it; you hot bitch! Take it all!” Benjie gasped, firing off jet after jet of scalding spunk as he clamped down on her nipple, his hips jerking off the couch, his spewing cock fucking her throat over and over again!

		Mmmmmmmmm, I’m coming! Leanne realized as the hot pulses or her orgasm crackled through her. Just from all these strangers seeing me sucking cock, swallowing come, and from the frantic way Benjie is tugging at my poor nippy!

		“Man! She’s swallowing a big load!” Dave marveled aloud, watching his friend go off in Leanne’s throat. “That’s good, because my Davy always has a big load for me to swallow!” Vonnie suddenly looked up from her frenzied making out with Shelly to announce.

		All four of the other people in the room were staring at her expectantly, especially Dave, whose pulsing-hard dick she still held in her right fist. They all expected her to do for Dave what she had just done for Benjie!

		The really strange part about it was that she wanted to! Because she had let Benjie go off mostly in her throat, she hadn’t had to taste much of his copious outpouring. And what she had tasted wasn’t nearly as bad as all the male come she had sampled before it!

		Oh, what the hell! Maybe his won’t taste any worse than Benjie’s did! Leanne thought to herself as she abruptly leaned over Dave’s lap once more and started to suck his upthrust hard on again, much to his delight. He ran his fingers through her long brownish-red locks and moaned with bliss as she tongued him and made a tight “O” shape with her lips as she glided them up and down his steely cock shaft.

		“I’m close!” He warned her, his dick jerking in her mouth. “Watching you eat Benjie’s and watching this lezzie show going on next to me has me more than ready to shoot!”

		Leanne murmured contentedly around his throbbing prick meat and kept on sucking. She appreciated him being a gentleman and warning her, but she already knew he was close. His sweet pre-come was pouring out of his piss slit, and she was frantically licking for more, fully aware that his semen was about to explode up out of the tiny hole and inundate her mouth!

		She told herself that she was ready to taste it; ready to gulp down her second big load of man-cream while others watched. She was very excited. Her nipples stood out like petite pink nubs of female arousal and her tit mounds were as taut and solid as she had ever seen them, as she sucked insistently on the fat young cock!

		“H-Here it is, you hot bitch! Swallow it; swallow it all for me!” Dave whined just as a mammoth geyser of searing jism spattered off the roof of Leanne’s mouth.

		SALTY! It’s really salty! She realized as the acrid goo ran over her taste buds. Leanne gagged it down and thrust the spurting dick head far into her throat as she swallowed, hoping to avoid tasting much more of the briny, unpalatable spunk! Her working throat caressed Dave’s spongy cock head, squeezing it briefly as his thick spend flowed down into her tummy.

		“Fuck, but that feels great!” he groaned helplessly, collapsing back onto the couch in ecstasy as he unloaded in her clasping throat. “This bitch is massaging my dick with her throat as I fuck it!”

		He thinks I’m doing it on purpose! Leanne thought as she swallowed more and more of the gushing jism, her throat working against his gliding, fucking cock meat.

		“Oh, baby; you’re the hottest cocksucker I’ve ever been with!” Dave murmured appreciatively as he skull-fucked up into her head and fired wad after wad into her gulping throat.

		It’s so easy to swallow this way! Leanne marveled. And he’s really giving me a…tummyful of it!

		“Jesus; he’s really spunking her!” Vonnie exclaimed, watching her down the huge payload as Shelly twisted her nipple and sucked at the other one. “Davy really creams a girl, and she’s swallowing all of it!”

		“Way to go, Leanne!” Shelly panted breathlessly, coming up for air as she let Vonnie’s full erect nipple slide from her lips for a moment. “Swallow that jizz! Drain those big balls!”

		“Yeahhhhhhhh! This so fucking hawwt; making out with a slutty bitch like you while I watch some other skank swallow Davy’s load!” Vonnie suddenly gasped. The short, blonde girl didn’t look as strong as Shelly, or as athletic, but she surprised everyone in the room just then by grasping Shelly’s shoulders and flipping the both of them over on the couch, so that Shelly was suddenly on her back, with Vonnie lying on her torso, her big breasts flattened up against Shelly’s, their lips still nearly touching, as she whispered, “Got to taste you now, sugarbabe; just got to!”

		With that, Vonnie’s lips crushed down on Shelly’s again, and Leanne could see the outline of the blonde girl’s tongue dueling with the party hostess’s as they kissed. Soon that tongue was trailing down Shelly’s left collarbone, across her deeply-tanned skin, headed for Shelly’s stiff left nipple, as Vonnie slid her small body downward, her bare tits sliding over Shelly’s flat little stomach until Vonnie’s saliva-slick lips were even with Shelly’s erect nipple.

		“Oh, that’s it—suck it! Suck my big titties and then eat my pussy, you nasty little bitch!” Shelly murmured, eyes closed, hands intertwined in Vonnie’s blonde locks as she licked and nibbled and sucked her way over both of Shelly’s stiff-nippled titties, down her trembling stomach, and onto her fully-aroused clitoris!

		Leanne watched, her cheek up against Dave’s now-fully depleted dick, her own fingers creeping down her long body until they reached the small triangle of material stretched over her pelvis. She slid her fingertips under the tight elastic of the swim suit and found her own clit. She flicked her bean as she watched Vonnie lap at and kiss Shelly’s and thought about how great that would feel—to have a bunch of horny party-goers witnessing a hot girl like Vonnie eating your pussy? A wave of renewed passion roared through Leanne’s body as she pressed her naked nipples into the flesh of Dave’s leg and thigh while she nestled her cheek against his semen-slimy cock and felt new life coursing through it as he watched his bisexual girlfriend suck cunt with another woman lying naked in his lap, also watching!

		“No fingers needed, babe, not while I’m here!” Benjie murmured gently from in back of Leanne. She felt his strong grip on her diddling hand and then her bikini bottoms being pulled down. Before she could even protest, her bare pussy was on display to the rest of the room! She lay on her stomach, her face pressed into Dave’s naked lap, her ass hiked into the air, completely bare. Benjie was now kneeling on the couch behind her, urging her long legs open, his revitalized cock head seeking entry to her exposed pussy slit!

		She thought, briefly, of the packets of condoms in her purse in the bedroom, realized they might as well be on Mars—Benjie wanted pussy NOW, and she wanted his fat cock NOW! Asking him to slip off the couch, fetch a condom from the bedroom, and sheath up was out of the question!

		In a few more fleeting seconds, the point really became moot, as she felt Benjie’s fat mushroom of a cock head part her wet cunt lips and slip inside. She moaned into Dave’s lap as the big cock filled her and she felt Dave’s equally nice dick getting firmer against her cheek. Benjie started balling her in earnest, his thick manhood sluicing up and down in her more-than-willing pussy. The hot tube of steely flesh just felt so…good up against her pulsing, needy clit!

		“Oh, fuck me, you naughty boy!” She found herself begging as she got up onto her hands and knees on the couch and braced herself for his savage, doggy-style pounding.

		Dave’s cock was now hard again, waving around just inches below her mouth! Leanne dipped her head and gave it a lick. He groaned out his encouragement, and the next time that Benjie’s insistent hammering thrust her forward, she engulfed it in her lips and began to bob her head.

		Both of them at once! I’m doing both of them at the same time: what a slut I am! Leanne admonished herself. She turned her head as far as it would go and peered back over her right shoulder. A very naked Shelly was hunching her ass up off the cushion, mashing her cunt folds into Vonnie’s eager lips. Oh, well; no one at this party is likely to care, and it’s not like I’ve never done two guys at once before! She admitted to herself, recalling her hot nights with Trevor and Kareem in Santa Cruz.

		“Jesus, she’s a hot bitch!” Benjie groaned with bliss just then.

		“You said it, man,” Dave agreed, his hips coming up off the couch to sink his prick an inch deeper in Leanne’s throat. “She sucks cock like an angel!”

		I doubt angels suck cock! Leanne told herself wryly. They’re supposed to be good and pure!

		There was a hammering knock on the door. Shelly came down off her orgasm quickly and stopped Vonnie’s frenzied licking with a well-placed palm to the forehead.

		“Shit!” She muttered under her breath, “the other guests are here.”

		“Keep doin’ what you’re doin’; it’s just Hank and Champers and Zack!” Shelly said, pushing the kneeling Vonnie out of the way and lurching her way up off the couch to answer the door.

		Leanne felt more than a little weird waiting for the door to open with Dave’s cock head deep in her throat and Benjie’s big tool buried to the hilt in her pussy from behind.

		No one else at the party seemed overly concerned. Dave was still nudging his prick up and down in her mouth, trying to get her head moving again. Benjie was stirring his sheathed dick around in her cunt, toying with her bunghole with his thumb, attempting the get her interested in fucking him some more. Vonnie had heaved herself back onto the couch and just lay there on her back, sprawled out, without a stitch on.

		Shelly went up to the door, peeped out at her new guests for a second, then unlocked the door and flung it open, still as nude as the moment she was born! The first guy through the door was huge! He wore only a baggy surfer’s swimsuit and was carrying a half a case of beer bottles under one massive arm as if it weighted nothing. He wrapped the other muscular arm around the naked Shelly and drew her in for a long, lingering kiss, crushing her spectacular boobs up against his sculpted chest and stomach.

		“Ahemmm; that’s enough of that for now, you big lummox!” the next person through the door said pointedly, clearing her throat, then sinking an elbow into the big man’s ribs.

		The voice, high-pitched, soprano, belonged to a stunning little blonde cheerleader type; the single most perfect female Leanne had ever seen. She was diminutive, a blue-eyed Barbie doll, come to life! The girl’s waist was almost nonexistent, Leanne could span it by putting both hands together, thumb to thumb! While Vonnie was also a small statured blonde with big tits, this girl was to Vonnie like a deer was to a moose! Vonnie’s big, impressive tits drooped a little, when released from their bra. As Leanne stared at this girl, she doubted those big knockers of hers would sag an inch when they were freed from the tiny bikini bra she wore!

		“Leanne, this is Hank and his girlfriend, Champers, and their pal, Zack. Hank and Zack play football together and Champers—her real name is something like Charlene, or some shit, but everyone calls her Champers; short for Champagne, cause she’s usually half in the bag from drinking champagne—is Head Cheerleader on the varsity cheer squad.

		This is Leanne; I met her in Santa Cruz recently, but she lives up in the mountains, Green City, or some shit like that. She’d say hello, but she’s got manners and everyone knows it’s not polite to talk with your mouth full!”

		“Yeah, Dave’s quite a mouthful, as I remember from your last party!” Champers said with a flirtatious little smile, winking at Leanne.

		Shelly closed the door and led them over to the kitchen table and the food and booze.

		“Still packing that huge set, I see,” Champers said to Shelly, casually reaching out and hefting Shelly’s twin set of bodacious boobies.

		“You should talk!” Shelly retorted, eyeing the blonde bombshell’s bikini-clad breasts. “Here, let’s get you more comfortable, shall we?”

		She took the smaller girl in her arms and undid her bra as they kissed, their much bigger than average sets of tits mashing against on another as their lips met.

		“Let’s leave the bottoms on until the fucking starts,” Champers said demurely, dragging her lips away from Shelly’s as the dark-haired girl’s hands worked their way down her bare back to the bikini’s lower half. She glanced into the living room, where Benjie had started to slowly fuck the unprotesting Leanne again as they looked on.

		Champers shucked out of her suit entirely then, saying, “I stand corrected. The fucking has already started.”

		Shelly laughed and went back over to make Hank and herself a cocktail, reaching over to the nearby refrigerator and opening it when she had finished. She took the unopened bottle of Korbel Brut that was sitting in the middle of the top shelf out and handed it to Champers.

		This is a girl who is very used to opening champagne bottles! Leanne thought to herself, watching the little blonde’s finger fly deftly over the foil wrapping, the wire cage over the big cork and, finally, stop to work at the cork itself; rotating it just slightly in the neck of the bottle, rocking it gently from side to side, until it eased out of the heavy bottle with a dull pop, and Champers brought the bottle up to her pursed lips and took a dainty swig right out of it, cutting off the churning white wine before a drop could be wasted, guzzling down two big mouthfuls before she broke off her little ritual and let the opened bottle dangle from her relaxed left arm.

		She smiled up at Shelly and asked, “Do you have a flute?”

		“Is Donald Trump the worst president ever?” Shelly answered with a smile of her own, turning to the nearby kitchen cabinet housing her plates and glassware. She proudly extracted a single champagne flute, which she handed with a flourish to Champers, who immediately filled it with her favorite liquor.

		“Ahhhhhh; that’s better. It’s a real party now!” Champer’s new smile lit up the room. She stood there, clad only in her bikini’s bottom half, her proud young breasts rising and falling with each excited breath, all eyes in the room—both male and female—attracted to them, and sipped champagne and smiled triumphantly. After a few more seconds, Shelly seemed to shake off the spell the drop-dead, gorgeous blonde exuded. She took Champers by her free hand, the other still occupied with her champagne flute, and led her into the living room and into the bedroom. Hank and Zack, cocktails in their own massive hands, followed along like two entranced puppies.

		As the others left the room, the three partiers left on the couch got back to what they were doing before the knock at the door. Benjie gripped one of Leanne’s taut ass cheeks in each palm, to steady her, and withdrew his sheathed dick nearly all the way out of her clingy, slick little cunt canal and then rammed it all the way back in, his nut sac bouncing off her juicy lower lips as he bottomed out roughly in her pussy. This brought a fresh wave of delightful pre-orgasmic pulses crackling through her nipples as they were pushed against Dave’s hairy thigh by Benjie’s frantic downward thrust. Leanne moaned, vibrating Dave’s still very hard cock in her mouth and throat. He grabbed a handful of her long auburn hair and began urging her head up and down on his engulfed prick.

		The three of them fucked and sucked on and on as the sounds of renewed partying floated into the living room from the open bedroom door. Leanne heard Shelly’s raspy, deeply-sexy voice urging someone to “suck them! Suck my big tits!” and she heard a male grunt, followed by a high-pitched, female shriek of what sounded like pure pleasure. And then Dave was erupting in her mouth again, and Benjie was huffing and puffing, getting ready to unload in her pussy!

		“Oh, please! Come all over my ass!” She pleaded, drawing her mouth off Dave’s spurting prick and turning her head to speak to Benjie. She felt Dave’s cock jerk and a big jet of spunk spattered against her cheek just as Benjie, reacting to her frantic request, pulled his dick out of her cunt and jacked off onto her ass cheeks. The thick streams of male come flowed onto her butt mounds in spurts, running down her ass crack and coating her pussy lips. She felt the lava-hot semen running onto her clit and she started to orgasm, shaking and shivering as the two college boys pumped their hot spunk onto her quaking body!

		“Man, college boys have a lot of jism!” Vonnie commented, as she threw herself up off the couch and to her feet, still staring at the twin cocks spewing their copious loads onto Leanne’s naked body. The naked little blonde shuffled to the open door of the bedroom and peered inside. “Oh, goody: a spare cock and is that cocaine…and molly and grass?

		“Shelly, you nasty bitch; you’ve been holding out on us!” Leanne heard Vonnie say accusingly. And then she heard the sound of the razor blade on the glass mirror tile and two lines being snorted.

		Curious, Leanne disentangled herself from Dave and Benjie and got off the couch. She felt Dave’s spunk running down her cheek, dripping onto her shoulder and oozing down onto her right tit as she marched across the living room and into the bedroom. She also felt Benjie’s semen dripping off her ass onto the carpet as she walked, but she paid little mind to that! She was more interested in the scene playing out in front of her; Shelly and Champers were on the bed, Champers flat on her back with Shelly enthusiastically licking her gorgeous little pink pussy slit. Zack was on his knees between the girls’ legs, watching every little lick and suck, his humongous dick driven into Shelly’s cunt from behind. H wasn’t really fucking her; he was observing her eating pussy while buried in her tight little hole.

		Off to the side of the bed, Hank stood upright watching his girlfriend engage in the bout of lesbian sex while he sipped his cocktail and Vonnie--who was on her knees in front of him--sucked his massive cock and licked his manly balls. They both had telltale white powder rings around their nostrils, indicating a trip to the coke mirror for both of them before the sex had started.

		Hank looked at the shiny jism marking Leanne’s naked body and said, with a knowing little smile, “Get over here, babe, and get yourself a mouthful of cock. Vonnie just loves to share, and you obviously know what cocksucking is all about!”

		“I don’t love to share; Hank was just fucking with us when he said that,” Vonnie hissed surrendering the long, fat cock to Leanne’s grasp. It was glistening with her spit, but somehow--after all she’d seen Shelly and Vonnie doing, and now, Shelly and Champers—that didn’t bother her at all. She stuffed the thick, spongy tip into her lips and began to suck, even as she ran her tongue all over the encaptured head, concentrating on Hank’s piss slit.

		Hank’s cock tasted just right, so Leanne swallowed more of it. There was plenty to spare! He was even longer than Kevin, the drug dealer from Santa Cruz, had been and had just as much girth! That frightened her a little, but she told herself that she had sucked Kevin’s just fine and that she could suck this one, too! Hank’s wide cock head really made a bulge in her throat as she took all of him in, but Leanne just toughed it out and kept on sucking.

		“Holy fuck! This little bitch is quite the cocksucker!” Hank gasped as the last of his massive cock slid into her lips.

		“I told you you’d want to meet her!” Shelly crowed, taking a moment from feasting on Champer’s pinkness.

		“No shit!” Hank agreed wholeheartedly, fucking in and out of Leanne’s mouth enthusiastically as she gagged and sucked and gagged some more. “This cunt it hot! I can hardly wait to fuck her!”

		“Why wait? There’s still plenty of room on this bed!” Shelly urged the skull-fucking football player, patting the mattress beside her with her palm suggestively. Leanne was totally “in the zone”, as far as sucking cock went. She had heard the exchange between Shelly and Hank just now, but it wasn’t until he stopped ramming his fantastic dick deep in her throat, removed it from her nursing lips, and bent low to hook his big hands under her armpits and help her stagger to her feet, that she associated his just-spoken desire to fuck with fucking her!

		He moved over on the other side of the bed, dragging her along by one hand, and indicated that she should climb on the mattress right along side of Shelly, Champers, and Zack. She started to flip over onto her back, but Hank stopped her, saying “Hands and knees. I want to see that great ass of yours as I fuck you!” He said it in a low, guttural voice that made him sound like a caveman, expressing his desire to mate with a girl from another tribe he had just captured.

		She got onto the bed as he wanted, her ass sticking up invitingly, her pussy wet with lust and ready for his huge cock. She couldn’t deny she wanted it; condoms be damned! I just want to get fucked right now! She admitted to herself somewhat shamefully. She’d worry about getting pregnant later!

		Leanne embarrassed herself still further by waggling her butt around enticingly as Hank clamored onto the bed behind her, further incensing the horny young stud. She heard his lust-filled gasp as he reached out and took a firm ass cheek in each hand and squeezed, his steely fingers digging into her butt-flesh easily, holding her in place so that he could line up his formidable, saliva-slick cock head with her needy cunt mouth.

		And then, all at once, he was in her all the way up to his large nuts! She felt them slap against her skewered pussy lips and her throbbing clit as more cock than she had ever experienced before filled her slick pussy canal and his granite-hared cock head roughly nudged its way up against her cervix! He had looked longer and fatter than Kevin’s huge dong had been, and he was!

		“Oh, God, what a lot of dick!” Leanne mewled as he filled her.

		“It is at that!” Champers gurgled out happily, hunching her pussy against Shelly’s licking tongue. “You can take it—I do, all the time! Just relax and enjoy!”

		Leanne glanced over at the diminutive blonde cheerleader, and told herself that if a little girl like Champers could take Hank’s gargantuan dick and revel in it, a grown woman like her certainly could!

		“Man; this bitch’s cunt is tight!” Hank breathed as he withdrew most of his cock, only to slam it home again. “You’re tight, baby, cause you’re only eighteen and in great shape,” he gasped, “but this lady is really snug, too!”

		Champers snorted impatiently and reached out to touch Leanne’s dangling right tit, saying, “She has big funbags, too, baby; you ought to enjoy them while you fuck her.”

		Hank took his cue from his girlfriend and released his claw-like grip on Leanne’s ass to glide his big hands down her ribcage and then down onto her jiggling tits, dislodging Champer’s fingers around Leanne’s right nipple. He squeezed the twin spears of female arousal as he fucked into her pussy furiously. Leanne closed her eyes and moaned. The huge cylinder of male flesh felt so good in her belly, flying up and down in her supple, excitement-slickened pussy sheath. Her clit was radiating out throbs of joy that were getting stronger and stronger as Hank fucked her even harder and faster and tugged at her distended nipples.

		“Oh, you young stud! You’re…. you’re…fucking me so great!” Leanne murmured bashfully as the fire built in her tummy and crackled up to her shimmying, swaying tits. She felt awfully embarrassed about saying the word “fuck” out loud, but the orgasm building within her well-pummeled pussy was just so…deep, so strong that she couldn’t seem to restrain herself! Hank felt her coming around his pistoning manhood and fucked her right through her climax and beyond. He kept his pussy-stretching dick crammed into her inner depths as she shuddered and spasmed around him, alternating between cooing out her pleasure and growling way back in her throat.

		This is the best orgasm ever! Leanne admitted to herself feverishly—only it wasn’t! She also realized that she couldn’t let herself go entirely—the way she wanted to—because Hank was barebacked inside her unprotected pussy! This handsome, muscular young kid was rutting away inside her so savagely that she knew he was about to come like only a young man can; endless spurts of thick, white semen, just full of wriggly, egg-seeking sperm! His dick was so long that he’d be coming directly into her womb, or close to it, and that meant she’d get pregnant for sure: the realization was eating away at her orgasmic bliss, partially stifling it.

		Hank quieted her fears without meaning to. Just when she was sure he was going to cut loose inside her fertile pussy, he stopped his wild penetration and rested, his cock still sunk all the way into her from behind. She waited for the inevitable onrush of spunk but it didn’t come. After seconds had ticked by, she felt his thumb begin to touch her anus. He was caressing the tiny opening curiously, as if exploring it.

		“You sure have a tight little ass, Leanne. Do you ever take it back here?” Hank panted, sounding as if he’d just completed his wind-sprints at the end of practice, out on the football field.

		“Some. Not often, and never from someone as big as you,” Leanne murmured softly, truthfully.

		“Do you like it?” Hank wanted to know.

		She turned her head around as far as she could and stared back at him over her right shoulder, saying, “It’s great, if the guy knows what he’s doing.”

		“You have such a pretty little ass—let’s just see if I know what I’m doing, shall we?” He said with a disarming grin, bending to scoop a tube of sex lube from the bedspread. “I think I’d like to come in your ass!”

		Leanne shivered beneath him, thinking about his monster tool skewering her bottom open. It would hurt, she was sure of that, at least at first! But it wasn’t like she was an anal virgin anymore—not after Kevin and the boys down in Santa Cruz, and the butt plugs!

		No, if Hank played with her clit just right and took his time, she might really enjoy a good ass-fucking about now. And besides, no girl ever got pregnant from a load of come up her ass!

		

		****

		

		Hank wasn’t quite the ass-master Kevin had been, but he took a reasonable amount of time to force his mammoth dong into her rear opening and was really good about toying with her clit and tugging at her sensitive nipples as he started to butt-bang her. She gave out with a long, guttural moan as he filled her with his slick, well-lubed cock and began to glide back and forth in her ass sheath. Her fingernails dug into the bedspread and she yipped and whined at how deep it went, once he really got to fucking her up the ass, but she liked the heat his fat prick was generating in her fully-penetrated asshole and the way it was spreading to her finger-fucked pussy with every thrust!

		“Oh, fuck me! Fuck me hard in the ass!” Leanne wailed as the exquisite flames of rising excitement licked through her lower belly while he rutted away.

		“Way to go, babe! Take it. Take that ass-banging!” An amazed Shelly cheered her on, clearly remembering the scared, inexperienced woman she had met out on that patio in Santa Cruz.

		“Yeah; he’s really fucking you deep!” Champers chimed in enthusiastically. “Doesn’t that hurt? It always hurts, when Hank reams my ass like that!”

		“Noooooo! It feels great! It feels so great to get your hot ass fucked like this!” Leanne moaned, twerking her butt back to meet each of Hank’s balls-deep thrusts.

		Hank bellowed like a bull and started shooting his superheated goo up her backside at that moment, his fingers clamping down on her left nipple as he came. “So tight! So tight and good!” he murmured as he spunked her.

		“Oh, FUCK! I’m coming!” Leanne screamed, the heavenly pulses of orgasm rippling through her well-fucked ass, right into her clit and boobs!

		Her arms turned rubbery just then, and she went down onto her tummy, Hank’s still-hard cock following her down, lancing in and out of her clamping anal opening as they both came and came.

		“Oh, babe; that was the hottest fuck I’ve had in a long time!” Hank whispered in her ear as he slowly tugged his trapped dick out of her clinching anus.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

	
		

		Changing Everything

		

		It wasn’t as hard as she had imagined. Getting the job at the mall, in the jewelry store Shelly worked at had been easy. Her vivacious, nineteen-year-old friend had highly recommended her to her boss, a fuddy-duddy forty-something Shelly had been favoring with a blowjob or a quickie fuck, once the store was closed for the night, ever since she had been working there. And Leanne had had enough in her savings account to rent the apartment in a building a few blocks away from Shelly’s.

		Talking her mom into taking the kids on a permanent basis had been a challenge, and telling her son and daughter that she was abandoning them to move down into the valley to start college at her age had been a real tear-fest, of course. But she had done it!

		Judy and Billy Junior had wanted to know why they couldn’t move to Chico with her, but she had explained that it was better for them to finish growing up in Green City, in a rural, mountain paradise with their grandma than it was for her attempt to raise them as a single mom, in a wild college town, like the one she was moving to.

		After all, she thought to herself a little self-righteously, I grew up in Green City, and just look how I’m turning out! I shudder to think how bad I would be, if I’d grown up in Sacramento, or LA, or someplace like that!

		Probably the hardest part of it all, ironically, had been telling her old boss down at the market she was quitting to move away. He had trained her to run the store, to use the cash register, and really in how to function as an adult after Billy had died. He’d been more like a big brother to her, or a second father, than a boss. She saw the hurt in his eyes when she announced she was leaving.

		Leanne had known that Kyle would miss her, and that he’d hate getting up early in the mornings to run things at the store until he got Tommy--the lumbering recent high school grad he’d hired to do such a bad job of stocking shelves--trained well enough to replace his newly-departed, long-time employee.

		Tommy Braddock’s such a…lout! Leanne had thought to herself, wondering briefly if he was even smart enough to train to be a good store clerk. And yet the boys she was moving to Chico to…fuck were barely older than Tommy! The thought struck her and made her briefly reconsider her whole decision to relocate; she didn’t feel any sexual attraction toward young, musclebound Tommy! Why was that?

		Was it because she’d known him since he’d been a little boy, coming into the store to buy sodas and candy? She hadn’t known Hank and Benjie and Shelly since they’d been little kids. Maybe that was the difference.

		Oh, well, she didn’t know what the difference was. All she knew was that every fiber of her being wanted as much of the young cock meat awaiting her in her new life in the college town as she could get! She could barely wait until August, when her new life as a seducer of college men would start!

		

		****

		

		For someone who was so anxious to exchange her old life for the new, Leanne reacted very strongly to leaving Green City: she cried all the way down the highway--from saying a tearful goodbye to her kids in her mom’s driveway, all the way to the Chico city limits--her eyes just refused to stop leaking!

		You desperately wanted this! Leanne chided herself, pulling over beside the Chico city limits sign and daubing at her damp eyes with a Kleenex. Now, settle down and enjoy it; don’t sit here weeping in fear, like a young girl leaving home for the first time!

		That’s just what she was, of course. At thirty, she wasn’t really young anymore. But this was the first time she’d truly left home. Green City was home. The mountains were home.

		When she’d married Billy as a teenager, she’d really moved only a few blocks away from her childhood home to set up housekeeping with him! Mama had been only minutes away; the people she’d grown up with were still all around her! Even that long-ago year when they’d lived just outside Quincy, so Billy could take a lucrative job pulling green chain at a local lumber mill, Green City had been within an hour’s drive. And the forests and meadows surrounding Quincy hadn’t been all that different than the ones flanking Green City!

		Chico was flat and studded with a canopy of valley oak and sycamore trees; a pine tree was a rarity. And now, in late July, it was hot! “Hot as the hinges of Hell”, her as her daddy used to say, much to Mama’s discomfort. “Mustn’t curse around the kids, Virgil!” was her ready retort whenever Daddy would slip up with his language. He’d been an upright, pious man much against his will. Leanne had always suspected that without Mama’s church-going influence her father would have been a lot like Billy! Maybe that was why he hadn’t objected much to her marrying the young hell-raiser, the way her mother had?

		She pulled into the parking lot of her new apartment home and shut off the engine. In twenty minutes or so, her clothes and the meager belongings she’d brought with her from her former life in Green City had been carried up the stairs and put away.

		

		****

		

		“I thought you had her,” Shelly said consolingly, coming over to the jewelry counter Leanne stood behind as they watched Leanne’s latest customer, a twenty-something redhead in cutoff jean shorts and a red tank top, worn braless, stroll out the door empty-handed as Leanne put the necklace she had just tried on back in the glass case.

		“She’ll be back,” Leanne predicted confidently. “You should have seen the way her eyes lit up when she saw how good this little bauble looked lying between those huge knockers of hers.”

		“Yeah, but Zale’s has a ruby necklace a lot like this one on sale for five-hundred bucks less, and they’re only a few doors down,” Shelly insisted.

		“I know the one you mean, but the ruby in that one isn’t as nice as this one,” Leanne retorted, her confidence holding fast.

		“Five-hundred bucks is five-hundred bucks,” Shelly maintained stubbornly.

		“That little bitch doesn’t care about money; did you see her engagement ring? Six-thousand if it cost a dime!” Leanne snorted. “She didn’t buy that: her guy did; so money is no object to a girl with tits like hers!”

		She glared at Shelly’s cavernous cleavage in the perky, low-cut sundress she wore today as she spoke and Shelly blushed a little as she replied, “Tits mean a lot, but it’s the whole package that make guys spend six-thousand on an engagement sparkler.”

		The blonde-haired girl cocked her head in Leanne’s direction and Leanne, who was wearing a pair of tall Jimmy Choo heels as well as a pair of form-hugging Liz Claiborne slacks and a lightweight summer blouse by Calvin Klein that featured a pleated neck with a keyhole opening to show off her own substantial boobs, didn’t quite manage a blush but looked properly contrite.

		After a few weeks on the job, she was beginning to think of herself as a woman who had “the whole package”, as Shelly put it. Her confidence and her wardrobe had improved a hundred percent, since she’d forsaken Target for Macy’s, as far as her clothes went, and since she’d begun taking advantage of the huge employee discount on stylish jewelry from the store both she and Shelly worked in.

		Their argument/conversation was abruptly halted as the front door swung open again and the redhead who had tried on the necklace came back into the shop, dragging a tall, unremarkable guy in tee shirt and tan chinos behind her. “See, Leon, it’s gorgeous, just like I said, isn’t it?” the girl prodded her fiancé, pointing at the necklace and shooting him a fawning smile.

		“Could I see that ruby necklace again?” she asked Leanne. “It’s just perfect for the Labor Day party we’re throwing for all of our friends and family members, to celebrate our engagement!” she gushed to Leanne as she bent low to unhook the necklace and lay it out on a black velvet show-pad on top of the glass counter.

		Leon looked less than enthusiastic, especially when he saw the price of the flashy piece of jewelry. But in the end, he gave Leanne an American Express card, that she suspected was billed to his father and not the early-twenty-something Leon, and she rang it up.

		That was an easy hundred-and-fifty bucks! Leanne thought to herself, computing the sales commission she’d just earned in her head as the couple strolled out the door with their purchase. As easy as selling a deli sandwich to a tourist, but a lot more lucrative!

		“Told you she’d be back,” Leanne crowed to Shelly.

		“I’d like to be there when old Leon explains that charge on his American Express account to his dad next month,” Shelly said with a grin.

		“Pussy can be expensive,” Leanne said quietly to her friend and they high-fived each other.

		“How about we catch some dinner together, after we get off tonight?” Shelly asked.

		“Can’t; Hank and Champers and a few other guys from the football team are coming by my place tonight for tacos,” Leanne begged off.

		“For tacos and pussy, you mean!” Shelly fired back, looking askance at Leanne.

		“What’s wrong with that? Want to come?”

		“Nah, I don’t want to barge into your little cock-fest,” Shelly demurred. “Is Diego coming by with some party favors, before the dinner party starts?”

		“Of course, what would a party be without a few recreational toots and a few joints?” Leanne asked.

		“You know, you could pay off your credit cards faster, if you didn’t spend so much of your paycheck on product from that greaser, Diego?” Shelly lectured her.

		“My finances are my own affair!” Leanne cautioned her. “Besides, I bet I don’t spend as much with Diego as you do.”

		Shelly looked shocked by that statement at first. Then she smiled knowingly and said, “You’re trading blowjobs and pussy for his services, aren’t you, you sly boots?”

		“I’ll never tell,” Leanne announced. “Like I said, my finances are my business.”

		

		****

		

		Leanne slipped her tank top back on and arranged her boobs under it, so that her nipples didn’t show. She chopped up a line of coke and did it, and the burn at the back of her throat momentarily covered up the salty after-taste of Diego’s jism. He was really salty! She’d have to gargle with some more mouthwash before her dinner guests showed up or she’d be tasting him all night!

		Still, she had only given him fifty bucks, cash for all of this blow, a good-sized baggie of Molly, and a lid of primo grass! That and one of her patented slurpy, sloppy blowjobs and a quickie fuck, of course! She got up off the couch and went into the bathroom to douche out the last of Diego’s jism and gargle once again. He hadn’t had much left for her after that blowjob. She must have swallowed six times in order to down all of his spunk when he’d come in her throat!

		On her way back through the bedroom, she checked on her Astroglide supply and found, to her relief, that there was plenty for tonight’s little get together. Two weeks ago, Champers—drunker than usual on champagne—had showed her how to do what she called “an airtight, plus two”. This sexual position had consisted of Hank up her pussy, another guy up her ass, with her sucking off Zack at the same time and jacking two more guys’ very hard cocks as she did so. Leanne, also quite high and drunk at the time had tried it and loved it! So much so that she intended to try it again tonight, if there was plenty of sex lubricant and enough hard pricks to go around.

		She eyed the more than half full large bottle of Astroglide and decided it was more than enough to coat even Hank’s formidable dick with and went back into the living room, humming a happy tune under her breath. Leanne had barely settled back onto the couch and taken a sip of her Crown Royal and water when there was a loud knock on the front door and she heard Hank’s baritone voice proclaiming a police raid. She laughed and sprang up off the couch to let “officer Hank” and his pals in.

		I’m going to lick Champers’ pussy so well tonight that she’ll come a dozen times while her boyfriend and his teammates fuck me! Leanne told herself excitedly as she jogged to the door and threw it open, thinking about how much she’d changed since the start of this summer.

		“I’m here to investigate complaints that you’re a big-titted slut who like to suck cock and take it up the ass!” Hank said in throaty whisper, his fists on his hips. The Chico State Wildcats’ starting quarterback wore a pair of baggy swim trunks, a half-unbuttoned luau shirt and a pair of sunglasses.

		Leanne looked up at him in his six-foot, five, suntanned splendor and put her hands up, causing her breasts to jiggle provocatively in the tiny tank top she had on and said, “Guilty as charged, Officer. Why don’t you and your boys come in, have a taco, and toss the place for drugs? You might find some!”

		The five other guys with him, and Champers, cheered at that bold statement and pushed Hank forward, across the threshold of her apartment. Once inside, Champers shut and locked the door while her cohorts, all hulking members of the football team, fanned out and checked the seasoned ground beef simmering on the stove, both bedrooms and the tiny bathroom. “This sure appears to be an illegal substance to me!” Roy Benefield, the lanky tight end, who was Hank’s go-to receiver, crowed as he discovered the mirror tile piled high with cocaine on the nightstand next to Leanne’s queen size bed. “I’ll have to check it to be sure.”

		They all perked up at the sound the razor blade made on the glass as Roy cut himself some lines, and at the snorting sound he made as he sucked the lined-up powder up his nostrils. “Whooee! That’s coke, for sure and what’s this…Molly and this sure looks like grass in this baggie, but I suppose it could be oregano. I guess I’ll have to smoke some to be positive!”

		Roy came out of the bedroom a minute later, a big grin on his face and a fat doobie in his hand. “Not oregano!” he wheezed, letting out his held breath, a tiny whisp of smoke escaping his lips as well. “This is primo, kick-ass pot!”

		Like everyone else in the room, Hank was eyeing Roy’s naked, limp cock, as it swung from side to side as he strutted about the room. The tall tight end had doffed his swim trunks and the largely unbuttoned short-sleeved shirt he had been wearing in Leanne’s bedroom, as he had rolled the smoking blunt he now held in his hand. “I’ll be the judge of that!” Hank said sternly, as he reached out and snatched the doobie from his friend’s hand. He winked at Leanne and raised the cigarette to his mouth, saying, “Now we’ll see how kick-ass this stuff is.”

		Hank inhaled deeply as he tried the grass. He held the smoke in his lungs for almost a full minute, and then let it out in wispy stream, just as Roy had. Sucking in another big breath, he turned back toward Leanne and intone, “As arresting officer, judge, and jury, I sentence you to suck Roy’s cock until it’s hard, for having truly kick ass weed on or about your premises, Leanne, you cutie! Then you can suck mine until it’s hard too!”

		“Yes, your honor!” Leanne beamed at him, dropping to her knees in front of Roy and yanking off her tank top. She drew Hank’s teammate in by his long, floppy dick as she laid the discarded tank top on the carpet and rolled her now free titties around on her chest, showing them off to the other boys and Hank.

		Roy’s cock was a delight to suck, being not as long as Hank’s whopper but just as thick. It filled her mouth and throat up fully when it was hard, she knew from sucking it at Champer’s party a few weeks back, and it felt really good up her ass while Hank fucked her pussy! She thought again of the airtight, plus two she intended to indulge in this evening, if she got the chance, and sucked enthusiastically at Roy’s rapidly-firming cock meat.

		Hank was already getting stiff, just watching her slurp and suck at Roy’s fatty! She jiggled her bare boobies for him and made a show of gagging on Roy’s now very hard dick as she blew him, knowing that would make the big quarterback even harder.

		“Wait a minute, Leanne, you little slut-puppy!” Champers stopped her when she went to go from Roy’s rigid prick to Hank’s. “What about dinner? I say we eat first and then fool around!”

		Leanne was too turned on from sucking Roy’s cock and anticipating sucking Hank’s to worry about food right now! She knee-walked across the carpet to Champers and hooked both of her thumbs in the petite blonde’s bikini bottoms and pulled them down.

		Just before sucking Champer’s revealed pink slit into her mouth, Leanne murmured up at her, “I want to eat this little pink taco right now! Isn’t that alright with you, babe?”

		Champers moaned and shook with delight at the hot feelings Leanne’s talented tongue was sending through her well-licked pussy at that moment. She fought to keep her bikini bra on as Leanne moved her hands up her ribs as she continued to lick clit, but she didn’t fight very hard, and soon Leanne had managed to push the tiny triangles of cloth up off her nipples and was rolling the small, pink nubbins between her forefingers and thumbs as she kissed and sucked at Champer’s naked pussy!

		“Oh, oh, you hot bitch! What a tongue you’ve got!” Champers sighed, her knees threatening to give way, her hips moving in and out, seemingly of their own accord, as Leanne drilled her tongue into the girl’s delicious cunt.

		“You two are so hot together!” Hank growled, stepping over behind the kneeling Leanne and nudging her calves wider apart so he could kneel down between them

		“Just got to have some of this tight little pussy of yours right now!” he breathed as he set the head of his massive dick up against Leanne’s own pussy lips and hunched his powerful hips forward and up, filling her with hot, hard cock!

		Not what I was imagining; not airtight, plus two, but it’ll do! Leanne told herself. But it will do…for now!

		The other football players sprang into action, doffing their shirts and swim trunks, trooping into the bedroom to snort coke, drop Molly and roll up joints; drifting back into the kitchen to make themselves drinks and watch the hot action going on in the living room; their dicks soon as hard as Roy’s and Hank’s.

		Leanne smiled to herself as she ate pussy and got fucked hard. It was shaping up to be just the sort of night she’d hoped it would be, with lots of cock and pussy for her, lots of coke and smoke, lots of the sort of wild, crazy sex she now craved above all else! Hank was screwing her like a demon, and numerous hot, hung boys were waiting to take his place when he finished! What more could a girl ask out of life?

		

	
		

		Author Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals mentioned in this story; the town of Green City is a fictional place, but there are a lot of real towns scattered about the high mountain country of California that are a lot like Green City in spirit, if not in physical geography. Quincy and Chico are real enough; my apologies to the Wildcats football team and Quincy’s radio stations for using them in this narrative without their permission.

		This is normally the point in my Author’s Notes where I comment on the fact that few condoms were mentioned in this story; but I can’t do that this time. Because our central character, Leanne, wasn’t sexually active when this story began and didn’t plan on being active, she felt condoms were a necessity, as she wasn’t using any birth control at all. If you, my readers, intend to emulate the characters in this naughty tale in real life, please use protection, This has been a fantasy, a work of fiction; just because nothing untoward happened to Leanne and her various orgy friends, that doesn’t mean you can count on the same outcome, should you choose to copy their behavior.

		Like this book. Hate it? You can always write to me at ckralston@gmail.com and let me know what you thought about it. I hope you do. An author only has reviews and feedback from his readers to evaluate how well he did at what he’s attempted. Please let me know, either way!
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