
        
            
                
            
        

    
	FORE­WORD

	The pro­cess of grow­ing up and passing through ad­oles­cence has been char­ac­ter­ized by great in­ner tur­moil, un­cer­tainty, and tre­mend­ous pres­sures from fam­ily, close friends, and peer groups. Cer­tainly, in our com­plex so­ci­ety, the prob­lems youths now face seem more marked than ever be­fore.

	Mary John­son is a teen­ager em­bark­ing on her own spe­cial jour­ney into ad­oles­cence. She finds her­self plagued by power­ful emo­tions, some­times feel­ing un­cer­tain about her awaken­ing sexu­al­ity, some­times be­com­ing angered over her youth­ful mis­judge­ments. It is only through a chance en­counter with a pa­tient and un­der­stand­ing man that man­ages to put her world into per­spect­ive and can be­gin cop­ing with new feel­ings and re­spond­ing to new situ­ations.

	HOT PIECE SCHOOL GIRLS-the story of a typ­ical young Amer­ican girl com­ing of age. A les­son to us all and a re­minder that the jour­ney to adult­hood is not easy.

	-The Pub­lisher



	
CHAPTER ONE

	Mary John­son kept think­ing about her hot date with Tommy as she stepped into the bath­room for a quick shower. Then, as she pulled her bra off, her thoughts sud­denly turned to her father.

	„No daugh­ter of mine is go­ing to walk around like a whore with her tits hanging out for any per­vert to see,“ he would al­ways say. Mary al­most laughed as her tits swung pleas­antly free. Any per­vert! What a joke. Her own father had been sneak­ing looks at her for as long as she could re­mem­ber.

	She pulled down her pants and panties, throw­ing them also in the hamper. God, she loved to be na­ked. She loved her body and the free­dom na­ked­ness gave it. She ran her slender hands over her flesh, sigh­ing at the feel of the smooth skin un­der her soft hands.

	Her long blonde hair, straight and silky, hung halfway down her back and her breasts stood out proudly from some of the strands in front. Her tits were small but pert and up­right, topped with cherry-red nipples. Mary ran her hands over her tits, squeez­ing the pli­ant flesh into her ribs and around in little circles. Her fin­gers moved across her taut belly and down to stream through her full, blonde pu­bic patch.

	She spread the lips of her pussy, ex­pos­ing the red flesh to the air and a thrill of sexual arouse­ment shook her whole body. One fin­ger snaked out to tickle her small love but­ton and she sighed loudly, stop­ping her­self short. She wondered if her mother had heard that sexual moan, so un­con­sciously did she ex­claim. The sounds of pots be­ing shuffled around in the kit­chen con­vinced her she had noth­ing to worry about. Damn, it felt so good. Mary felt like she could mas­turb­ate or have sex for weeks on end. She of­ten mas­turb­ated while ly­ing alone in bed at night, but she had to be care­ful to be very quiet. She had learned to con­trol the vo­cal ex­cite­ment she felt when ex­per­i­en­cing sex. She didn‘t think her par­ents would ap­pre­ci­ate her sounds.

	Mrs. John­son heard the front door be­ing opened and grim­aced. I hope he‘s not too drunk, she thought, but the sounds of someone stum­bling through the liv­ing room con­firmed her worst fears.

	„Is din­ner ready?“ the slurred voice of her hus­band boomed from the liv­ing room.

	„In a few minutes, dear,“ Mrs. John­son answered.

	„Well, hurry din­ner up.“

	Mr. John­son headed into the second of the apart­ment‘s two bed­rooms. The one bath­room was between them and a door opened on each side. He knelt at the key­hole.

	Mary was rev­el­ing in the feel of the warm wa­ter on her na­ked body. She was well lathered from the soap and even she knew how sexy she looked. She sure felt sexy enough. She heard her father yelling loudly from the liv­ing room and knew he would soon be at the door to the bath­room. The thought both dis­gus­ted and ex­cited her. The door rattled and she al­most smiled right at him. Drunk again, huh? Any per­vert, she thought. Here was a father peep­ing in on his own daugh­ter tak­ing a shower, get­ting his rocks off watch­ing his teen­age off­spring bathing her­self. Yet his pur­itan stance wouldn‘t let her go out without a bra. What a set of val­ues he had!

	Mary had of­ten sus­pec­ted her father of watch­ing her bathe through the key­hole but was never quite sure un­til that day a few months ago. Her father was so drunk that he fell right into the door, knock­ing it open. He passed right out on the floor and her mother rushed in upon hear­ing the com­mo­tion. Mrs. John­son turned white when she saw what had happened. She went to her hus­band tried to lift him up, cry­ing all the while, „Oh, Mary, I‘m sorry ... so sorry, honey.“

	Mary didn‘t know what her mother was get­ting so up­set about. It didn‘t bother her in the least, well, out­wardly any­way. She calmly threw on her bath­robe and went into her room, leav­ing them on the bath­room floor. They never talked about it and it was as if the in­cid­ent had never happened.

	And now he was at the door again. Well, if he wants a show, he‘ll get one, Mary de­cided. Let him eat his heart out. She coyly kept her back to him for a long time, feel­ing his hot gaze on her but­tocks and smooth back. She turned side­ways now and then, giv­ing him quick, tan­tal­iz­ing looks at her tits, the cas­cad­ing wa­ter fall­ing over her all the while. Then, in a grand ges­ture, she turned. Throw­ing her arms above her in an in­no­cent move­ment, she faced dir­ectly at the door from which he leered, ex­pos­ing her­self to him fully.

	She couldn‘t hear his quick in­take of breath but she knew in­stinct­ively that it had oc­curred. And know­ing that made her feel good. God, she hated him so much and, yet, it ex­cited the hell out of her to prance like this in front of him. It was a love/hate type of thing, this lewd, de­grad­ing show and her body tingled all over as she per­formed.

	Mary took the soap in her hands and mas­saged her tits with it, let­ting the soft fleshy orbs roll in her hands. Her nipples came erect un­der the at­ten­tion and she rubbed them lightly, the soap ob­scur­ing this sexual ma­nip­u­la­tion from her father‘s hungry gaze. She re­leased her tits and they flopped slightly and sen­su­ously on her chest. Mary soaped her flat belly, then let her hands fall to her pel­vic mound. She pushed the soap between her legs and fluffed her pu­bic hairs, rub­bing vig­or­ously.

	Mary was soon re­spond­ing to the sexual stim­u­la­tion of the con­tact. Her pussy was already moist from pleas­ure, not the bath wa­ter. She was ter­ribly aroused and she knew she couldn‘t wait much longer to come. Real­iz­ing this, she turned ab­ruptly, her back once again to her father‘s eyes. She bent over, spread­ing her as­s­cheeks wide. Her pink, puckered as­shole stretched lewdly in this po­s­i­tion and she rubbed it with two soapy fin­gers, res­ist­ing the urge to have one or both of them vi­ol­ate her vir­gin bum-hole.

	Her red cunt­lips were a little be­low her fin­gers, glisten­ing wetly, full, wo­manly, sur­roun­ded by the soft, blonde pu­bic hair. Bent like that, her body shield­ing her ac­tions, Mary slipped her other hand down to loc­ate her clit. She found it eas­ily in the slimy slit and she began to roll it between her fin­gers. Mmmm, she stifled the moan deep in her throat. She squeezed the little but­ton sen­su­ously with her fin­gers, be­ing care­ful not to move her hand too much and show her father what she was do­ing. To be truth­ful, she didn‘t know if she cared too much if he knew or not, but she was afraid he might try to rape her if he knew what she was do­ing.

	Mary felt as if her body were on fire as her hands moved in front and back. To her father she was merely clean­ing her­self thor­oughly, but she knew her or­gasm was ap­proach­ing rap­idly. She moved her fin­gers up and down across her pussy, so wet, so soft, so hot. Her legs began to tremble and she took her hand from her ass and stood up. She turned on more hot wa­ter and po­si­tioned her­self so that it ran right onto her pussy, the spray boun­cing around her flash­ing fin­ger. „Uhh,“ she groaned softly, the hot­ter stream do­ing the job. She moved one hand up to caress her tits and shoved two fin­gers from her other hand deep into her box, her back square to the watch­ful eyes at the door.

	Her body began to quiver and Mary had to fight to re­main stand­ing. Her legs felt ready to col­lapse un­der­neath her as her or­gasm began to ap­proach from deep within her loins. Her hands were mov­ing with aban­don now and her body shook un­con­trol­lably. Faster, harder, the fin­gers jabbed into her. Ohh, she cried so softly. And her body quivered as the first wave hit her. Her crotch ex­ploded in or­gasm and her mind floated on air.

	Tiny rivu­lets of cum began to seep out of her cunt and mingle with the rush­ing wa­ter to pour out the drain. Her body was so weak in the ex­cite­ment and her fin­gers still moved within her pussy, now sticky with lub­ric­ant, over­flow­ing. It felt so fuck­ing good. Her face and chest were flushed with pleas­ure and her cunt­lips tingled with in­tense de­light as her or­gasm abated in force. Umm, so, so good. Her body fi­nally re­laxed, sa­ti­ated.

	Then she re­membered where she was. It seemed to her that she had been in the shower for hours of in­tense sexual de­light but ac­tu­ally it was no more than ten minutes. She felt so great as she reached for the wash­cloth to clean her tender, pulsat­ing cunt. That done, she rinsed her­self and stepped from the tub. She dried off and went into her room.

	„Mary, din­ner‘s ready,“ her mother yelled from the kit­chen.

	„Be right there,“ she answered from in­side her room. „Is Dad home?“ she asked in­no­cently. „Yes, dear.“

	I know, she thought as she pulled her jeans on. She wondered idly if he was in the bath­room wash­ing the come from his hands. She wondered if he did jerk off or if he just watched to re­mem­ber and jerk off later. That‘s as close as he‘ll ever get to her. She‘ll fuck and suck every­one else in the world be­fore he gets his hands on her. She pulled her sweater over her head and walked to­ward the kit­chen.

	Mary‘s par­ents were already at the table and eat­ing when she got there. She sat down without a word and began to eat. Her father gave her a quick furt­ive glance as she entered, her bra­less tits boun­cing freely un­der her sweater. Go ahead and look, she thought, but you‘ll never touch me. Mr. John­son grabbed his beer and downed it nois­ily, burp­ing loudly when he was through. Mary‘s mother got up and got him an­other one without be­ing asked, or told rather. They all ate in si­lence for a long time, each private in their thoughts. The air was wrought with ten­sion, though, and the place smelled like a brew­ery, thanks to Mr. John­son‘s breath and the beers he was pol­ish­ing off in rapid suc­ces­sion. Fi­nally, he spoke.

	„Do you have a bra on?“

	„What?“ Mary answered.

	„I said, do you ave a bra on?“

	„Well, uh, no.“

	„Didn‘t I tell you to al­ways wear one?“

	„But I‘m just in the house and I ... I ... have a bulky sweater on.“

	„I don‘t care,“ he said. „You look like a whore with your tits boun­cing around.“ His voice was rising.

	„You should know,“ Mary whispered un­der her breath. „WHAT?“

	„Noth­ing.“

	„John, please,“ Mrs. John­son in­ter­jec­ted. „I want you to go into your room and put some clothes on,“ he said, ig­nor­ing his wife. „Why?“

	„Do it or I‘ll do it for you,“ he shouted, get­ting up from the table and mov­ing to­ward her.

	„John, don‘t!“ Mrs. John­son pleaded.

	„Stay out of this,“ he snarled and his wife bur­ied her head in her arms, clos­ing her eyes in fear. „Well,“ he con­tin­ued, stand­ing above his young daugh­ter.

	Mary felt the an­ger rising in her, mak­ing her for­get her fear of the big man tower­ing above her. I hate you so much, she thought. You can‘t make me do any­thing. She blur­ted out what she shouldn‘t have, her face flushed.

	„I‘ll bet you would just love to take my sweater off, wouldn‘t you?“ she shouted, star­ing at her father de­fi­antly.

	Mr. John­son‘s eyes bugged out and his face turned red and Mary was scared to death but she wouldn‘t let him see that. Sud­denly, his arm swung out and his hand slapped across her face be­fore she could make a move to avoid it. The loud smack re­soun­ded through the room and the girl‘s mother began to cry softly, power­less in her own home. The force of the blow knocked Mary from her chair and onto the floor, where she stayed rub­bing her sting­ing cheek.

	„Who the hell do you think you‘re talk­ing to?“ he asked, his face glar­ing red with an­ger, the veins of his neck and temple stick­ing out.

	Mary got her­self to her feet and backed up against the sink as her father ad­vanced upon her, his eyes glar­ing She didn‘t know what to ex­pect next but she held her arms high in case he tried to belt her again. She thought of a mil­lion things to scream at him, a mil­lion curses. She wanted to scream every fuck­ing curse she knew at this bas­tard, but the words got stuck in her throat. She felt the tears be­gin to well in her eyes and she hated him for mak­ing her cry and she hated her­self for show­ing suck emo­tion.

	He softened in tri­umph as the tears began to fall freely down her face. He moved to her, al­most gently.

	„Mary ... I....“ he stammered, reach­ing a to her.

	„Leave me alone,“ she whimpered, back­ing away from him. „Just leave me the hell alone!“ She moved to­wards the door.

	„Where do you think you‘re go­ing?“

	„JUST LEAVE ME ALONE!“

	Mary rushed to the door and was out in a flash, rush­ing to­wards the street.

	A few minutes later Tommy came to the corner and found Mary wait­ing. She was alone, huddled against the build­ing.

	„Mary,“ he called and she turned to­wards him, rush­ing into his arms. He could see that her eyes were red. „Mary, what‘s the mat­ter?“

	„Noth­ing.“

	„Have you been cry­ing?“

	„Tommy, please, it‘s noth­ing. Just for­get it. Okay?“

	„Well, I ... wish you....“

	„Please! Come on,“ she said, tak­ing a tight hold of his arm. „Where do you want to go?“

	„Well ... my par­ents are out.“

	„I‘m glad,“ she answered, sigh­ing and they headed off down the street.

	„Are you sure you‘re okay?“

	„I am now,“ she whispered, snug­gling into his body.



	
CHAPTER TWO

	Tommy closed the door to his par­ent‘s apart­ment and he and Mary went into the liv­ing room. Tommy put some soft mu­sic on the ste­reo while Mary made her­self com­fort­able on the couch. He came over to join her and they nestled to­gether.

	„Oh, Tommy,“ Mary whispered and grabbed him to her. She loved the warm feel­ing of his arms around her. She felt so se­cure. And so loved. She wanted to fuck.

	Tommy took her and pressed his head to hers, their i lips meet­ing and part­ing to­gether. Mary thrust her tongue into his mouth, lick­ing his tongue and the in­sides of his cheeks. She lapped her tongue across his teeth and let her mouth fill with his saliva. She swal­lowed the heavy fluid with rel­ish. She moved her hands up and down his strong back, squeez­ing the muscles to loosen any ten­sion. Tommy slipped a hand around Mary‘s back and up in­side her sweater. He was sur­prised to find her bra­less but he cupped her tit gently in his palm.

	„Uhh,“ Mary moaned softly into his mouth at the feel of his tender hand on her chest.

	He stroked the buoy­ant flesh with de­light, run­ning his thumb back and forth across the already erect nipple. Her tit seemed to ooze around his fin­gers and he could feel the warmth em­an­at­ing from her skin as her body began to warm sexu­ally. He moved to her other breast, play­ing as gently with the other orb as he had the first. They kissed more pas­sion­ately now, their breath­ing, hot, quick, fer­vent.

	Tommy broke the kiss and grasped the bot­tom of Mary‘s sweater. She leaned back and smiled at him as he lif­ted the gar­ment over her head. Her long blonde hair flew in the air and her tits rolled sen­su­ously, beck­on­ing to him. He re­spon­ded im­me­di­ately, throw­ing her sweater on the rug and tilt­ing his head to her chest. He caught her left tit with his lips and Mary watched in­tently as it dis­ap­peared in­side him, feel­ing the warm, moist­ness of his mouth en­velop her proud tit. She sighed deeply and leaned back against the couch, cradling his head in her hands, run­ning her fin­gers through his dark hair.

	Tommy sucked on the young flesh, heat­ing it, mak­ing her tingle all over. He swirled his tongue all around the globe, lightly bat­ter­ing the nipple as he criss-crossed the flesh with sen­su­ous strokes. He cupped her right tit in his hand, rolling it around gently, lov­ingly. His hot breath waf­ted across her chest and neck as he sucked on her. He closed his mouth tightly on her mound bit into the skin, leav­ing a red mark. Mary groaned with pleas­ure. She pressed him to her bosom.

	Mary felt the wan­ton de­sire, the sexual fire, build­ing in her lions. His mouth felt so good to her but she wanted to do some­thing for him. She wanted him to be pleas­ured. She wanted to make him de­li­ri­ously happy.

	She pushed his head from her chest, her tit fall­ing out from his mouth with a soft, sexy plop. He looked at her with a twinge of sur­prise and dis­ap­point­ment but the lust in her eyes re­moved any doubts he may have had. He smiled widely as she forced him gently back on the couch. She moved away from him and got up, lift­ing his legs so that he was full-length on the couch. She mas­saged his thighs for a few short mo­ments and watched the bulge in his crotch be­gin to stiffen.

	Mary moved up to him, her hand trail­ing a line across his groin, stom­ach and chest. She reached his head and knelt next to him. She leaned over and kissed him softly on the lips, then his cheek, and his neck. He smiled and closed his eyes, con­ten­tedly as she nibbled gently on his ear, for­cing her tongue in­side, clean­ing him, teas­ing him. Her hands moved down his front, un­but­ton­ing his shirt. Her lips fol­lowed, nois­ily kiss­ing the flesh. She found one nipple, then the other, lick­ing them slop­pily to erec­tion. She giggled as her face moved down his stom­ach, the dark body hairs tick­ling her now.

	Mary‘s search­ing lips came to his na­vel and her tongue snaked out to flicker in­side the tiny hole. She shif­ted her body un­til she was kneel­ing dir­ectly in front of his crotch area, the ob­ject of her fer­vent search. Tommy‘s body trembled slightly in an­ti­cip­a­tion and he shuddered in de­light as her tongue moved along the belt-line of his pants, for­cing its way un­der to caress the skin and tickle his pu­bic hair.

	„Uhhh,“ he moaned in pleas­ure.

	Tommy‘s pants were stretched out from the force of his erec­tion and Mary moved her mouth over the bulge, bit­ing the cloth and his cock at the same time. Then she lay her head down on the mound for a long time, just rev­el­ing in the hard feel and warmth of his mem­ber. It wasn‘t that she was teas­ing him, or her­self for that mat­ter. It was just that if felt so good, she felt so safe and se­cure.

	Fi­nally, she slowly un­buckled his belt and pulled down his zip­per. His cock stuck out al­most straight in the air. Mary yanked the pants off his hips as Tommy lif­ted him­self in the air to help her. She leaned down to pull the gar­ment from his ankles, re­mov­ing his socks and shoes at the same time. She lingered a mo­ment, caress­ing his feet, then moved back to Tommy‘s groin. Her mouth was crooked in a lewd smile of an­ti­cip­a­tion as she began to stroke his en­gorged flesh. Mary‘s face was but inches from Tommy‘s cock and she watched it twitch and jerk un­der the gentle ma­nip­u­la­tions of her search­ing hands. She moved her hand up and down the erec­tion, jerking him off through his un­der­pants.

	„Oh, Mary,“ he mur­mured, his hips rolling to the rhythm of her hand move­ments.

	Mary slid her hand all the way down his penis to grasp the base and hold it solidly, her fin­ger­tips teas­ing his scro­tum with light touches. She opened her mouth wide and bent her head, catch­ing the tip of his cock between her stretched lips, ac­tu­ally wrap­ping them around his briefs. She sucked migh­tily in­ward swal­low­ing part of his cock and let­ting it rest in­side her. She slurped her tongue around the shaft, soak­ing both the cock and the cloth cov­er­ing. Tommy‘s groan brought de­light to her ears and she let the crown plop from her mouth nois­ily. She cupped her mouth over his penis and moved up and down the full length.

	Her wet lips slid eas­ily over his shaft and her tongue flickered back and forth over the flesh while she moved. Wait­ing no longer, Mary grabbed the elastic hem of his pants and yanked the soaked gar­ment to his ankles and off in one quick move­ment.

	Tommy was totally nude now and his legs were spread wide to Mary‘s hungry gaze. She bent over a bit farther and gently moved his thigh down to the couch and res­ted her cheek on the hairy limb. She lif­ted Tommy‘s balls to meet her, catch­ing one testicle with her full lips and suck­ing it quickly in­side, ex­pelling a hot breath over his crotch.

	„Ummm,“ she moaned, lov­ing the musky taste.

	„Ohhh,“ Tommy groaned.

	Mary swirled her tongue over the flesh-covered egg, boun­cing it against her cheeks. She filled her mouth with saliva, let­ting the ball flow in­side her, then swal­low­ing the heavy-tast­ing fluid. She was breath­ing through her nose as it pressed against the base of his cock, in­hal­ing deeply the rich, mas­cu­line odor of his gen­tial area. She loved the smell and it was ex­cit­ing to her. She was suck­ing his testicle with a ven­geance now, al­most bruis­ing the del­ic­ate sexual ob­ject.

	Mary let the ball slide slop­pily from her mouth and hur­ried to swal­low the other one, leav­ing a trail of saliva on his sack that dribbled across her cheek and chin as she moved. Se­cur­ing the rock in her hungry mouth, Mary began to roll her head from side to side, stretch­ing the fleshy pouch as she sucked and licked with wild and noisy aban­don. She was moan­ing rap­idly, vi­brat­ing the testicle in her mouth and breath­ing hot gasps of air across the sens­it­ive skin of the boy‘s in­ner thighs.

	„Oh, suck me, Mary,“ Tommy groaned in pleas­ure, his voice deep. „Suck ... my ... cock!“ Re­luct­antly, she let his scro­tum drop from the pleas­ur­able con­fines of her tender mouth. Giv­ing each testicle a last sloppy kiss, Mary lif­ted her head from between his out­stretched legs. A string of rich-tast­ing saliva trailed from her mouth and she sucked at it, swal­low­ing it grate­fully when it came to her.

	Mary po­si­tioned her­self quickly above Tommy‘s strain­ing rod. She pushed her hair back be­hind her ears and she was ready. She would waste pre­cious little time in bring­ing him to or­gasm. Her own needs were as ur­gent as his. Her crotch was already sop­ping wet from work­ing on his balls. She licked her lips, wet­ting them even more and kissed the head of Tommy‘s penis. Then she opened her mouth wide and plunged her head down quickly, swal­low­ing his ri­gid man­hood in one gulp, right down to his pu­bic hairs.

	„Oh ... God ... Ohhh!“ Tommy al­most screamed in de­light as his cock was en­gulfed by her starving mouth. He looked down to see her full lips stretched wide around his thick cock, press­ing against his gen­ital patch of hair. Little droplets of saliva leaked out and wet the area. Damn, he loved those lips. They were so well-shaped, so thick, so soft and lus­cious. It al­ways ex­cited him no end just to see Mary‘s beau­ti­ful lips wrapped around his swollen dork, striv­ing migh­tily to force the juices out of him and down her throat.

	Mary‘s smooth cheeks puffed out from the pres­ence of his dick in­side her mouth, and the sight was grat­i­fy­ing. Even just listen­ing to her in sex, the way she moaned and groaned in ex­cite­ment made him feel so good. He knew that she en­joyed suck­ing and fuck­ing him as much as he en­joyed it, maybe even more. And she was so beau­ti­ful, her lips, nose, blue eyes, just everything about her. And her long blonde hair, so soft and silky, now pushed be­hind her ears as she worked on his erec­tion, flow­ing down her back and across his thighs.

	And Mary knew he was watch­ing her and she loved it. It ex­cited her all the more to know Tommy was star­ing at her as she blew him. It gave her a very spe­cial thrill.

	Mary just let the hard, hot cock rest in her mouth, slow­ing down the rap­idly rising tempo of their oral love­mak­ing. She sucked her cheeks in and out slowly on his rod, sa­vor­ing the fla­vor. Her flick­er­ing tongue snaked around and around the cock, lick­ing little paths across the red-hot flesh, fol­low­ing the prom­in­ent veins, and run­ning un­der the edge of the crown. Tan­tal­iz­ingly, with arous­ing de­term­in­a­tion, Mary lif­ted her head up and off, leav­ing her tongue stick­ing out like a dog in heat, her eyes glazed, her breath hot and husky. She licked the tiny piss-hole, swal­low­ing with great rel­ish the sticky drops of pre-cum that had gathered. Mary looked up from his glisten­ing penis as she con­tin­ued lap­ping the crown and was pleased to meet his pleas­ure-filled gaze. He grinned at her.

	„Mmm,“ Mary moaned, smil­ing. „You taste so fuck­ing de­li­cious, Tommy.“

	„It feels so good, Mary.“

	And she was glad that it did. She opened her mouth again and slid his penis into her, rub­bing the hardened flesh against the in­sides of her cheeks un­til it was bur­ied within the will­ing re­cept­acle. She put her hands un­der his body and firmly grasped his ass-cheeks, squeez­ing the pli­ant flesh ten­derly. With a low, sexual grunt, Mary tightened her lips around his cock and began to suck as hard as she could. Her head moved up and down wildly, beg­ging now for the jism she knew was build­ing in his loins. Fasster and faster she moved, her head a blur, the fric­tion burn­ing her taut lips, her long, blonde hair fly­ing in all dir­ec­tions. Come Tommy, she thought, please fill my mouth with your hot jizz. Des­per­ately she de­voured him, plead­ing for the tangy ejac­u­late she knew was but mo­ments from spurt­ing.

	Tommy sud­denly lif­ted her head from his crotch and held it in the air. Mary‘s lips smacked to­gether in sur­prise at this in­ter­rup­tion and she looked quickly up at him, her eyes full of dis­ap­point­ment. He hur­ried to re­as­sure her.

	„I want to fuck you.“

	Mary was breath­ing heav­ily as she looked at him, her mind foggy from sexual ex­cite­ment. She ran her tongue over her moist, sen­su­ous lips, tast­ing him and his pre-cum. She wanted to feel him ex­plode in her mouth and down her throat but the sop­ping wet con­di­tion of her pussy re­minded her that it yearned to be filled. And he had just the utensil to plug it with.

	„Do we have time?“ she asked, won­der­ing when Tommy‘s par­ents were due home.

	„Yeah, we have plenty of time, baby.“

	Mary rose un­stead­ily to her feet and stood be­fore him, her tits sway­ing in­vit­ingly. Without a hint of shame from his pry­ing eyes, she un­did her pants and they dropped to the floor in a heap around her ankles. Her body trembled in ex­cite­ment as she yanked her panties down and stepped out of both gar­ments and her shoes. She straightened, com­pletely na­ked now, and felt Tommy‘s eyes bore into her blonde fuzz-covered cunt. She was proud of her young body and she lingered un­der his ap­pre­ci­at­ive glance for a long mo­ment, happy that he found her body so arous­ing.

	Tommy‘s cock was bob­bing crazily in the air, wait­ing for her hot pussy, and he beckoned to her. She moved over to him and lif­ted a leg up to straddle his hips, pla­cing a knee on either side of his body. Her pussy was steam­ing moist and his cock was rock­hard, wet and more than ready. Mary clutched his rod and guided it to her pink open­ing, rub­bing it sen­su­ously around the en­trance to her sloppy box. Fi­nally, she let go and let her­self down, im­pal­ing her­self in one slow slide.

	„Uhhh,“ he groaned as they fucked, feel­ing the burn­ing heat of her pussy en­vel­ope his cock.

	„Ohhh,“ she moaned as they screwed, feel­ing her hungry cunt be­ing stuffed.

	They were both ready to shoot off and they wasted little time in really get­ting into it. Mary star­ted buck­ing up and down im­me­di­ately, like she was rid­ing a bronco. Her breasts bounced up and down as she moved, slap­ping against her chest, ex­cit­ing her all the more. She reached down in front of her and care­fully stroked Tommy‘s mus­cu­lar chest as they fucked crazily. In and out, faster and faster, she moved. The fric­tion of their coup­ling heated the room and the odor of sex per­meated the air. Mary‘s soft, full but­tocks slapped Tommy‘s thighs with each rapid down­ward stroke and twitched tightly when she rose to the tip of his penis.

	„Oh, Mary, I‘m com­ing soon,“ he rasped. „Faster, Mary, faster!“ She did as he asked, her body be­com­ing a trem­bling blur from its speed. „Oh, Tommy, I love you.“

	„Ohhh,“ he cried as he pushed into her as deeply as his pel­vis would al­low. He grabbed her smooth ass-cheeks and squeezed the pli­ant flesh with all his might, for­cing her down on him.

	„Oo­hhh,“ she screamed in pain and pleas­ure as he pinched the tender flesh of her bot­tom. The muscles of her cunt tightened and the first wave of or­gasm began, caus­ing her body to tremble un­con­trol­lably and she cried out loudly. Her con­stric­tions and con­vul­sions brought Tommy to his own or­gasm. His‘ hard dick trembled and spewed forth its hot seed in great gobs, ming­ling with her own juices to form a hot sticky lava of sexual jism that ran out of her and onto Tommy‘s cock and balls and down between his legs. Again and again he spur­ted in­side her, filling her to over­flow­ing with his hot sperm. And she matched each ejac­u­la­tion with a steady stream of pussy-juice.

	„Ohh, Tommy!“ she whispered, gasp­ing for breath. Her waves of or­gasm were abat­ing and she melted down on him, lay­ing her head on his chest, still hold­ing his cock within her. Her body was flushed red from pleas­ure and she felt drained but so good, so se­cure, so con­ten­ted. Tommy hugged her to his chest and ran his hands up and down her back and but­tocks. His cock shriveled rap­idly and fi­nally plopped out of her, com­ing to rest on his wet sticky thigh. His en­tire gen­ital area was drenched in the sticky product of their fuck and he was sat­is­fied.

	Mary res­ted in his arms and had to ask the ques­tion she was afraid she already knew the an­swer to.

	„Tommy?“ she began shyly.

	„Huh?“

	„Could we run away?“ she asked quietly. Might as well be dir­ect, she thought.

	„Huh?“ Tommy gasped, snap­ping out of his post-or­gasm haze.

	„Can we run away to­gether?“

	„Well ... uh ... when?“

	„To­night? To­mor­row? The next day?“ Tommy, I just can‘t stay in that house any longer.“

	„But, Mary,“ he pro­tested. „We‘re too young. I have to fin­ish school and get a job. We have no money and-“

	„Do you love me?“

	„I like you a real lot and I think you‘re beau­ti­ful and all.“

	„But do you love me?“

	„I ... I ... don‘t know.“

	„I‘m sorry, Tommy. For­get I brought the stu­pid idea up, all right?“ And she really was. It was stu­pid, es­pe­cially right after mak­ing love to him. It was just that she felt so good after hav­ing sex with him, so happy and se­cure. She wished those mo­ments would never have to end and that she would never have to go back to the apart­ment and face her par­ents.

	„Well, don‘t worry. Things will work out at home.“ He was re­lieved she didn‘t press it. They had a lot of fun to­gether but he didn‘t want to get too in­volved. They were just kids and they had no busi­ness get­ting ser­i­ous.

	Mary snuggled to him and bur­ied her head on the couch arm above him. He was glad that she was feel­ing a little bet­ter and wasn‘t too up­set. He slid a fin­ger into the crack of her ass and rubbed gently. And she cried softly and si­lently.

	Mary got home about nine and walked quietly through the darkened liv­ing room. She could hear the drunk-in­duced snor­ing of her father on the couch and she breathed a soft sigh of re­lief. Thank God he wasn‘t up or there would be no telling what kind of scene might en­sue. She went to her room and un­dressed quickly, hop­ing her mother wouldn‘t come in to bother her. She was in no mood for any­thing but be­ing alone. She hopped into bed and lay think­ing. She wished Tommy could love her as much as she loved him and that they could run away to­gether. Oh, stop act­ing like a little girl, she scol­ded her­self. He didn‘t love her and that was that. They would still have sex to­gether, she knew he loved that and she did, too. Maybe sex was what she loved most about him. Oh, well. She fought back her tears and fell asleep.



	
CHAPTER THREE

	Mary had made it out of the house in the morn­ing be­fore her father was awake and she was glad. The less she saw of him, the bet­ter. Things were go­ing from bad to worse at home.

	School had gone as usual today and the sad­ness she had felt last night about Tommy‘s not lov­ing her had dis­ap­peared. She was look­ing for­ward to see­ing him after school, want­ing to be with him and Carol and James, her friends. She felt nice and warm in their com­pany.

	Mary met Tommy in the hall­way and they em­braced hap­pily.

	„How did things go today?“ he asked as they moved to­ward the door arm-in-arm.

	„Oh, noth­ing spe­cial. I had a math test. It was pretty hard but I think I did all right.“

	„You al­ways do.“

	She smiled hap­pily at him in reply.

	„Do you have to go right home today?“ he asked.

	And her smile faded. „I don‘t care if I never go home.“

	„Now, Mary, don‘t start that again. You‘re too young to do any­thing about it.“

	„I know.“

	„Look,“ he con­tin­ued. „I saw James be­fore and he told me his par­ents went out to the is­land for the day and won‘t be back un­til late. Do you want to go over to his place for a while?“

	„Um, that sounds nice.“

	„There he is now. And Carol,“ Tommy said, spy­ing his friends head­ing to­ward them.

	„Hi, guys,“ Jimmy greeted. „Are you go­ing to come over?“

	„Well, what did you have in mind?“ Mary chided.

	„Everything,“ Jimmy said, look­ing the young blonde up and down sug­gest­ively.

	„Let‘s go, ti­ger,“ Mary laughed and the four of them left the school.

	„Jim,“ Tommy asked later as they entered his house, „do your par­ents have any booze around?“

	„I sure hope so. What would a party be without drink­ing?“

	„Or sex?“ Carol ex­pressed, sug­gest­ively hug­ging her boy friend low around the hips.

	„Down, girl,“ he joked. „All in good time.“

	„Well, if you feel that way about it. I‘ll go with Tommy.“ Carol moved to the other couple and slipped her arm around the young man. She drew him to her and kissed him full on the lips, slid­ing her tongue in­side his mouth and lick­ing his teeth and gums. Mary and Jimmy watched them kiss without jeal­ousy. They were turned on if any­thing. The four of them had been hav­ing sex for quite a while, of­ten switch­ing part­ners dur­ing their love­mak­ing. Mary loved Tommy but for sheer sexual pleas­ure, straight phys­ical ex­cite­ment, she pre­ferred Jimmy, if only for the size and shape of his mon­strous cock. The red­head had a nine inch penis and it was thick as hell, far sur­pass­ing the size of Tommy‘s nor­mal dick. Just look­ing at it, stand­ing out from his patch of red pu­bic hair, glisten­ing wetly and rock-hard, sent shivers of ex­cite­ment through her loins.

	„Okay, kids, break it up,“ Jimmy yelled, pinch­ing Carol on the ass. „Here‘s the booze.“ And he pro­duced a bottle of Scotch from be­hind his back.

	Carol and Tommy broke the kiss nois­ily, breath­ing heav­ily, their lips moistened.

	„Ummm,“ Carol mur­mured. „You taste de­li­cious.“ They moved into the liv­ing room to­gether. Mary and Jimmy sat on the couch and Carol and Tommy re­clined on the rug be­fore them, form­ing a tight square, the bottle in the middle.

	„Shall we pay for our drinks?“ Tommy asked, his face broken in a sly smile.

	„Of course!“ they all shouted in uni­son, laugh­ing at the idea of the naughty game they were about to play.

	„Ladies first,“ said Jim, tak­ing off the screw cap and prof­fer­ing the bottle to Mary.

	„Oh, my,“ she said, tak­ing it and bring­ing it slowly to her open mouth. She gulped a long swal­low and coughed heav­ily as the fiery li­quid burned her throat. The oth­ers laughed loudly at her re­ac­tion.

	„You should pay two pieces for that much,“ Carol joked as she took the bottle from her friend‘s out­stretched hand.

	„Pay up,“ Tommy ad­ded.

	Mary reached down and slipped off a san­dal.

	„Boo!“ they cried.

	„Take off your blouse,“ Jimmy yelled. „All in good time,“ Mary answered.

	Carol took a drink and re­moved a shoe. Then the boys did the same and the bottle was passed back to Mary.

	The drink­ing pro­gressed and the clothes began to come off rap­idly, es­pe­cially at the be­gin­ning. Already the pace was slow­ing and they all began to feel the ef­fects of the li­quor. Any pos­sible in­hib­i­tions had dis­ap­peared. The bottle made its way back to Mary, but she slumped deep into the sofa, dressed only in her panties and blouse.

	„I can‘t drink an­other drop,“ she pro­claimed.

	„Come on, come on,“ they chided.

	„Can‘t I just pay for it and not take the drink?“ she asked earn­estly, feel­ing full and warm from the al­co­hol.

	„Just a little sip. Come on,“ Carol said.

	„Oh, Oh ... all right.“ Mary raised her­self on her el­bows and lif­ted the bottle, tak­ing a small amount in her mouth and swal­low­ing it with some ef­fort.

	„Are you happy now?“ she asked the oth­ers as she sat for­ward and lif­ted her blouse over here head. Her bra­less tits swung free, quiv­er­ing slightly. She felt every­one‘s eyes on her chest. That made her feel good and she leaned back, for­cing her proud breasts to thrust out.

	Carol was next and after she took her drink, a long draw, she re­moved her blouse, re­veal­ing her huge bosom. Un­like Mary though, she was wear­ing a bra.

	„That‘s not fair,“ Mary laughed.

	„Okay,“ Carol giggled and reached be­hind her­self, un­hook­ing the bra. The gar­ment slipped from her shoulders and her tits dropped free, her chest heav­ing. Carol‘s tits were gi­gantic and her nipples were the size of sil­ver dol­lars, the points already hard.

	„And now the boys,“ Carol said, turn­ing to Tommy to pass him the bottle. One tit brushed sen­su­ally against his arm as she moved and she left it there. Tommy had only his jockey shorts left and they were about to be re­moved. He took his drink, handed the bottle to Jimmy and stood up. The girls watched him with shame­less in­terest while Jimmy took his own slug from the bottle. It was al­most empty.

	Tommy hooked his fin­gers on the elastic of his shorts and pulled them down to the floor. He bent over and took the cloth from his ankles.

	The girls let out quick gasps at the ap­pear­ance of his flac­cid penis. Carol, seated next to him, reached up and began to stroke the fleshy rod. Im­me­di­ately, it began to swell and stiffen un­der her del­ic­ate touch. Mary watched in­tently as his cock throbbed in Carol‘s sooth­ing hand, quiv­er­ing and grow­ing un­til it stood straight out, not large but rock-hard. Carol firmly jerked the bony erec­tion from the floor, then got to her knees be­side him. Still fond­ling his swollen or­gan, she began to plant light lov­ing kisses on his ass-cheeks.

	Mary felt her body heat up as her girl friend‘s search­ing mouth headed to­ward Tommy‘s penis. She loved both of them and she loved watch­ing them have sex. She and Carol were so close it was as if she were mak­ing love to Tommy and watch­ing her­self.

	Carol‘s wet lips moved to Tommy‘s pel­vis, stop­ping an inch from the penis in her hand. She stuck her tongue way out and began to lick his prick lightly. Slid­ing her head from side to side, she wet the en­tire length of his shaft with her pink tender tongue. Carol glanced over at Mary and was pleased to real­ize her girl friend was watch­ing her with un­masked lust in her eyes. Carol smiled widely at her as she flicked her tongue in sen­su­ous circles around the tip of his rod, lov­ing the sexual in­tim­acy the girl‘s shared. She lingered long mo­ments tick­ling his penis with her tongue, star­ing deep into Mary‘s eyes.

	Fi­nally, she crawled on her knees to po­s­i­tion her­self dir­ectly in front of Tommy, hold­ing his cock be­fore her hungry mouth and lick­ing his piss-hole. She caught a drop of pre-cum and de­voured it hap­pily. His or­gan throbbed migh­tily in her grasp, beg­ging to be en­vel­oped, and she didn‘t dis­ap­point him. Moan­ing loudly, she opened her mouth and moved for­ward, slid­ing the slip­pery tool in­side her and clamp­ing her lips tightly on him. She swal­lowed most of his cock in one slurp­ing gulp and let it rest there, suck­ing her cheeks in and out to drain the heavy-tast­ing juice from the rock-hard flesh.

	„Ohhh, that feels so good,“ Tommy groaned.

	„Ummm,“ Carol moaned in reply, the stiff penis stifling her sounds. She in­creased the strength of her suck­ing, then star­ted to slowly move her head back and forth on his meat. Tommy put his hands on his hips and re­laxed, rev­el­ing in her pro­fi­cient or­al­ism.

	„Hey,“ Jimmy whispered in Mary‘s ear as he nudged her gently. „What about me?“ Mary jerked in sur­prise. She had be­come so en­grossed in watch­ing Carol and Tommy fool around that she had for­got­ten Jimmy was even there. It was like her two friends were put­ting on a private sex show for her. She turned to Jimmy now and smiled at the huge bulge in his un­der­shorts. Ob­vi­ously, he had been watch­ing too and was turned on.

	„What about you?“ she whispered back, teas­ing him.

	Mary leaned to­ward Jimmy, pulling his head to her and meet­ing his lips with her own. They clung to each other and shared a long, sen­su­ous kiss as Mary par­ted her lips and pressed her tongue in­side his mouth. She sucked his tongue into her, draw­ing tightly on it like she would a cock. They were breath­ing heav­ily across each other‘s faces as they kissed and Jimmy slowly moved his hands up to grasp Mary‘s young tits.

	„Umm,“ Mary purred con­ten­tedly into his mouth at the touch. In re­sponse, she began run­ning her hands up and down Jimmy‘s strong back, lov­ing the mas­cu­line strength and fig­ure.

	Jimmy squeezed Mary‘s small globes, let­ting the flesh pulsate between his gently caress­ing fin­gers. He ex­ten­ded his thumbs and rubbed her pert nipples back and forth.

	Care­ful to keep the kiss, Mary pushed the boy back­wards mak­ing him fall full-length on the couch with her on top. She climbed on him, her tits rolling across his chest, her na­ked thighs pressed to his. She took her mouth from his and snaked her tongue out, lick­ing along the path of his lips, top and bot­tom in a full circle. She looked up at Jimmy with lust-filled eyes, kissed him hard once again, then began to move down his body, her na­ked flesh pressed to him. She kissed his neck and bit the skin, mak­ing red marks from her teeth. Jimmy groaned in pain and pleas­ure at her ac­tions. She licked a sloppy path down across his throat to the hairy chest, let­ting the red hairs tickle her nose. She licked each of his-nipples to erec­tion. She moved on and caressed his na­vel with her wet tongue. She planted soft kisses along his ab­do­men un­til she felt his cloth-covered erec­tion bob­bing en­ti­cingly into her chin. Man­euv­er­ing her­self between Jimmy‘s legs, Mary knelt and res­ted her cheek against his groin, feel­ing the burn­ing stiff­ness within on her soft skin, rev­el­ing in the warmth be­ing gen­er­ated there. She opened her mouth wide and closed it over his en­gorged prick, still trapped in the shorts. She soaked the cloth with her saliva, tast­ing his suc­cu­lent cock through it. She sat up sud­denly and grabbed the elastic hem of his un­der­pants.

	„Lift your hips up,“ she de­man­ded, her voice husky, filled with de­sire.

	Jimmy lay com­fort­ably on the couch, his eyes closed, his breath com­ing out in short, heavy spurts. He did as she dir­ec­ted and Mary whipped off his shorts. His gi­ant cock jumped into view, bob­bing back and forth in front of her as if in ex­cite­ment at be­ing re­leased from its con­straints.

	„Ohh, God!“ Mary gasped at the sight of his huge rod, lick­ing her lips lewdly in an­ti­cip­a­tion. What a beau­ti­ful cock, she thought, just star­ing at it in ap­pre­ci­ation. So big, red, throb­bing and de­li­cious-look­ing. God, was she get­ting ex­cited just look­ing at him com­pletely ex­posed like that. Her pussy was sop­ping wet, the juices wetly stain­ing her panties. Kneel­ing for­ward, Mary grabbed the base of his shaft with both hands and tilted her head. She kissed the tip of his cock pas­sion­ately and licked a drip of pre-ejac­u­late from the hole. Sweep­ing a path down and around his rock-hard cock with her tongue, she wet­ted its en­tirety. She flickered her tongue over his prom­in­ent, bul­ging blue veins and fluttered it around and around the swollen crown.

	„Uhh, suck it, baby,“ Jimmy gasped, bring­ing a glow­ing smile to Mary‘s glisten­ing, sloppy mouth.

	Stretch­ing her lips as wide as pos­sible, Mary took the large crown in her mouth and sucked with de­light the pun­gent flesh. Slowly, she moved down­ward, strug­gling to get the mon­strous erec­tion in­side her. His penis filled her oral cav­ity and she slid it into her un­til it banged against the en­trance to her throat, caus­ing her to gag and ex­pulse a hot wave of breath over his gen­it­als. She moved quickly up a bit, not want­ing to choke on his big dong, and closed her sweet lips tightly on his fleshy bone. Hold­ing his prick still in her mouth, Mary swept her tongue around the taut skin, soak­ing him in saliva, giv­ing him a sen­sual, lov­ing tongue bath.

	Mary let the juices build in her mouth to make a soft, wet pool for his cock and then she began to blow him in earn­est, cram­ming his cock into her. She moved her head up and down on him, slowly at first, then more rap­idly. The thick dong slid eas­ily through her sloppy lips, though her mouth was strain­ing to open so widely, and little pools of her saliva were form­ing at the base of his peter, wet­ting the red pu­bic hair. In­flamed as hell, Mary re­laxed her throat muscles and let the tip of his cock slide down into her on a long, down­ward move­ment. Damn, if felt so fuck­ing good to her, filled to the brim with Jimmy‘s huge cock.

	Mary loved the ob­scene act she was per­form­ing. The taste, the sexual odor that filled the air, and, yes, even the de­grad­a­tion, brought her to heights of pleas­ure. She wanted des­per­ately to swal­low his hot burn­ing cum, to feel him blast off in­side her warm, hungry mouth. Faster and faster she moved, slid­ing his prick deep into her throat, then up un­til only the tip was between her lips.

	Sud­denly, Mary felt warm hands on her ass. The tender fin­gers caressed the silky fab­ric of her panties and ran down along the crack of her be­hind. She felt the hand move the gar­ment aside and be­gin to tickle her pink as­shole, for­cing it­self slightly in­side her. It con­tin­ued on and up into her crotch, slid­ing back and forth over her pussy. A fin­ger slipped in­side her cunt lips and Mary gasped in de­light. Her steam­ing box clutched the fin­ger and seemed to suck it fur­ther in­side her, while she spread her legs to ac­com­mod­ate the prob­ing fin­gers without miss­ing a beat of the blow-job she was giv­ing Jimmy.

	Oh, Tommy, she thought, that feels great. It was just what Mary needed to sat­isfy her own body‘s needs. She wiggled her ass in pleas­ure, twitch­ing the cheeks, to let him know how good it felt to her. Al­most in re­sponse, a thumb found her clit­oris and began to stroke the little but­ton vig­or­ously.

	Mean­while, Tommy was about to come. He grabbed the back of Carol‘s head and forced his cock deep into her mouth, run­ning his fin­gers through her soft, dark hair. He moved her head back and forth on his in­flamed penis, us­ing her mouth as a ready re­cept­acle for his sex.

	Carol re­laxed a bit and let Tommy‘s hands do the work as his cock slid in and out of her lips. She gobbled his meat and her tongue swirled around the shaft. Her arms were wrapped around his hips, her fin­gers ex­ten­ded, strok­ing the mus­cu­lar cheeks of his back­side and tick­ling his dark as­shole.

	Tommy watched the bloated face of the pretty young girl, swollen and flushed as she de­voured his mem­ber. Her full lips slid slop­pily over him as he moved her head with his strong hands and his en­tire gen­ital area was soaked with saliva and pre-cum. Carol was moan­ing now as loudly as he was, wait­ing for his cli­max with anxious ex­cite­ment.

	„I‘m ... com­ing!“ Tommy cried, pulling her hard against his pel­vic bone, press­ing her face right to his crotch. His dark pu­bic hairs rubbed against her nose and cheeks. „I‘m ... com­ing!“

	Carol his cock spasm and she braced her­self. She shoved a fin­ger deep into Tommy‘s as­shole and he blas­ted off.

	„Uhhh!“ he yelled and his en­tire body con­vulsed.

	Tommy‘s cock quivered in Carol‘s mouth and spur­ted a gob of cum down the young girl‘s throat. The hot li­quid pleas­ur­ably heated her as it ran down into her stom­ach. She re­leased his cock slightly and it twitched again, spurt­ing into her wait­ing mouth. The jizz cas­caded off the roof of her mouth and began to fill her. Again and again he ex­ploded, de­pos­it­ing sticky pools of cum all over her mouth and Carol let the juices build in her un­til his jerking penis calmed. Her mouth was filled with the tangy jism and she swal­lowed slowly, sa­vor­ing the tart, sour fluid. Tommy‘s cock ceased con­strict­ing but it re­mained hard and con­tin­ued drib­bling out small droplets of sperm. Carol sucked on it softly, aware of how tender a penis was after or­gasm, swal­low­ing the di­min­ish­ing amounts of sweet jizz it pro­duced. Her stom­ach was full of the hot juice, her throat was heav­ily coated with it and her mouth tasted like a cock. She took the red meat out of her mouth and held it in front of her, star­ing at it lewdly.

	„Oh, I gotta sit down,“ Tommy de­clared, ex­hausted from the drink­ing and his or­gasm. He fell to the floor and Carol leaned for­ward with him, never re­leas­ing her grip on his rap­idly shriv­el­ing cock. Tommy lay down and closed his eyes, nod­ding off in a short mo­ment.

	Carol squeezed his cock firmly, pulling up from the base to the tip. A gob of jizz ap­peared at the hole and she lapped it up without hes­it­a­tion. She squeezed again, but was dis­ap­poin­ted-he was drained dry. She kissed his cock, now shriveled to next to noth­ing, and smacked her lips con­ten­tedly.

	Carol no­ticed Tommy was drift­ing off to sleep.

	Mak­ing up her mind in a minute, she got up and moved to­ward the couch.

	Carol sat down on the sofa be­hind Mary, un­noticed by her blonde girl friend. Jimmy‘s eyes were closed while Mary blew him and, sigh­ing softly, Carol began to caress Mary‘s ass. She slid her hand along the crack of the girl‘s bum and pushed aside the panties to fin­ger her tight hole. Mary spread her legs and Carol brought her hand down to play with her wet pussy. She felt her girl friend re­spond to her ma­nip­u­la­tions and, loc­at­ing her clit­oris, began to fondle it lov­ingly.

	Carol moved her other hand down into her own panties and began play­ing with her­self in uni­son to her strok­ing of Mary‘s pussy. Her fin­gers moved rap­idly around both cunts, the thumbs squeez­ing sen­su­ously their re­spect­ive clits.

	„Oh, Mary ... I‘m close, so close,“ Jimmy muttered, his voice deep, his eyes tightly closed in ec­stasy. Her mouth was so fuck­ing tal­en­ted.

	„Umm,“ Mary ac­know­ledged, for­cing her head to move up and down on him even faster, want­ing him to come in her, beg­ging for him to fill her. Her jaw was aching from the sheer ef­fort of keep­ing her mouth around his cock but the dull pain was noth­ing com­pared to her pleas­ure at blow­ing him and the fant­astic hand fond­ling her burn­ing cunt. Mary rolled her hips to fa­cil­it­ate the ac­tions of the prob­ing fin­gers. Her head was swim­ming in a sexual river and she felt close to com­ing. She kneaded Jimmy‘s huge scro­tum through her fin­gers and slipped one down to plug his hairy, puckered as­shole.

	„I‘m com­ing,“ he cried hap­pily. „Ohh ... I‘m com­ing!“ Mary grabbed the base of his cock with two hands and jerked him firmly, suck­ing with all her might. His cock throbbed and seemed to grow even big­ger in­side her, for­cing her cheeks to bloat out as if she had the mumps. And then it spur­ted, gush­ing blobs of jizz into her. Mary swal­lowed quickly, con­sum­ing the heavy juice with fer­vor, al­most chok­ing from the quant­ity. Again it spewed, and again she gulped it down. She was in heaven slurp­ing the sour, sticky jism and the fin­ger at her clit­oris brought her off.

	„Uhh!“ Mary moaned, deep in her throat. The sound came out garbled through her se­men-filled mouth. She pressed her pussy down on the hand and rode out the waves of her or­gasm, all the while sip­ping at the end of Jimmy‘ penis.

	Carol heard Jimmy‘s cries of or­gasm and she hur­ried to make Mary join him. She rubbed the blonde girl‘s clit­oris faster and faster, light, flick­er­ing, tender strokes that she knew drove her, and any other girl, wild. She felt Jimmy‘s body shake the couch and his legs stiffen near her. She knew he was com­ing and she con­tin­ued work­ing on Mary, whose mouth was rap­idly filling with sperm. Mary‘s body trembled as she came. Carol slowed her fond­ling, more gently now, as her friend pushed her sop­ping box down on her hand. The juices flowed freely from her pussy and stuck sex­ily to Carol‘s fin­gers.

	Carol re­moved her hand from Mary‘s cunt with re­luct­ance, but she knew time was get­ting short. She was glad that she was able to make her friend come. She got up si­lently from the sofa and moved to Tommy, ly­ing down next to him on the floor. He was still sleep­ing and she kissed him softly on the cheek, then res­ted her head on his heav­ing chest.

	Mary‘s or­gasm abated as the hand moved out from un­der her, her pussy was soaked. Jimmy‘s cock was shriv­el­ing in her hot mouth but she sucked it for all the come she could get. Even soft, his cock was a good size and she let it plop from her lips and settle on his ab­do­men. She squeezed the fleshy, red meat and a gob of sperm formed at the tip and fell to his skin. She licked it up like a cat.

	„Umm, your cum tastes de­li­cious,“ Mary said.

	„Uh-huh,“ Jimmy answered, semi-con­scious. He was only half-aware of what was go­ing on but he knew his cock felt great and his body was re­laxed as hell.

	Mary snuggled her face to Jimmy‘s crotch, lov­ing the warm feel of the area, still wet and a bit sticky. She felt his hand come down ab­sent-mindedly to stroke her long, blonde hair and she was glad it did. She caressed his thighs and licked around his red pu­bes, clean­ing him. She was rest­ing really, happy, con­ten­ted and sa­ti­ated. Only now did she think of Tommy and Carol, es­pe­cially Tommy‘s hand bring­ing her to or­gasm. She turned her head to find them ly­ing on the floor, ap­par­ently asleep. Oh, well. Every­one else can go to sleep for awhile, but Mary had to get home be­fore she was killed for com­ing home too late.

	Mary stepped lightly around the oth­ers gath­er­ing her clothes and head­ing into the bath­room. She cleaned her­self, find­ing strings of cum on her chin and cheek, and washed her mouth out. She dressed and, after one last check in the mir­ror to in­spect her ap­pear­ance, walked back into the liv­ing room. She roused Tommy and he dressed quickly without dis­tru­bing their friends. They left Carol and Jimmy asleep and na­ked. Mary stopped at the door.

	„Look at Carol,“ she said, smil­ing.

	Tommy turned to see the bru­nette on her side, fa­cing them, com­pletely nude. And she was lick­ing her fin­gers in her sleep, suck­ing them clean. Tommy smiled.

	„She‘s so cute some­times,“ Mary stated, gig­gling and clos­ing the door be­hind them.

	Carol sucked her fin­gers in her sleep, tast­ing the pussy juice from Mary and lov­ing it.



	
CHAPTER FOUR

	Mr. and Mrs. John­son sat eat­ing their din­ner in si­lence. Mr. John­son took a long swal­low from the beer can he held, empty­ing it. He belched loudly and slammed the con­tainer on the table, star­ing hard at his din­ner part­ner.

	His du­ti­ful wife took the ob­vi­ous hint and went to the re­fri­ger­ator. She took out an­other beer and brought it to him. She wished he wouldn‘t drink so much but she was afraid to say any­thing to him about it and start a fight. He was half-loaded already. He took the beer from her and popped it open, spray­ing the table with a foamy mist. She didn‘t say a word, just mov­ing back to her seat. Mr. John­son tapped his foot men­acingly on the floor and the air was heavy with dread an­ti­cip­a­tion.

	Oh, Mary, hurry home, please, Mrs. John­son thought si­lently. She feared the scene she knew would oc­cur as soon as her daugh­ter re­turned and the later it got, the worse it would be. And she was power­less to do any­thing about it. She glanced at the kit­chen clock and took an­other bite.

	Tommy left Mary at the usual corner and, kiss­ing her good-bye, turned to go home. She watched him leave and had to struggle with her feel­ings. She wanted to run after him and take him and just keep run­ning. To­gether. Any­where. But she knew it was out of the ques­tion, for him any­way. But she could day­dream. And she turned with a tear welling in her eye. She wiped it away with resig­na­tion. It‘s not the end of the world, she thought.

	Paus­ing in the hall­way of her apart­ment house, Mary tugged her clothes to make sure everything was in or­der. She knew her father would give her a hard time about be­ing late, and, of course, about not wear­ing a bra. She couldn‘t ima­gine what he would do if he found her zip­per down or her blouse open. Prob­ably pant like a dog in heat, she de­cided. Well, everything seems in or­der. She took a deep breath, might as well get it over with. I hope he hasn‘t been drink­ing too much today, she thought. Not much chance.

	Mary opened the door as quietly as she could and stepped lightly in­side. Even the little noise she made was evid­ent in the si­lent apart­ment.

	„Mary!“

	She didn‘t an­swer. „MARY!“.

	„Yes,“ she re­spon­ded, a little too sweetly.

	„Where the hell have you been?“ her father yelled, hur­ry­ing into the liv­ing room. His eyes were glazed and slightly blood­shot and Mary knew he was at least partly drunk. And that meant trouble. He marched right up to her and stared hard into her eyes.

	„I said, where have you been? You know we eat din­ner the same time every night. Since when are you priv­ileged enough to hold us up?“

	„I‘m sorry. I just lost track of the time.“

	„Where were you?“ Mr. John­son asked again, grabbing and squeez­ing her arm for em­phasis.

	„Dad, please. You‘re hurt­ing me.“

	„I asked you a ques­tion.“

	„I was with some friends,“ she answered, un­suc­cess­fully try­ing to pull free of his grasp. „Who?“

	„Just some friends from school. Please let go of me.“

	„What did you do?“

	„We just sat around and talked.“

	Mr. John­son sud­denly real­ized what the odor was per­meat­ing his al­co­holic haze. Whis­key. There was whis­key on his young daugh­ter‘s breath. He grabbed her by the neck roughly and pulled her face to his, their lips al­most touch­ing.

	„You‘ve been drink­ing! Drink­ing!“

	„I-I-“ she stammered, search­ing des­per­ately for some an­swer.

	„You lousy stinkin‘ liar!“ He began shak­ing her by the shoulders.

	„Let go of me ... let me go!“ Mary yelled, strug­gling hard against his strong grip. Her bra­less breasts swung free un­der her blouse. And he no­ticed it.

	„Where‘s your bra? What did I tell you? You filthy tramp.“ Mr. John­son grabbed his daugh­ter‘s small breast and crushed it in his strong hand.

	„Ouchhh!“ she screamed. „Let go. Let go!“ He tightened his grip on her tit, feel­ing her oozy flesh between his fin­gers. He was pun­ish­ing her, but it was ter­ribly ex­cit­ing to him sexu­ally. It was the first time he had ever touched her boobs and they felt good.

	„What else did you do? Huh, what else?“ His eyes were wild-look­ing. „Did you fuck any­body? Did you show these cute little tits off? Did someone get into your pants, cunt?“

	Mrs. John­son fi­nally ap­peared at the door­way. Her face was pale with what she saw and heard. She couldn‘t be­lieve the sight be­fore her eyes. „My God, John, please ... please!“

	„SHUT UP!“ he snarled without turn­ing and his wife slumped against the wall, feel­ing faint. „Well?“ back to Mary. „Did you get laid?“ His mouth was crooked in lewd sneer.

	Mary felt like her breast was be­ing pulled out of its socket. It hurt like hell and yet, in a strange way, it ex­cited her, this rough sexual treat­ment. And it made her mad­der to know that her body was be­tray­ing her and re­spond­ing to this mis­treat­ment. Her hatred of him was stronger and with a mighty thrust, she pulled away from the crazy man and backed up against the side wall, rub­bing her sore boob to try and ease the pain.

	„No, no, I didn‘t fuck any­one. I didn‘t.“ She was yelling as she leaned on the wall. Then, she stopped and her voice be­came low. „You know what I did? Do you want to know?“

	Her voice was rising again as she cal­cu­lated her next move. This was it, the last straw. Fuck him, the cock­sucker. I hate you, she thought. She was be­com­ing a mad­wo­man her­self and her eyes bugged out of her head, her breath short, husky.

	She was over­whelmed with a de­sire to hurt her father deeply, to pun­ish him verbally, the only way she could strike back at him. A slight smile formed on her lips.

	„You know what I did to­night? I took this guy‘s big, beau­ti­ful cock in my mouth,“ she said, al­most spelling the words out for him, spit­ting them up to him, tor­ment­ing, vi­cious. „And I sucked and sucked and sucked it un­til he filled my mouth with his hot juicy de­li­cious cum. And you know what I did then? You want to know? I swal­lowed every last drop of the hot cum. Every single little drop.“ She licked her lips ob­scenely, de­fi­antly. „Ummmm, it tasted so fuck­ing good. So fuck­ing good.“

	„Mary, Mary, don‘t,“ Mrs. John­son pleaded weakly, be­gin­ning to sob. It was a liv­ing night­mare.

	Mary stared dir­ectly at her father, who was ad­van­cing slowly upon her. He moved as if in a fog. His face was con­tor­ted in rage but his eyes be­lied the ex­cite­ment welling within his loins. And there was no stop­ping the young girl.

	„And you know what‘s really funny?“ she con­tin­ued. „What‘s really funny about it?“ She laughed, ob­vi­ously phony but mock­ing and taunt­ing him. „It‘s that you‘d just love for me to suck your cock, wouldn‘t you?“ He was al­most upon her. „My own father would just love to stick his dick between my wet, lus­cious lips. Huh? Does that sound good?“ Mary made loud, ob­scene slurp­ing sounds with her mouth. Her face turned red with an­ger and hatred, her words as cruel as she could make them. „Well, for­get it. You filthy, stink­ing, rot­ten per­vert, I hate you. I hate you!“

	Her father grabbed her sud­denly around the throat, cut­ting off her words and pin­ning her to the wall. She struggled for breath, more furi­ous than scared, but he held her tight.

	„SO you like little boy‘s cocks, huh? You like to suck tiny cocks? Well, then you‘ll just love to swal­low a grown man‘s gi­ant prick.“

	Mr. John­son opened his pants with his free hand and pulled his half-hard cock out, ex­pos­ing him­self to her. She looked straight ahead, ig­nor­ing his cock un­til he forced her head down to look at his throb­bing mem­ber. Mary gasped when she saw it. Her father‘s prick was the biggest she had ever seen, and it wasn‘t even fully erect. God, it looked great, she thought, for­get­ting her­self for a mo­ment. She just couldn‘t help feel­ing a twinge of arousal at the sight of such a mon­strous cock. But it be­longed to her father and she would die be­fore his meat entered any of her ori­fices.

	„Like it, whore? Doesn‘t it look de­li­cious? Do you want to suck me off?“ Mr. John­son‘s ques­tions brought Mary back to the real­ity of the situ­ation. It was as if he read her mind and she wor­ried that her eyes be­trayed the pure sexual ex­cite­ment that her body felt. If that cock were someone else‘s Mary would have been on her knees in a second. But not for him.

	Mrs. John­son sud­denly came into the pic­ture, run­ning up to her hus­band and beat­ing him with closed fists on the back. He hardly felt her.

	„John! That‘s our daugh­ter-your own flesh and blood! Let her go ... stop it ... STOP IT!“ He turned and slapped her hard across the face, send­ing her fly­ing into the couch. He never even loosened his grip on Mary. Mrs. John­son sunk into the cush­ions in a ball, whim­per­ing loudly.

	Too little, too late, mother, Mary thought and she felt her father‘s cock rub against her as he turned. She looked down to see a trail of pre-cum on her pants and was hor­ri­fied at the sight. She began to struggle again with all her might but it was to no avail. Her father was just too strong, he was like a man pos­sessed. And her own over­matched strength was rap­idly weak­en­ing. She gasped hard for her breaths.

	„And now, you little tramp, I‘m go­ing to give you a taste of some real cock. But first, let‘s take a look at those tits you seem to be so proud of.“

	„NOOO!“ Mary screamed weakly, as her father ripped her blouse down the front, ex­pos­ing her fleshy, cherry-tipped orbs. She star­ted punch­ing him on the face and chest but he didn‘t even seem to feel the blows. Or, at least he didn‘t show it. He just stood there knead­ing her tits. Mary some­how man­aged to knock his hand away and she hur­ried to cover her bosom from his lust-filled gaze. She crossed her arms in front of her, an al­most com­ical sense of mod­esty in the de­gen­er­ate ac­tion that was tak­ing place. Even her father laughed lewdly.

	„Maybe you wished you had a bra on now, huh? Father knows best.“ His dirty smile faded to a men­acing sneer. „And now, kneel down, slut and blow me. Show me how well you suck cock. And it bet­ter be good.“

	He forced his daugh­ter onto her knees in front of him, hold­ing her there with both hands. His cock rubbed across her face but she re­fused to open her mouth. Long strings of pre-ejac­u­late stuck to her cheeks, nose and lips, burn­ing her in hu­mi­li­ation and hatred.

	„Open your mouth, bitch! Open it!“

	He slapped her face hard and her mouth opened to cry in pain, just as he had an­ti­cip­ated. He pushed quickly in­side her, for­cing his rock-hard dong between her lips and teeth, banging into the en­trance to her throat. She gagged, ex­pelling a rush of trapped air through her nos­trils and across his ab­do­men. Mary‘s mouth was stuffed to the limit and her lips weren‘t even near the base of his cock. He held her stead­fastly to his groin.

	„Ummmm, that feels good, baby. Your mouth is so fuck­ing wet and hot.“ Mr. John­son looked down at his daugh­ter‘s pretty face, her cheeks bloated with his penis, her lips stretched wide, tight to his fleshy bone. God, he had waited for this mo­ment for a long time. He had lus­ted after his off­spring for so long ... so long. And now she was kneel­ing in front of him, her mouth crammed with cock. He moved one hand to stroke her long blonde hair, al­most ten­derly. What a con­trast to his sniv­el­ing, mousy, homely wife! He was in heaven.

	„Now suck me, suck my cock, I want to come in your pretty mouth.“ Mary was over­come with feel­ings of fear, dis­gust, hatred and ex­cite­ment. Her mind was filled with mixed emo­tions. She even felt pity for the man who was for­cing this in­ces­tu­ous per­ver­sion. But her strongest emo­tion was hatred, hatred of the man who sired her, who beat her and her mother whenever the de­sire pos­sessed him, who now stood be­fore her with his prick in her mouth.

	„Suck me off!“ Her father de­man­ded, be­gin­ning to move her head back and forth on his penis, let­ting it slide eas­ily between her sloppy lips. She grunted nois­ily and star­ted suck­ing his rod with vigor. Mr. John­son was pleased by her ac­tions, and a little sur­prised that her com­pli­ance came so quickly. Nev­er­the­less, he took his hands from her and let her do the work. She held his cock with her lips and swirled her tongue over the smooth flesh.

	„Ohhh, that‘s bet­ter, baby. It feels so good.“ And then he screamed in agony as Mary bit down with all her might on his hard meat. He jumped in the air, rip­ping his dick from the vise-like grip of her sharp teeth, tear­ing the flesh. Blood already flowed from the wound as he gripped it in his hands, squeez­ing his cock to try and ease the pain. His face was white, full of shock and hor­ror. His knees buckled out from un­der him and he fell to the floor, al­most passing out.

	In a flash Mary was on her feet and rush­ing for the door. She grabbed a sweater hanging on the hook and snatched a twenty-dol­lar bill from the end table. She was at the door­way be­fore her father even really real­ized what had happened. His mind was fogged in pain and his think­ing slow.

	„Come back here,“ he screamed. „COME BACK HERE!“ He crawled to­wards her slowly, un­able to get to his feet. His body was wracked with pain, his cock still in the com­fort­ing en­clos­ure of his clasped hands.

	Mary paused at the door, sure now of her es­cape. Her father moved to her but he was in­cap­able of rapid move­ment. She had to ad­mit that it felt good see­ing him like that.

	„I hate you, you fuck­ing bas­tard!“ she screamed.

	„Mary ... Mary....“ her mother moaned from the sofa, her head still bur­ied in her arms, her voice cracked, cry­ing.

	Mary looked to her with pity. „And you make me sick ... BOTH OF YOU!“

	„Co-come bac-back,“ her father stammered as Mary slammed the door on them forever.

	She rushed out of the build­ing, tak­ing the stairs two at a time, ob­li­vi­ous of the stares of her neigh­bors. Out on the street, she fi­nally real­ized that her tits were com­pletely ex­posed and she hur­ried to don her sweater. Two boys sit­ting on the steps had seen her na­ked tits and they moved to­ward her while she dressed.

	„Hey, baby, don‘t hide ‚em. They look pretty cute,“ one of the boys said.

	She turned and the fury in her eyes stopped them dead in their tracks.

	„FUCK YOU,“ she spat at them and took off down the street, quickly, but without con­scious dir­ec­tion. Her mouth tasted of blood, pre-cum and cock. She wiped a drop of blood from her lips and a couple of streams of jism from her cheeks. She spit on the side­walk, try­ing to cleanse her­self, hop­ing to erase the memor­ies so re­cently re­ceived. But it couldn‘t be done. And she spat and spat and spat. And she walked and walked for what seemed like days.

	In truth, after two hours of mind­less wan­der­ing, Mary found her­self in front of Carol‘s house, her best friend. Maybe, in a way, she wished it was Tommy‘s house, but she knew that would be fruit­less. He had made it clear that he wouldn‘t throw his fu­ture away on her and she really didn‘t want him to. She was just a little more op­tim­istic than he was, or a little more des­per­ate. And to­night was the end. It was prob­ably bet­ter this way any­way. She could stay with Carol and her par­ents for a few days un­til she figured out what she was go­ing to do. She knew she would never go home again. Ever.

	She walked up to the door and rang the bell of the Fuller home. She waited, hop­ing that Carol answered the door and not her par­ents. She wouldn‘t really know what to say to the Fullers and she wasn‘t sure that she looked all that hot.

	The door swung open and her best friend stood in the door­way, her eyes ex­press­ing pleas­ant sur­prise.

	„Mary, what are you do­ing here?“

	„Well, I ... I....“ Her voice trailed away. „Come in, come on in­side.“ She did and Carol hugged her warmly.



	
CHAPTER FIVE

	Mary sat on the edge of her friend‘s queen-sized bed as Carol moved about get­ting ready to re­tire. Mary was still dressed the same as when she left home. Her torn blouse was hid­den by the sweater.

	„Your par­ents are really nice, Carol,“ she fi­nally said. „Are you sure they don‘t mind me stay­ing here?“

	Carol answered from the private bath­room ad­ja­cent to her spa­cious room. „Of course not.“

	„They‘re so nice and friendly. I don‘t think they really be­lieved me about my par­ents go­ing away, though.“

	„Prob­ably not,“ Carol ad­mit­ted. „They‘re not stu­pid. But they won‘t pry.“ The girls lapsed into si­lence as Carol fin­ished re­mov­ing her make-up, brushed her teeth and gargled with mouth­wash. She wanted her mouth to be fresh and clean. Mary would have been shocked to know why.

	Carol entered the room to find her blonde girl friend star­ing blankly into space, a for­lorn look on her face. She sat on the bed next to Mary, her robe slip­ping open to re­veal huge ex­pans­ive areas of her milky breasts.

	„Mary, do you want to tell me about it?“ Mary turned to look into her girl friend‘s brown eyes. She had been think­ing about what had happened and it seemed like Carol had read her mind. She did want to tell her about it, she had to tell someone, and who bet­ter than her best friend.

	„Oh, Carol,“ Mary cried, bury­ing her head in her friend‘s lap as she blur­ted out the story between her tears.

	„Oh, Mary, go ahead and cry. Let it all out. I love you.“ Carol gently caressed her friend‘s long, silky hair as she listened, her strok­ing more than friendly, though Mary didn‘t no­tice. She listened with in­terest and sor­row. She really loved Mary and she knew how hard her life at home was and it bothered her. And she was thank­ful that her par­ents were so dif­fer­ent from her friend‘s. Maybe Mary could stay at her house. Per­man­ently. That would be so nice.

	Mary was cry­ing her eyes out as she fin­ished the tale.

	„I just ran out of the apart­ment and down the street. And I‘ve been walk­ing around for ... I don‘t know how long. I just didn‘t know what to do or where to go. And then I ended up in front of your house.“

	„I‘m glad you did, Mary.“

	„Carol,“ Mary whispered, mov­ing up to hug her friend. „Carol, you‘re so great. You‘re the best friend any­one could have.“

	Carol brushed Mary‘s now moist hair from her face and wiped the tears from her eyes, now red from cry­ing. She put her arms around Mary‘s and the two girls em­braced for a long mo­ment, caus­ing the bru­nette to draw her breath in ex­citedly. She wanted to take her friend right here and now, to strip her and make love to every inch of her well-formed body, but she was afraid. Afraid her best friend would re­ject her sexual ad­vances. She had long ago given up be­ing ashamed of her feel­ing to­wards the beau­ti­ful blonde now in her arms. But that old fear still held her back. Barely.

	Carol ab­ruptly broke their em­brace and Mary looked at her quiz­zically.

	„We‘d bet­ter get into bed. It‘s get­ting late,“ she said, hav­ing trouble con­tain­ing the lust she felt from en­ter­ing her voice.

	„I guess so, huh?“ Mary answered as she stood up. „Can we still talk for a while? I‘m really not very sleepy.“

	„Oh, sure, I‘m not sleepy either. Let‘s get com­fort­able, though.“ Mary began re­mov­ing her sweater while she walked across the room. As she did so, she felt her breasts ex­posed between the ripped halves of her blouse, re­mind­ing her once again of the re­cent un­happy epis­ode with her father. She re­jec­ted the im­me­di­ate im­pulse to cover her­self, feel­ing fool­ish just think­ing about it. God, it was only her and Carol in the room. She laid the sweater over the back of an easy chair and slipped off the tattered pieces of her blouse.

	„Well, this is use­less,“ she said, drop­ping the ma­ter­ial onto the cush­ion of the chair.

	She opened the but­ton of her pants and pulled the zip­per down, turn­ing back to her friend. She was sur­prised to find Carol star­ing so in­tently at her.

	„Uh ... uh,“ she stammered, feel­ing her face turn red in em­bar­rass­ment. She felt sud­denly very na­ked.

	Carol‘s gaze fell quickly to the bed on which she was sit­ting. She had been watch­ing Mary un­dress with de­light, fol­low­ing the smooth con­tours of her back and full hips. Her girl friend had turned un­ex­pec­tedly and caught her be­cause she was lost in thought.

	„Uh, do you have any night­gowns I could use?“ Mary fi­nally asked.

	„No, Mary, but you can wear my robe if you want to.“

	„Oh, no, I couldn‘t. What would you-“

	„I sleep in the nude,“ Carol stated simply, cut­ting her friend off. The air was heavy around them and she hur­ried to break the ten­sion. „It makes me so sexy when I want to be alone.“

	They both laughed loudly, old friends again. Mary shrugged off the in­cid­ent. She stepped out of her pants without shame and walked into the bath­room.

	Carol couldn‘t help but watch her as she headed into the ad­join­ing room, clos­ing the door be­hind her. Mary‘s full roun­ded ass-cheeks bobbed and bounced sen­su­ously in her tight, slightly small, silky pink panties. God, she looks good enough to eat, Carol thought wickedly. And Carol re­membered a few hours ago when she had reached in­side the un­der­gar­ment to fondle her friend‘s pussy, so soft, wet and warm. Un­con­sciously, her hand fell to her lap, part­ing the robe she wore and she ran her fin­gers through the patch of pu­bic hair. It was a beau­ti­ful memory. Maybe to­night, she thought. To­night, she hoped. Her fin­gers tickled her own clit­oris and she stifled a con­ten­ted moan.

	Mary got up from the toi­let seat, wiped her­self clean and flushed the com­mode. She pulled her panties up and stared at her­self in the huge wall mir­ror. She liked what she saw. She was proud of her body, even though she knew her tits could be big­ger. At least they were well-shaped and stood up straight. And none of her boy­friends had ever com­plained. She touched her bosom lightly and her body tingled.

	Mary thought of her friend in the next room as she washed her face vig­or­ously. That look be­fore had bothered her a lot and it wasn‘t the first time she had seen it on Carol‘s face, or thought she had any­way. It was de­sire, quiet lust. She had heard of wo­men hav­ing sex with other wo­men, but she didn‘t even know ex­actly what they did to each other. And she re­fused to be­lieve her best friend would want to take her phys­ic­ally. Maybe she was ima­gin­ing it, she wasn‘t think­ing too straight to­night. She might be wrong. She hoped she was.

	Mary fin­ished up in the bath­room and went into the bed­room, clos­ing the door be­hind her. Carol was still sit­ting on the bed, her robe open fairly wide.

	„Maybe I should sleep on the chair,“ Mary pro­posed. „I don‘t want to put you out any.“

	„Mary, there‘s plenty of room here,“ Carol said, pat­ting the mat­tress. „It‘s a big bed. No sense be­ing un­com­fort­able.“ She pulled back the cov­ers. „Are you sure?“

	„Mary!“ she answered, throw­ing off her robe.

	„Okay, okay,“ Mary laughed and jumped on the bed, ly­ing on her back.

	Carol was a bit dis­ap­poin­ted that her friend didn‘t even seem to no­tice her na­ked body. She knew she had a pretty good fig­ure, es­pe­cially her gjant, well-formed tits. Oh, Mary, she thought, please ac­cept me. She went to the wall switch by the door and turned off the over­head light, leav­ing only the slight il­lu­min­a­tion of a night­light by the bed. She went to the bed and crawled un­der the cov­ers next to her friend.

	„Too bad there‘s no guys around, huh?“ Carol whispered.

	„Yeah,“ Mary answered a bit sadly as she thought of Tommy. She turned on her side, her back to Carol.

	„You know what I‘d do with a big cock right now?“

	„What, you little per­vert?“ Mary giggled.

	„I‘d take it into my wet mouth as far as I could and I‘d suck and suck on it with all my might un­til it blew off in­side me. Then, I would swal­low every last drop of the hot cum it gave me, let­ting it fill my stom­ach and throat.“ She was whis­per­ing into Mary‘s ear now, ex­cit­ing her, al­most taunt­ing her. „And then, I‘d let it rest in my sperm-filled mouth un­til it star­ted to shrink but I wouldn‘t let it. I‘d start stuck­ing again, tast­ing the cum and cock in my mouth, and lick­ing it to make it hard and stiff, filling me.“ Her mouth was next to Mary‘s ear and her tongue snaked out to lick the ear­lobe.

	Mary listened to her friend‘s lewd talk with in­terest. It was ex­cit­ing to hear and think about. As her girl friend moved closer to her, she felt the hot breath on her neck. Then, a tongue began to lick her ear and she stiffened.

	„Carol, please don‘t ... please,“ Mary pro­tested weakly, her pussy was moist from the sexual story.

	„I love you, Mary. I love you,“ Carol mur­mured quietly.

	And Mary heard the words she dreaded, at least the way Carol meant them. She loved her girl friend, too, but not like this. There was some­thing wrong with sex between wo­men, some­thing per­ver­ted. It just didn‘t seem nat­ural, without a man‘s hard cock. Yet, she couldn‘t deny the pure sexual pleas­ure she was be­gin­ning to feel as Carol‘s soft, in­quis­it­ive tongue searched her ear­lobe.

	Carol‘s hand now moved up Mary‘s back and across her side to grasp her right breast. She fondled the globe lov­ingly, rub­bing the harden­ing nipple between her thumb and fore­finger.

	„Please don‘t,“ Mary groaned in one last half-hearted at­tempt to end this strange game, but Carol con­tin­ued kiss­ing and caress­ing her. And Mary prob­ably didn‘t really want her to stop any­way. Her sexual needs were be­com­ing more in­tense by the mo­ment.

	Carol was far gone into their act. She was be­side her­self with hungry de­sire. She gently turned Mary‘s head to her and stared deeply into the soft, blue eyes. She could see the hes­it­ancy, but also the faint, glow­ing birth of arousal. And she smiled widely from friend­ship, love, pas­sion and lust. Fi­nally, she thought. Fi­nally.

	„I love you,“ she stated with all ser­i­ous­ness one last time. „Let me make you happy.“ Mary looked up at her friend. She didn‘t know what to do or say. She didn‘t know what Carol ex­pec­ted of her, but she could res­ist no longer. She let her mouth meet Carol‘s as it fell to her and, with some re­luct­ance, she par­ted her lips to let her friend‘s wet tongue in­side her.

	Carol slipped her tongue into Mary‘s lus­cious mouth and licked the in­sides of her cheeks. She ran it over Mary‘s wet, bumpy tongue, then lightly flicked it over the gums and teeth. Her breath came out in short, hot gusts from her nos­trils as she de­voured their saliva greed­ily. Mary‘s mouth was soft, fresh and clean to her taste, her lips, full, sexy, her cheeks smooth. She moved her hands up and ran her fin­gers through Mary‘s long blonde hair, lov­ing the silky feel of it in her strok­ing hands. She broke the kiss nois­ily, then let her tongue trace wet paths along the line of her girl friend‘s suc­cu­lent mouth.

	Mary‘s eyes were closed as her friend licked her and she sighed resign­edly. She had to ad­mit that she was get­ting ex­cited by the avid at­ten­tion be­ing paid to her, but she knew she wouldn‘t be able to re­cip­roc­ate. It would be too weird for her at this time in her life.

	Carol moved her mouth across Mary‘s soft cheek, plant­ing quiet kisses and leav­ing a trail of mois­ture be­hind her. She kissed Mary‘s neck and shoulders, then her arms. She gently lif­ted her girl friend‘s arm and began to lick the clean-shaven armpit, in­hal­ing hap­pily the sweet fem­in­ine aroma of the body. It tasted slightly sweaty but, oh so sweet.

	Mary let out a quick breath of air as Carol licked her armpit. It was a new sen­sa­tion, this tonguing of a vir­gin area, and she was sur­prised to find it so stim­u­lat­ing.

	Cat-like, Carol nibbled at the flesh. She ran her tongue down the length of Mary‘s arm, tick­ling the light ex­panses of body hair. She took the wrist in her hand firmly and began lap­ping the sens­it­ive palm. Mary giggled, with­draw­ing her hand in re­flex, and Carol smiled, pulling it back. She slid her tongue between Mary‘s fin­gers, soak­ing them with saliva, slob­ber­ing greed­ily over the slightly coarser skin.

	Tak­ing her friend‘s fin­gers into her mouth, one at a time, Carol star­ted suck­ing each with rel­ish, lav­ish­ing af­fec­tion with her lips and tongue. She gulped and gnawed at the fin­gers ex­citedly, treat­ing them like tiny pen­ises. Men­tally, she was par­ti­cip­at­ing in a gang-bang, an oral gang-bang, lack­ing only the spurt­ing or­gasms filling her mouth with jism. Look­ing up, she saw a sexual half-smile gra­cing Mary‘s face, a smile of con­tent­ment. And that made her feel all the bet­ter.

	Fi­nally re­leas­ing Mary‘s now sop­ping hand with some re­luct­ance, Carol moved down and licked the blonde girl‘s side, tick­ling her gently. She leaned for­ward and grasped a proud breast, bring­ing it to meet her open, wet mouth. She licked the cherry red nipple with glee. It was already erect and she battered it back and forth ten­derly. Clos­ing her lips tightly, Carol began to suck the fleshy boob with vigor.

	„Ummm,“ Mary groaned, as her tit dis­ap­peared into Carol‘s warm, ad­or­ing mouth. Her body tem­per­at­ure was rising rap­idly, but she fought the de­sire to caress her friend‘s head. She wasn‘t quite ready for that yet. In­stead, she re­laxed, bask­ing in the warmth of the sen­sual tongue mas­sage.

	Carol moved her head to Mary‘s left breast and bathed it in her saliva-filled oral cav­ity. Her own huge tits rolled across her friend‘s belly and the hot skin-to-skin touch in­flamed her. She took tiny nips at the milky orb, leav­ing teeth-marks around it.

	Let­ting the quiv­er­ing boob fall from her mouth, Carol paused to give each tit a noisy kiss. Then, she brought her mouth rap­idly across her friend‘s taut belly and cush­ioned ab­do­men, side­track­ing only to lick out the na­vel. She was be­side her­self with de­sire now and hur­ried to the ob­ject of her de­vo­tion. She had in­ten­ded to give Mary a com­plete tongue bath right down to her toes, but she was too hot now to wait. She wanted so des­per­ately to eat Mary‘s pussy. She threw the cov­ers off and yanked off Mary‘s panties.

	Slid­ing her­self down Mary‘s body, Carol po­si­tioned between her friend‘s legs. She lay on the bed, part­ing the full thighs with her hands, ex­pos­ing Mary‘s cunt to her eyes for the first time.

	„Oh, God,“ she cried, de­li­ciously, her hands stretch­ing the pussy wide open. The suc­cu­lent flesh was wet and foamy, just wait­ing for her hungry mouth. She stopped her­self a mo­ment and in­haled the odor of Mary‘s gen­it­als, lov­ing it.

	„Uh, oh....“ Mary moaned. There were no thought of Carol or les­bi­an­ism or per­ver­sion left in her mind, only the burn­ing needs of her cunt. At this point, her sexual needs were more im­port­ant than any­thing else. She spread her legs wide, in­vit­ing Carol to eat her, al­most beg­ging her phys­ic­ally. Her body was trem­bling in an­ti­cip­a­tion, her pussy spread open by her friend‘s tender fin­gers. Eat me, she thought, please suck me. God, she needed that search­ing mouth to de­vour her cunt, to drain her dry. She moved her hands down without any real thought of what she was do­ing. She grabbed the back of her friend‘s head and pulled it to­ward her box, gently at first, then harder, her needs ur­gent.

	„Please ... eat me,“ Mary whispered. „Please suck my pussy.“ Carol felt the hands on her head but res­isted their down­ward force. Then, she heard Mary ask­ing her to eat her cunt. That was what she was wait­ing for, for God knows how long. She was in heaven..

	„I‘ll eat you, Mary,“ she said husk­ily, run­ning her tongue through her friend‘s blonde pu­bic patch hap­pily. „I‘ll suck you forever.“

	Carol spread the in­ner lips of Mary‘s gleam­ing cunt and smacked her lips. She tilted her head, press­ing her mouth to the red flesh. Moan­ing with pleas­ure, she stuck out her tongue and traced a circle around Mary‘s cunt. Mary‘s own moans greeted her hear­ing as she licked, then swal­low­ing the heavy pussy fluid. It tasted so good to her, so sweet, fem­in­ine, per­sonal.

	„I love you,“ she breathed. „And your pussy tastes great.“ Carol‘s head was swim­ming in the pun­gent odors sur­round­ing her. She pressed her mouth again to Mary‘s red gash and this time she began suck­ing in earn­est, pulling with her lips at the sticky flesh. She pushed her tongue as far as it could go in­side her friend and moved it around in circles. Her nose was tight against Mary‘s clit­oris as she guzzled the juices her ac­tions pro­duced, so she moved it around to in­flame the sexual center­piece.

	Mary was rush­ing head­long to­ward a vi­ol­ent or­gasm. Her friend‘s ten­a­cious suck­ing drove her wild with ec­stasy and the nose pressed against her clit was elec­tri­fy­ing, es­pe­cially when Carol ex­haled hot bursts of air through it.

	„Oh, I‘m com­ing soon,“ Mary cried. „Please make me come in your mouth!“ That was all Carol needed to hear. She let her hands slide from Mary‘s pussy and grabbed the pli­ant flesh of her friend‘s ass-cheeks firmly, rev­el­ing in the feel of the quiv­er­ing mounds. She tugged with all her might to force her tongue deeper and deeper into the slimy cunt she was de­vour­ing. A fin­ger slipped down and ran the length of the crack in Mary‘s ass un­til it found the puckered as­shole. She forced it in­side and Mary jumped off the bed in pleas­ure.

	Carol held on tight to the squirm­ing body un­der her, lick­ing frantic­ally and swal­low­ing all the juices Mary had to of­fer. She pushed her fin­ger in and out of the blonde girl‘s vir­gin as­shole and squeezed the fleshy cheeks. Her tongue was swirl­ing madly now as she tried des­per­ately to bring her friend off in her mouth. She was breath­ing like a mad­wo­man and the room was filled with the noises of her loud slurp­ing.

	It was mu­sic to Mary‘s ears. Carol‘s mouth was driv­ing her crazy and she was on the brink of or­gasm. She squeezed her friend‘s head to her groin as it began con­strict­ing.

	„I‘m com­ing. Suck it! Suck it!“

	Carol plunged her fin­ger deep into Mary‘s pink as­shole and bur­ied her tongue far into Mary‘s pussy. And it brought her off. Her body jerked wildly in Carol‘s grip and she held on tight. Wave after wave of or­gasm washed through her body and de­pos­ited its dis­charge in her friend‘s wait­ing mouth, where it was hun­grily swal­lowed as soon as it ap­peared. Mary felt like she was piss­ing as the come left her box in long streams. God, it felt so good. Noth­ing else in the world mattered when she was com­ing. She was free from worry and prob­lems and all she had to do was re­lax and en­joy the fant­astic feel­ing em­an­at­ing from her loins.

	Fi­nally, her or­gasm calmed and her body, no longer trem­bling, lay limp on the bed. The last few drops of pussy-juice leaked out and she looked down to find Carol busily lap­ping them up. And Carol was star­ing at her and it made her feel weird but she smiled slightly from sheer pleas­ure, then closed her eyes and fell im­me­di­ately to sleep. A con­ten­ted grin graced her face.

	Carol sucked up every drop of the oils her tonguing had pro­duced and she swal­lowed it with great rel­ish. It was like the nec­tar of the gods, this li­quid from Mary‘s suc­cu­lent pussy, and she didn‘t want to waste any. God knows, she‘d been wait­ing long enough to taste it. She had been look­ing at her friend‘s pretty face dur­ing the whole head-job and fi­nally Mary gazed down at her be­fore she nod­ded out.

	Now, with Mary sleep­ing peace­fully, Carol just stayed between her legs, lick­ing the fi­nal drops, clean­ing her. She fin­ished and gave the dry box one last sloppy kiss. Then she sat up and caught her breath. Whew! It had been even bet­ter than she had ima­gined it would be. Mary tasted so fuck­ing good. She wiped her lips with her wet tongue and con­sumed the sticky flu­ids which clung to her. Her face smelled of pussy, even her nose, and here and there, curly, blonde pu­bic hairs stuck to her skin. Oh, Mary, I love you so much, she thought.



	
CHAPTER SIX

	Mary left Carol‘s house early the next morn­ing and walked slowly up­town to­ward the 59th Street Bridge. It was a beau­ti­ful morn­ing, though she really didn‘t no­tice, and the rising sun was warm­ing the pave­ment rap­idly. All around her people were hur­ry­ing to work, or to school. Now and then, a car full of young boys would be at­trac­ted by her long, bright blonde hair and her tight, firm body. They would pull over and bother her, ask­ing if she wanted a ride, then curs­ing and mut­ter­ing ob­scen­it­ies when she ig­nored them and kept on walk­ing. It was just what she didn‘t need. Not today.

	She made it to the bridge and star­ted across. The walk­ing lane was as deser­ted as the car lanes were packed and she was left alone to her thoughts. She stopped in the middle of the bridge and looked out over the wa­ter. To her left was the city, the is­land of Man­hat­tan. The con­crete and steel jungle looked cold and per­il­ous, even as it was be­ing crammed with com­muters and the mil­lions who lived there. She thought it was funny that a place with so many people could look so lonely. Be­hind her was Brook­lyn and Long Is­land City, not look­ing much dif­fer­ent from Man­hat­tan, ex­cept that she was leav­ing one and go­ing to the other.

	Mary was tired, she had been walk­ing for quite a while, and she wel­comed the chance to rest and bask in the cool breeze and view that the alti­tude af­forded her. But she was get­ting hungry and the twenty-dol­lar bill was burn­ing a hole in her pocket. She wondered how long the money would have to last her, she didn‘t have many mar­ket­able skills. For a brief in­stant, she mulled over how easy it would be to climb the fence and jump into the wa­ter. Then all her troubles would be over. But that would be to im­ma­ture and easy, she de­cided.

	She was still young yet and had plenty of time to find mean­ing for her life.

	Look­ing back once more over her shoulder, Mary said good­bye. To her par­ents, to James, to Carol. And to Tommy. Good­bye, she said out loud and moved off. The city was beck­on­ing her and she had no where else to go.

	It was already late af­ter­noon when she found a small lunch­eon­ette that didn‘t look too greasy. She entered and slipped into a booth. Her feet were killing her from all the walk­ing. It was prob­ably the most ex­er­cise she had ever got­ten. She stretched her legs out and waited for the wait­ress, look­ing around to check out her sur­round­ings. It was a typ­ical New York, Mom and Pop busi­ness and, as might be ex­pec­ted for this hour of the day, the place was deser­ted. The old wo­man came out from be­hind the counter, took Mary‘s or­der for a ham­burger, fries and large Coke, and dis­ap­peared, into the kit­chen. Mary just closed her eyes and al­most tell asleep while she waited. It felt so good to sit down for a while.

	After eat­ing, Mary wandered aim­lessly through the masses of hu­man­ity for hours and now the sun was be­gin­ning to fade. She stopped and res­ted at a door­way. She was in Green­wich Vil­lage, though she didn‘t know it, and the streets were filled with long-haired guys in dirty clothes, short and long-haired girls wear­ing next to noth­ing, and cops.

	She needed a place to stay. Badly. She walked on, more slowly than be­fore. Three or four wild-eyed look­ing guys stopped her on the street and asked her if she wanted any drugs. She stiffened fear­fully when they ap­proached but when she shook her head no, they merely moved on to the next passerby. God, she was re­lieved about that, though she didn‘t know why she was so para­noid.

	Mary stopped at a corner and just looked around, not really sure of her next move. A big, shiny black car pulled to the curb and beeped loudly. Mary looked around to see who he was beep­ing at but there was no one be­hind her. He can‘t be honk­ing at me, she thought. The horn was per­sist­ent and she turned to see an older man in the driver‘s seat, mo­tion­ing frantic­ally for her to come to the car.

	It was only a few feet from her and she moved to­ward it ap­pre­hens­ively. She walked to the open pas­sen­ger side win­dow and leaned in sightly, on guard.

	„Yes?“

	„Hi, are you do­ing any­thing?“ The guy asked, a slight, self-con­scious smile on his lips. He was in his fifties, though well pre­seved, and he was look­ing around nervously.

	„Wh-what do you mean?“

	„You know, for the next hour.“ he winked lewdly at her.

	Mary looked at him quiz­zically, not at all un­der­stand­ing what he was talk­ing about. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his wal­let, mak­ing a grand ges­ture of ex­tract­ing a twenty-dol­lar bill. He held it up for her to see. „Is this enough?“

	She didn‘t say a word, but stared at the money. It sud­denly began to dawn on her what was go­ing on. He was pro­pos­i­tion­ing her. He was of­fer­ing the money to her as if she were a com­mon street tramp. Her face turned a bit crim­son.

	The man was dis­ap­poin­ted that she didn‘t jump in the car when he flashed the money. He came down here of­ten to pat­ron­ize the young run­away pros­ti­tutes and the green­backs al­most al­ways did the trick. His eyes de­voured Mary‘s beau­ti­ful young face and well-formed tits. She prob­ably wanted more, he reasoned, and she looked as if she would be worth it.

	„You‘re really a doll,“ he said. „I‘ll throw in an­other ten for a blow-job, too.“ He ex­trac­ted an­other bill and leaned way over to her side of the car, breath­ing heav­ily in an­ti­cip­a­tion. She backed away from him.

	„Drop dead, creep,“ she yelled in his leer­ing face. She backed up, sur­prised at her own strength and emo­tional con­trol. She watched as the old man hast­ily shoved the money back into his pocket and pulled quickly from the curb and moved down the street, squeal­ing his tires in his haste to avoid any kind of scene. Mary‘s face was red from an­ger, and a bit of em­bar­rass­ment. „That‘s telling him.“

	Mary twis­ted her head to see a young wo­man ap­proach­ing her from a door­way. „Huh?“ she mur­mured.

	„That‘s telling the bas­tard,“ she re­peated a bit more strongly as she came up to Mary.

	Mary quickly looked over the stranger. ‚She seemed older than her­self, by a few years. She car­ried a wide, pretty smile, had long black kinky hair and a big, full body, covered by a pair of ripped blue jeans and a sheer blouse, through which her dark nipples poin­ted quite no­tice­ably. The girl paid the ex­pos­ure of her breasts no mind at all. Mary just stared into the girl‘s spark­ling brown eyes when she stopped next to her. Mary wore at lost little girl look, a fa­mil­iar look in this part of town.

	„That guy,“ the girl said, point­ing to where the car had dis­ap­peared down the street. „We have them down here all the time. Rich guys from up­town or out in the sub­urbs. They‘re out cheat­ing on their wives and they come down to the Vil­lage to pick up young girls for the night ... or an hour or two. Funny, one girl is some other old man‘s daugh­ter and some­body is fuck­ing his daugh­ter at the same time. It‘s a funny place, all right. How much did that one of­fer you?“

	Mary was taken aback by this brash girl and her come-on, and yet, she seemed so open and hon­est.

	And her smile was the first really friendly one she had seen all day.

	„Thir ... thirty dol­lars,“ she fi­nally felt com­pelled to an­swer.

	„Thirty dol­lars? That‘s pretty good for around here. A lot of girls would do it for five or ten.“ She looked Mary up and down, not without ad­mir­a­tion. „Yeah, you‘re really pretty. No won­der he offered you so much.“

	Mary blushed and brought her eyes down to the pave­ment.

	„Oh, don‘t worry,“ the girl rushed to re­as­sure her. „I‘m not a les­bian or noth­ing, if that‘s what‘s both­er­ing you. It‘s just that I used to do it, you know, with them.“ She jerked her thumb to­ward the street and, as if on cue, a car pulled up and beeped its horn, the driver beck­on­ing to the two girls. The girl turned and gave the driver the fin­ger and he sank back into his seat and moved on, stop­ping up the block to honk at someone else.

	„You ... you mean, you were a pros­ti­tute?“ Mary asked, her eyes widen­ing, some­what in­cred­u­lous.

	„A girl‘s got to eat, right?“ A wry, kind of sad smile crossed her lips.

	Mary nod­ded half-heartedly, un­con­vinced.

	„You look a little hungry your­self,“ the girl con­tin­ued. There was a mo­ment­ary si­lence as the girl stared know­ingly into Mary‘s eyes. „You ran away, huh?“

	„What do you mean?“ Mary asked sus­pi­ciously. „Come on. You have noth­ing to hide from me. I just want to help you. I was a run­away my­self.“

	„You were?“

	„Sure. Most of the people here are run­ning away from one thing or an­other. With me, it was my par­ents. How about you?“

	„Yeah, it was my par­ents, too,“ the young blonde answered, al­low­ing her­self a brief home­sick thought. Then she re­membered what it was like at home and the thought faded away.

	„Well, if you want to talk about it some­time, we can. Right now, why don‘t we go get some­thing to eat? I‘m fam­ished. I live right over here with some other people,“ she said, point­ing to the door­way she had ex­ited from.

	Mary hes­it­ated. The girl was so friendly, too friendly. She felt like there must be some kind of a catch, but it was get­ting dark and she had nowhere else to go. And she needed a friend.

	„Come on ... come on, we don‘t bite,“ the girl said, tak­ing Mary‘s arm and guid­ing her. Mary re­laxed and let her­e­self be led. „By the way, my name‘s Jan. What‘s yours?“

	„Mary ... Mary John­son.“

	„Pleased to meet you. Don‘t look so glum. Things will be rough for a while, but you‘ll sur­vive. We all do.“

	The two girls walked up the de­cay­ing wooden steps of the older apart­ment build­ing. There were four doors on the ground floor and a stair­way-lead­ing up, but the girl went past it and up to the rear apart­ment door. It was left un­locked, there was little to steal and usu­ally one of the oc­cu­pants was home, and she opened it, step­ping aside to ad­mit Mary with a beck­on­ing wave.

	„Wel­come to our man­sion. You‘ll have to ex­cuse the mess, our ser­vants are off today,“ she joked.

	„Thank you,“ Mary said, en­ter­ing into the large liv­ing room. Her spir­its were lift­ing rap­idly.

	The liv­ing room was big and roomy and messy. Two large couches faced each other in the cen­ter of the room, with an area rug between them, and straight ahead was a chair and table. There were a couple of mat­tresses along the wall. There were clothes and beer cans and wine bottles all over the place. Def­in­itely lived in, Mary thought to her­self. In fact, there was a guy on one of the couches right now, ob­li­vi­ous to their en­trance. Mary could hear the sounds of someone rust­ling around in the kit­chen bey­ond and she no­ticed four doors lead­ing off from the liv­ing room, each to a bed­room.

	„Is that you, Jan?“ A girl called out from the kit­chen.

	„Yeah,“ she answered, clos­ing the door be­hind them. „Is din­ner al­most ready? I brought a guest.“

	„Oh, yeah? A nice-look­ing stud, I hope.“

	„Keep your pants on, Ju­lie. It‘s a girl.“

	A young, sweet-look­ing girl came out of the kit­chen, wip­ing her hands on the half-ap­ron she wore over her jeans and T-shirt. She ex­ten­ded a hand, her cute face smil­ing brightly and her well-formed tits boun­cing freely and without shame un­der her thin shirt.

	„Hi. I‘m Ju­lie,“ she said as they shook hands softly.

	„I‘m Mary.“

	„Nice to meet you. If you‘re stay­ing for sup­per, you can come in and earn your keep by set­ting the table.“ Her tone was friendly.

	„Sure,“ Mary said, fol­low­ing her into the kit­chen.

	„I‘m go­ing to wash up,“ Jan called after them. She headed for the bath­room near the front door.

	„Are you a run­away?“ Ju­lie asked as they began set­ting the table to­gether.

	„Is it that ob­vi­ous?“ Mary laughed.

	„Sorta ... You just meet Jan?“

	„Yeah.“

	„She‘s great, she really is. I was a run­away, my­self. Jan took me off the street a year ago and let me stay here. And I never left. She and Zack rent the place.“

	„Zack?“

	„Jan‘s old man.“

	„Is he the one....“ Mary star­ted to ask, point­ing to the liv­ing room.

	„Huh? Oh, no, that‘s Phil, Zack‘s younger brother.“ Her voice got low and she whispered, wink­ing lewdly. „He‘s a great fuck.“

	Mary smiled nervously at Ju­lie‘s bold re­mark, won­der­ing what she had got­ten into. She was be­gin­ning to have second thoughts about leav­ing home.



	
CHAPTER SEVEN

	All the oc­cu­pants of the large apart­ment made it home for din­ner. They ate amid pleas­ant con­ver­sa­tion then re­tired to the liv­ing room, leav­ing the dishes for whenever.

	Mary sat on the end of one couch, next to Phil, then Jan. Ju­lie sat on the other couch, between Zack and Bob, a friend of Phil‘s. The din­ner had been nice and Mary felt good in the com­pany of these su­per friendly people.

	„Now, for my sur­prise,“ Zack said sud­denly. He smiled as he reached un­der the couch and pulled out a gal­lon bottle of ex­pens­ive wine. Every­one cheered, kid­ding him about hold­ing out on them. He opened the bottle and took a long drink, then passed it to Ju­lie. And every­one took their sips, in­clud­ing Mary. Again and again.

	Mary was feel­ing much more com­fort­able. The wine tasted great and was giv­ing her a warm glow. And her com­pan­ions were just fant­astic. Ob­vi­ously, they didn‘t have much money, but what they did was shared with all, even a stranger off the street. She found out that Jan and Ju­lie worked part-time as wait­resses in a cof­fee house and that Bob and Phil were mu­si­cians who played for whatever a passed hat ac­cu­mu­lated. And Zack, well she wasn‘t quite sure, but it seemed he dealt drugs every now and then when they needed the money, though he didn‘t use them him­self.

	The bottle emp­tied slowly and Phil pulled out a couple of joints, which all ex­cept Zack and Mary smoked. She had never smoked be­fore and she wasn‘t quite ready to start. But they were all get­ting high and giddy from the wine, or dope, or both.

	Mary was listen­ing closely as Phil was dis­cuss­ing his mu­sic, when she happened to gaze over at the other couch and catch Ju­lie kiss­ing Zack pas­sion­ately, her hands strok­ing his thigh. She was startled and she turned back to Jan, who was look­ing at her and smil­ing brightly.

	„We‘re all close friends,“ Jan whispered and Mary nod­ded know­ingly, re­mem­ber­ing Tommy and Carol and James.

	She looked back to find Ju­lie rest­ing back on the couch, pulling Zack to her. He had a hand on her breast now and was mas­sa­ging it vig­or­ously. Mary found her­self get­ting ex­cited as she watched them.

	„You‘re really a beau­ti­ful chick, you know.“ Mary turned to Phil, find­ing her mouth only inches from his. She blushed slightly and they stared at each other for a long mo­ment. Then, he leaned to­ward her and she par­ted her lips to his prob­ing tongue. They kissed ex­citedly, their mouths, new and fresh to each other, their tongues search­ing out each other‘s in­sides. They were hungry for in­tim­acy. Mary felt Phil‘s hand slide down to her breast and she sighed deeply, break­ing the kiss. He looked at her ques­tion­ingly as she looked around the room.

	Jan was watch­ing the oth­ers through half-closed eyes, her hand in her lap. Ju­lie was not top­less. She was kiss­ing Bob wan­tonly and Zack was suck­ing heav­ily on her left breast. But what really caught Mary‘s at­ten­tion was Ju­lie‘s hands. The girl‘s fin­gers were wrapped around both of the guys‘ ex­posed cocks. They were erect and throb­bing and she was pump­ing the en­gorged flesh with de­light. God, it was an arous­ingly ob­scene sight but Mary felt a bit self-con­scious.

	„Could we go in­side?“ she asked Phil quietly.

	„Oh, sure,“ he answered, kiss­ing her lightly on the cheek and tak­ing her hand as he rose.

	Mary could see the thick bulge of his half-hard prick press­ing against his pants as he stood up and she was glad he was so ex­cited already. Then, she thought of what Ju­lie had said. He‘s a good fuck. A good fuck, umm, that sounds great.

	They walked into one of the side bed­rooms, pre­sum­ably Phil‘s, but Mary couldn‘t res­ist one last look back from the door­way. Ju­lie‘s strok­ing hands were still full of hard dick and now both guys were work­ing on her firm tits. Jan got up and threw her blouse off. She went to the couch as Mary closed the door.

	Mary and Phil em­braced hun­grily as soon as she closed the door. Their lips met roughly and they kissed again, Phil‘s tongue prob­ing deep in­side her mouth. Their hands ran up and down each oth­ers‘ bod­ies, squeez­ing here, caress­ing there. Their loins pressed tightly to­gether and Mary felt his erec­tion grow­ing through the fab­ric of his pants.

	They broke the kiss and she watched him ex­citedly as he moved away and pulled off his shirt. Mary gasped slightly as he pulled his pants down and his hard cock bobbed free. It looked beau­ti­ful to her and she couldn‘t take her eyes off it. It wasn‘t par­tic­u­larly long, though a good solid six inches, but it was thick as hell and the huge purple, bulbous head seemed to beckon to her. Her crotch began to heat up but he went and sat on the bed, look­ing up at her ex­pect­antly.

	Tak­ing the hint, Mary reached down to grab the bot­tom of her blouse and whipped it off in one quick mo­tion. Her beau­ti­ful hair flew out wildly and her breasts swung free, the nipples already stiff and sens­it­ive. She un­buttoned her jeans and let them fall to the floor. Her panties were next and she pulled them down with tan­tal­iz­ing slow­ness. She bent over and took her san­dals and pants off. She stood straight, com­pletely nude, and basked in the glory of Phil‘s leer­ing gaze. She loved to be nude, and she loved to be looked at nude, the way he looked at her now.

	Phil waved to her and she walked over to him.

	„You look good enough to eat,“ he said, look­ing up into her eyes, then right into her pussy, which was only inches from his face. She moved even closer.

	„Oh, Phil,“ she cried as he circled his arms around her hips to grasp her tight but­tocks. She spread her legs in an­ti­cip­a­tion.

	Phil looked up one last time at Mary, a lewd smile on his face. He kissed her mat of silky, curly pu­bic hair, let­ting his tongue sneak out to flicker over the smooth skin of her ab­do­men. His hands roamed over her ass-cheeks, squeez­ing the pli­ant flesh. He kissed the tops of her thighs with wet lips.

	Mary watched him with eyes clouded over with lust. He brought his hands around in front of her and par­ted her cunt-lips ten­derly. Her cunt was wet and slimy as he put his mouth against it. She groaned out loud as his tongue came out to meet her steamy love box.

	„Ohhh,“ she moaned, put­ting her hands on his head and run­ning her fin­gers through his long dark hair. „Eat me, Phil. Suck my pussy.“

	He needed no fur­ther en­cour­age­ment. He bur­ied his tongue deep into her cunt and began lick­ing the in­side walls of flesh, bring­ing the tangy fluid that he found back to his mouth to be de­voured. Her blonde pu­bic hairs tickled his nose de­light­fully and he caressed the lips of her pussy with his fin­ger­tips. His tongue swirled around in­side her, cre­at­ing a foamy mass of lub­ric­ants.

	Mary was in heaven. It felt so great. The flick­er­ing tongue was driv­ing her wild and his own en­thu­si­asm only heightened hers.

	Phil moved his tongue out of her pussy and stuck a fin­ger deep in­side in one quick thrust. He was pleased to feel Mary jump at the in­stru­sion and her in­take of a deep breath. He spread her lips again and loc­ated her little clit­oris with a fin­ger­tip. The shock was elec­tric to the young girl and she nearly melted to the floor when he began to suck on her love but­ton.

	„Oh, God,“ she whispered husk­ily. She forced his head into her crotch with strong hands and began hump­ing his face. She was already close to or­gasm. The fin­ger was pump­ing in and out of her pussy as the lips and tongue worked on her clit. Her heart was ra­cing wildly and her body felt as if it were on fire.

	„I‘m go­ing to come,“ she wailed. „I‘m go­ing to come.“ And he wanted her to. He was suck­ing her clit­oris with aban­don, while he shoved his fin­ger roughly into her. He savored the sweet young taste of her box as it filled his mouth and his own crotch was aching from need. His hot breath rolled across her body, bring­ing her to wild heights of pleas­ure. Harder and harder, he sucked and licked. Faster and faster, his fin­ger moved. He brought a thumb un­der her cunt and pressed it slightly into her pink, tight as­shole. That did it.

	„Uhhh,“ she groaned loudly. Her body stiffened and drove down on him. He moved his mouth from her but­ton and covered her cunt with it as her juices began to flow. He held onto her ass again and swal­lowed the suc­cu­lent fluid that en­vel­oped him. Her whole body seemed to con­vulse and he held on tight, not want­ing to lose a single drop of the love po­tion.

	Fi­nally, she went al­most limp, re­lax­ing against him. He kept her up and licked her pussy dry, rel­ish­ing the taste. He looked up at her, his face sticky with her juice, two blonde hairs stuck to his cheek.

	„De­li­cious,“ he said. For em­phasis, he flickered his tongue a couple times over her cunt. It felt like a hot poker in­side her.

	Mary slid to the floor in front of him, brush­ing her breasts in his face as she moved. She kissed him full on the lips, tast­ing her­self on them. It was not an un­pleas­ant fla­vor. Through half-closed eyes, she saw his rock-hard mem­ber wav­ing in the air between his out­stretched legs. It was red, hot and will­ing. She smiled at him and gently pushed him back un­til he was ly­ing on the bed, his legs bent over the edge. From this angle, his cock looked mon­strous, wav­ing straight up in the air. She moved between his knees.

	Phil laid back and re­laxed as Mary fell between his legs. He let out a low sigh as she began kiss­ing his hairy thighs, work­ing her way up­ward.

	Mary cupped his hairy scro­tum in her hands, rolling it through her fin­gers ten­derly. They were hot and sweaty to her touch and even seemed to pulsate with the jizz they were man­u­fac­tur­ing. She tilted her head low and brought his testicles to her mouth. She lightly kissed each one, then stuck her tongue out and licked back and forth across the puckered flesh, wet­ting it. Phil groaned and closed his eyes and Mary smiled hap­pily. She grabbed the base of his hard cock and rubbed her nose and cheek against it, lov­ing the feel and the heavy mas­cu­line odor of his loins. She licked a path straight up the ur­ine chan­nel un­til her mouth was right over the tiny piss-hole.

	„You have a beau­ti­ful cock,“ she said softly. He could only grunt in reply and thrust his hips up­ward.

	A drop of pre-cum had formed at the tip of his penis and she picked it off with her tongue. She brought it back to her wait­ing mouth and swal­lowed grate­fully, some of it drib­bling onto her chin. It tasted de­li­cious, hot, tangy, sticky. She licked the drop­pings off her chin ob­scenely, slob­ber­ing nois­ily but without shame. She was dis­ap­poin­ted that his eyes were closed, want­ing him to watch her suck him off, but she knew by his body move­ments and heavy breath­ing that he was en­joy­ing it.

	She held his prick tight at the base with one hand, and gingerly fondled his dangling testicles with the other. She swal­lowed the purple head of his penis, let­ting it rest in the damp warmth of her sweet mouth. She filled her mouth with saliva and flicked her tongue over and over the en­gorged fleshy knob. Tak­ing a deep breath, she slid her mouth down­ward, let­ting his cock fill her oral cav­ity. Her mouth was stretched wide and her cheeks swelled out, crammed with hard dick. Ever so slowly, she raised her head, then brought it down again. His cock twitched and she knew it wouldn‘t take much for him to come. She tightened her lips around his cock and began to move her head up and down on him faster and faster. Her mouth was filled with cock-tast­ing saliva and she swal­lowed again and again the heavy tast­ing fluid.

	„Ohhh,“ Phil moaned as his cock moved in and out of the girl‘s hot, wet mouth. He opened his eyes to watch the beau­ti­ful blonde‘s face as she de­voured his throb­bing or­gan. She was really beau­ti­ful, her lips pulled wide, her cheeks puffed, her nos­trils flar­ing. Little pools of saliva dribbled from her mouth and slid down his cock to wet his pu­bic hair. „Ohh, suck me, baby. It feels so fuck­ing good.“

	Mary looked up without miss­ing a beat of her suck­ing mo­tions. He was watch­ing her now and that just ex­cited her all the more. She gazed deep into his eyes, telling him how much she was en­joy­ing giv­ing him a blow-job, and how much she wanted him to come into her mouth. He smiled know­ingly and reached down to caress her silky hair.

	Mary began suck­ing like a wo­man pos­sessed, mov­ing up and down so fast that her mouth was burn­ing from the fric­tion and everything around her be­came a blur. The room filled with the sounds of her slurp­ing nois­ily on his rod and heavy moans of pleas­ure, both hers and his. She squeezed his balls roughly, dig­ging her nails into the skin and jerked his cock at the base, beg­ging for the or­gasm she knew was only mo­ments away. Faster and faster, harder and harder. Come in my mouth, she thought groan­ing, fill my mouth with your sweet cum.

	„I‘m com­ing,“ he cried. „I‘m com­ing.“ He squeezed her head roughly and thrust his hips into her. „Oh­hhh!“

	Mary swal­lowed his cock deep into her throat, al­most gag­ging, then brought it out un­til only the swollen knob re­mained en­closed. She jerked her hand up and down the full, slimy shaft as fast and hard as she could. His cock stiffened even more and his body con­vulsed on the bed.

	Bam! His cock erup­ted, spew­ing a great gush of scald­ing se­men into her suck­ing mouth. She swal­lowed the sticky fluid quickly as his cock blas­ted again with an­other stream. She guzzled it hun­grily and was re­war­ded with an­other gob of cum al­most as big as the first. Her mouth was filled with cock and cum and still he con­stric­ted, for­cing even more in. She swal­lowed and swal­lowed, eagerly con­sum­ing the burn­ing jism, let­ting it slide down her throat and warm her stom­ach. Her head was spin­ning in ec­stasy and she fought for air through her nose. More and more jizz seeped from his cock and she wondered if it was go­ing to end, not that she was in any rush for it to.

	Fi­nally, Phil‘s hands re­laxed on her head and she lif­ted her mouth to take a deep breath. His cock was still hard and twitch­ing slightly, form­ing little droplets of come that ran down the shaft. Mary bent to lick them up, her tongue, soft, wet, slip­pery. She gnawed on the purple knob, slurp­ing up every drop of cum it had to of­fer with glee. God, it tasted so great. She de­voured his prick again, suck­ing it dry, wait­ing for it to soften in her mouth. It didn‘t and Mary was sur­prised. His cock was as hard as ever. And he had just blas­ted off in her mouth with a tre­mend­ous or­gasm. She looked up at him curi­ously.

	He watched her and smiled. It al­ways took at least two or­gasms for him to go soft, some­times even three. „Let‘s fuck,“ he said.



	
CHAPTER EIGHT

	Mary sat on the end of the couch, sip­ping a beer. Jan and Ju­lie were work­ing and the guys were out drink­ing some­where. She had been liv­ing here two weeks now and she was get­ting rest­less. Not so much to leave, but to get out and do some­thing and make some money. She was tired of be­ing a free­loader, though the oth­ers didn‘t seem to mind. And she was think­ing about that guy in the car who ac­cos­ted her the first day she was here, want­ing to pay her for sex. Thirty dol­lars! For half an hours work. Why not get paid for it?

	And she was think­ing about that guy in the car who ac­cos­ted her the first day she was here, want­ing to pay her for sex. Thirty dol­lars! For half an hour of work. Why not get paid for it?

	She drained the beer and dropped the can on the floor. She con­tem­plated get­ting an­other one, but de­cided against it. She would just get high and end up ly­ing around the house all day like she usu­ally did. No, this has gone on long enough, she thought firmly. When in Rome, do as the Ro­mans. Fuck it, she re­solved, jump­ing up.

	She went into Jan‘s room to get some clothes. She de­cided on a see-through flowered blouse and a pair of white mini-shorts. She slipped into them and put on her san­dals, then walked over to the full-length mir­ror on the back of the door to check her ap­pear­ance. Not bad, she thought, not bad at all. She combed out her long, blonde hair and smiled. I just might en­joy this, she re­flec­ted.

	She walked out of the apart­ment, clos­ing the door be­hind her. She went out to the street and stood non­chal­antly on the corner. The street wasn‘t very crowded for this time of day and she was glad of that. She was al­most shak­ing from nervous­ness, and ex­cite­ment. She waited on the corner, quite a lovely, mouth-wa­ter­ing sight in the late af­ter­noon sun­shine. She was dressed to the min­imum and her face and hair looked ab­so­lutely gor­geous. It didn‘t take long for her to be no­ticed.

	A big, green Ca­dillac pulled to the curb and its horn blared. She turned and walked to the door, mak­ing sure that her hips rolled sen­su­ously as she moved. She leaned in slightly.

	„Hi,“ the driver said, grin­ning nervously. He was about forty-five, fairly hand­some, with a full head of dark hair and a well-pre­served body. And he wore an ex­pens­ive, tailored, three-piece suit. „Wh-what are you do­ing?“

	„Noth­ing much.“

	„Do you want to go for a ride?“

	„Maybe....“ She was be­ing coy and sur­pris­ing her­self by her emo­tional con­trol.

	„How ... how much?“

	„What do you want?“ she asked con­fid­ently, though she was still nervous and get­ting weirdly aroused by the ob­scen­ity of the situ­ation.

	„Well, uh, I don‘t have much time. I have to get back to the of­fice. How about a blow-job in the car?“ He was look­ing around ap­pre­hens­ively, watch­ing for cops. He had al­most got­ten ar­res­ted a couple of times and was nervous.

	„Thirty,“ she answered. She re­membered that Jan had told her that was a lot. She might as well get as much as she could.

	„Well, that‘s a lot of money and ... „He let his voice trail off but his face be­trayed the dis­ap­point­ment he felt at the sum she men­tioned. She was beau­ti­ful though.

	„It‘ll be worth it,“ Mary said, smil­ing and lick­ing her lips lewdly. She was start­ing to get off on it.

	That was too much for the old man, watch­ing this beau­ti­ful blonde girl lick­ing her lips as if wip­ing the come up. He knew he could get it for less, but not by any­one as pretty or young. She can‘t be over six­teen, he de­cided. And this was tak­ing too much time out in the open to suit him.

	„Okay, okay, get in.“

	Mary did, sit­ting against the pas­sen­ger door shak­ing from nerves and an­ti­cip­a­tion, and they drove off. The man had ob­vi­ously done this be­fore be­cause he made a few turns and ended up park­ing be­hind a deser­ted ware­house. There was ab­so­lutely no one around and for a second, Mary was frightened but the man was already work­ing on his belt. She stopped him.

	„Aren‘t you for­get­ting some­thing?“ she asked. Jan had taught her a few things about the busi­ness.

	He frowned but took out his wal­let and re­moved thirty dol­lars out of what ap­peared to be a huge wad. You can plenty well af­ford it, she thought as he handed her the bills. She took the money and put it in her pants pocket, then turned to watch him with in­terest. Busi­ness was over.

	The man un­buckled his belt and pulled down his zip­per. He seemed to have lost the nervous­ness he dis­played when he picked her up. He lif­ted his hips off the seat and yanked his boxer shorts and pants down to his knees. He leaned back in the seat and spread his legs wide, ob­scenely ex­pos­ing his cock to her. It was long and red, rest­ing soft on his thigh.

	„Okay, baby, make it good,“ he said, push­ing his hips up a little to get com­fort­able.

	Well, this is it, she thought. She moved over next to him and pushed her long hair be­hind her ears, her face was flushed. She bent over slowly, breath­ing heav­ily. She was a bit un­easy but aroused bey­ond her own be­lief by the pure straight­for­ward­ness and de­grad­a­tion of the act she was to per­form. It wasn‘t love, or even cas­ual phys­ical sex. It was a quick, paid-for blow-job. She took a last look around, wor­ried about be­ing caught, then bent out of sight.

	It was a real, live, pulsat­ing cock twitch­ing be­fore her, that fact couldn‘t be denied. And though she was be­ing paid by a per­fect stranger to suck it, the truth was she loved cocks, and sex. She grasped the harden­ing flesh in her tender hand and gently stroked it to full erec­tion. It was hot and hard in her hand, com­ing alive un­der her min­is­tra­tions. She ran her tongue over her lips to moisten them, then slid them over the tip of his cock and slowly down the shaft. He wasn‘t par­tic­u­larly big and she had no prob­lem swal­low­ing all of his man­hood. She just let it reast in­side of her mouth, her lips brush­ing his dark pu­bic hair.

	„Ohhh, babe, that feels so good,“ he moaned when she en­vel­oped him.

	Mary was happy to hear that. It made the sex more real, more per­sonal. There was a live, feel­ing per­son on the end of this cock she was swal­low­ing. It wasn‘t go­ing to be as plastic and un­feel­ing as she feared. And his cock tasted great, filling her mouth as it was. At least in her own mind, she was no longer a pros­ti­tute for the mo­ment, she was just a horny young girl ful­filling her huge sexual ap­pet­ite. She was just suck­ing off an­other nice dick. And lov­ing it.

	Mary sucked her cheeks in and out, filling her mouth with saliva and rub­bing the smooth, taut flesh of his cock against her skin. She swal­lowed the heavy saliva with glee, mak­ing loud slurp­ing noises. Her hot, lusty breath blew from her nos­trils across his hairy thighs and ab­do­men. She res­ted a hand on his pu­bic mound and gripped the base of his stiff bone with her fin­gers. She slid her other hand down between his legs and clutched his dangling testicles, rub­bing them hap­pily in her palm. They were large, in pro­por­tion to his cock, and sperm-laden. She rolled them around in small circles and their heat warmed her hand.

	The man moved his hands down and grabbed Mary‘s head roughly.

	„Suck it, girlie,‘“ he de­man­ded as he wrapped his fin­gers into her hair and began mov­ing her head up and down slowly on his shaft. Her hot mouth felt great and he let out a low groan.

	Mary was only too will­ing to com­ply. She let his hands do the work, con­tent to merely let his cock slide in and out of her sop­ping, wide-open mouth.

	She kept her lus­cious lips tight to the taut skin, feel­ing the fric­tion of her mov­ing head heat both their bod­ies. Her crotch was be­com­ing wet from her ex­cite­ment and any mis­giv­ings she might have had were long for­got­ten.

	The man forced her head up and down on his prick with in­creas­ing speed as the come built in his loins. He was lean­ing way back and had a front row seat. The pretty girl‘s cheeks were puffed way out from his man­hood and her eyes were closed tightly, her face a pic­ture of lust. She was really get­ting off on the blow-job and it sur­prised him. Most hook­ers didn‘t en­joy it much. And it ex­cited him all the more to know that she was be­com­ing aroused. He moved her faster and faster and she stayed right with him, suck­ing like mad, slob­ber­ing all over his crotch, fond­ling his balls like crazy. And she was moan­ing like a con­ten­ted kit­ten. I‘ll be damned, he thought. Don‘t worry, baby, I‘ll fill your mouth with my cum.

	Mary was suck­ing for all she was worth as he moved her head around his cock. It tasted so good and she had lapped up eagerly every drop of pre-come his cock had offered.

	„I‘m gonna come soon ... I‘m gonna come....“ Mary felt his hands move down to her cheeks. He was press­ing them in, rub­bing the fleshy in­sides against his cock. She slurped him migh­tily, moan­ing, squeez­ing his balls. She sneaked a fin­ger down and pressed it against his puckered as­shole and he al­most jumped through the ceil­ing.

	„Ohhh, I‘m com­ing! Suck me! I‘m com­inggg!“ He thrust her head down vi­ciously un­til her lips banged into his pel­vic bone and his cock jammed into the en­trance to her throat, caus­ing her to pg slightly. It al­most choked her as it ex­pan­ded within her. Then, like a great vol­cano, his cock con­stric­ted vi­ol­ently and spur­ted a great stream of jizz straight into her throat. She barely had to swal­low, the fluid in­stead flow­ing right into her throat. Again, he spewed his seed and it sloshed against the roof of her mouth and down into her stom­ach, warm­ing her. He kept her head in a vise grip on him and she struggled to breathe through her nose as his cock jerked again, not as vi­ol­ently, but de­pos­ited more of the pre­cious fluid in her mouth. She sucked and drank it down, sa­vor­ing the tart and sticky taste.

	Fi­nally, he re­leased his grip on her head and she moved up­ward, keep­ing the throb­bing head in­side her lips. She let it lay in her wet and creamy mouth as she squeezed his scro­tum firmly, run­ning her fin­gers up along the shaft, for­cing out every last drop. His cock shrunk rap­idly and slipped out of her mouth with a soft plop, fall­ing on his thigh, red, swollen, tender. A drip of cum leaked out of the piss-hole and she hur­ried to re­trieve it with her sticky tongue. She res­ted her head on his thigh grate­fully and held his used-up mem­ber gently in her hands, only an inch from her mouth. Smil­ing hap­pily, she stuck out her tongue and ran it around and around his penis, clean­ing it and dry­ing it. Her eyes were half-closed and her breath was hot and rapid. Ummm, she mur­mured to her­self, jizz tastes so good.

	The old man looked down at her pretty face as she lapped up the last of his jism. God, it had been great. This chick really knew what she was do­ing and she really seemed to love it. Maybe, I should have charged her, he thought, not without a touch of hon­esty. It was more ex­cit­ing to have been able to watch her. He let out a low, sat­is­fied sigh and checked his watch. Well, time to get back to work. It had been a pleas­ant in­ter­lude. He shook Mary by the shoulders, she was still ab­sent-mindedly lick­ing and fond­ling his cock.

	„Okay, come on, I‘ve got to get go­ing.“ Mary stopped what she was do­ing and looked up at him, her eyes foggy with lust. He had roused her from her thoughts. She had com­pletely for­got­ten where they were and what they were really do­ing, she had got­ten com­pletely lost in the sexual ex­cite­ment of the act.

	She rose quickly from his groin and sat back in her side of the seat, melt­ing into the up­hol­stery. She watched him pull up his pants, then looked around. There was no one to be seen. Thank God, she thought. She wiped her hand over her lips, rub­bing off the cum that had dribbled out. And she blushed.

	The man star­ted the car and drove off. Mary just stared out the win­dow as he manuvered the few blocks to where he had picked her up. He pulled to the curb and waited, but Mary only gazed at the win­dow, afraid to look at him. „Well?“ he fi­nally said.

	„Oh, I‘m sorry,“ she whispered and opened the door. She got out and lingered a mo­ment, look­ing at the side­walk. For some reason she felt that there should be more to it. „Thanks. Bye,“ she said curtly, shut­ting the door and walk­ing away. He quickly drove off down the block.

	Mary went back to the apart­ment and took an­other beer out of the re­fri­ger­ator. She downed half of it in one long guzzle, mix­ing it with the taste of jizz still pre­val­ent in her mouth. And it tasted just fine.

	Mary wandered around the liv­ing room alone. She was happy none of the oth­ers were home-it gave her a chance to think. The sex had been great, it al­ways was, but words kept pop­ping into her mind, like, pros­ti­tute, whore, hooker, tramp. Was it so bad? She wondered. She sud­denly re­membered the money, she had for­got­ten about it. She reached into her pocket and took the thirty dol­lars, just to suck a cock off. She would have prob­ably done it for noth­ing. Thirty dol­lars for ten minutes work. That‘s $180 an hour. Not bad for a young girl. And she loved do­ing it, loved hav­ing sex, and that was the whole point of it. The hell with what Jan said, I just won‘t let it fuck up my mind.

	She fin­ished the beer and threw the can onto the couch. Let the maid get it, she thought, laugh­ing out loud. Pretty soon I‘ll be able to af­ford a maid. She walked out into the street again and went right to the corner, a much more con­fid­ent girl then she was scant half an hour ago. So what‘s so bad about be­ing a pros­ti­tute? The money‘s good, the hours are your own, you can work right out­side your front door, and it‘s fun work. A car pulled up and beeped at her. It was a nice, new Con­tin­ental. She walked over to it, mov­ing her hips, her tits boun­cing un­der her blouse en­ti­cingly.

	„Hi,“ the driver said. He was younger than the other man but much heav­ier and not very good-look­ing.

	Oh, well, maybe he‘s got a nice cock. The clothes and car said he had money. She leaned far into the side win­dow, thrust­ing her tits out ob­scenely.

	„What‘cha lookin‘ for?“ she said, her pretty face smil­ing brightly. „Cu­tie,“ she ad­ded with a wink. Her mouth still tasted of the other man‘s cum and she was go­ing to make a point of kiss­ing this man with that fla­vor in­side her. The thought ex­cited her.

	Mary ended up fuck­ing two guys in the back seat of their cars and blow­ing an­other guy be­fore she headed home. She pat­ted the $110 in her pocket hap­pily. She had let one of the guys talk her down to twenty dol­lars be­cause he was so good-look­ing. She was glad she did, since he ended up ex­pos­ing a mag­ni­fi­cent penis. Ac­tu­ally, she prob­ably would have done it with him for noth­ing un­der dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances, and she wondered why he had to go to a pros­ti­tute. A pros­ti­tute! It still seemed funny to her to call her­self a pros­ti­tute, but it was a fact. It didn‘t bother her so much any more, not with the money in her pocket.

	The house was still empty when she got home and she turned on a few lights as it was get­ting dark. She dis­robed, throw­ing her clothes onto her mat­tress, and walked nude into the bath­room by the front door. She filled the tub quickly with hot wa­ter, then laid down in it. God, it felt good, stretch­ing out like this. She was sur­prised at how tired she felt. Well, she had got­ten a good workout today. A fuck­ing good workout, she thought amusedly. She res­ted con­ten­tedly, re­count­ing hap­pily her sexual es­capades of the af­ter­noon. She dozed off with the warm wa­ter com­fort­ing her body and a smile on her face.

	„Mary!“ someone shouted, slam­ming the front door shut and wak­ing her from her rev­erie.

	„In here,“ she answered, shak­ing her head to re­lieve the drowsi­ness.

	The bath­room door flung open and Phil rushed in, a big smile gra­cing his hand­some face.

	„Guess what happened today?“ he asked ex­citedly, bend­ing down to kiss her wetly on the lips, then kneel­ing at the side of the tub. Neither was the least bit un­com­fort­able about her na­ked­ness.

	„You got mar­ried,“ Mary stated, laugh­ing. „No, ser­i­ously.“

	„I don‘t know, Phil. What?“

	„Bob and I went to see that agent today, the one who talked to us last week after our show.“

	„And?“

	„And he wants to take us out to the coast, L.A., and have us cut an al­bum.“ Mary‘s eyes widened. „For real?“

	„Yeah, all ex­penses paid. He wants us to leave in a couple of days. Isn‘t that great?“

	„God, yes. Oh, Phil, I‘m so happy for you.“ She hugged him tightly, get­ting his face wet with the bathwa­ter. She really was thrilled for him. And Bob. „Where‘s Bob?“

	„Oh, he and Zack went to tell the girls. They‘ll come with us.“ He paused. „And we want you to come, too.“ Mary stiffened. This was totally un­ex­pec­ted and she really didn‘t think it was what she wanted. „I couldn‘t.“

	„Why not? We can get the money to­gether.“

	„It‘s not the money. I just don‘t think I should „Well, let‘s not worry about it now. We all have a few days to talk it over. I‘m go­ing to get a beer to start cel­eb­rat­ing. He got up. „Do you want one?“

	„Of course,“ she answered as he walked out the door. There‘ll be some party­ing the next few days, she thought. I‘ll miss you all.



	
CHAPTER NINE

	Mary and Jan walked slowly back from the li­quor store, their arms laden with pack­ages. It was late in the even­ing and still warm from the day‘s hot sun. To­mor­row morn­ing the oth­ers were leav­ing for Cali­for­nia and to­night was the good-bye party. For Mary. She was stay­ing in New York and would have to be out of the house al­most im­me­di­ately with the land­lord tak­ing pos­ses­sion the next night.

	Mary had turned down their of­fer to join them, fight­ing against end­less prod­ding and ca­jol­ing. They really wanted her to go and it pleased her that they cared for her so much and wor­ried about her. She would miss them ter­ribly-they had all grown so close in such a short time.

	„So what are you go­ing to do?“ Jan asked.

	„Mary hes­it­ated, feel­ing very close to the older girl. „Oh, I don‘t know. I‘ll fig­ure out some­thing.“

	Jan stopped and took Mary‘s arm, star­ing deep into her blue eyes. „You‘re work­ing, aren‘t you?“

	Mary blushed and avoided Jan‘s pier­cing eyes. It was as if the other girl could see right through her. And she felt em­bar­rassed at be­ing found out and let­ting Jan down. „Well, I ... „

	„I know,“ Jan whispered. „There‘s not much else you can do, is there? Don‘t for­get, I had to do it my­self for a long time just to sur­vive.“

	Mary looked back up into Jan‘s sweet brown eyes, a tear welling in her own. She was such a great per­son, kind, un­der­stand­ing and lov­ing. She felt like she was be­tray­ing her by be­com­ing a pros­ti­tute, but she was tired of spon­ging off of them and she felt sure that Jan knew that.

	„Just be care­ful, Mary. Be care­ful. I know you need to sup­port your­self. We all do.“ She leaned for­ward and kissed Mary right on the lips. The kiss was soft, wet, sen­su­ous and lov­ing.

	Mary felt like melt­ing into her arms on the spot.

	„Thanks, Jan,“ she said. „I‘ll miss you ter­ribly.“

	„We‘ll all miss you, too.“ She paused sigh­ing deeply, her face inches from Mary‘s. „Well, we‘d bet­ter get go­ing or they‘ll think we slipped into an al­ley and drank all the booze ourselves.“

	„Now, that‘s an idea,“ Mary said. They both laughed and headed off down the block.

	The party was in full swing and every­one was as high as hell. Mary sat on one couch between Bob and Phil and they were all drink­ing and laugh­ing and hav­ing a grand old time. The place wouldn‘t be the same without them.

	Phil put his arm on Mary‘s shoulder and pulled her to him. He kissed her hard, prob­ing her mouth deeply with his tongue. She sucked ten­derly on his ex­plor­ing tongue in re­sponse, their lips tight but soft to­gether. He broke the kiss and, as if on cue, Bob turned her head to his and kissed her deeply.

	„Mmmm,“ she mur­mured into his mouth, pleased at the at­ten­tion.

	Phil un­buttoned her blouse all the way and pulled the halves apart, ex­pos­ing her small, but well-formed bosom. He brought his head down to her chest as she and Bob con­tin­ued lick­ing each oth­ers‘ mouths. Phil caught her nipple with his lips and sucked it gently, fond­ling the soft gland un­der it all the while. He nipped his way around the sway­ing melon, fi­nally suck­ing and nib­bling with aban­don.

	Bob took his mouth from Mary‘s and gave her a loud smack­ing kiss. He moved down her face, kiss­ing and lick­ing across her cheek and throat, wetly mark­ing a path to her other na­ked boob. He found it and began suck­ing the sweet, fleshy orb with rel­ish, his mouth only inches from Phil‘s.

	Mary lay back, suc­cumb­ing to their ar­dent at­ten­tions. She let her hands fall into the boys‘ laps and she sud­denly re­membered the scene she had watched briefly the first night she was here. And she re­membered how much it had ex­cited her. She struggled with both of the zip­pers at the same time, her hands were in awk­ward po­s­i­tions, but she fi­nally man­aged to get. Both of them down. She reached in and pulled out the two cocks, already erect and throb­bing. They felt so good in her hands, Phil‘s thick and hot, Bob‘s a bit longer but not as thick and a little rougher to the touch. She ran her fin­gers over the en­gorged flesh of the two pen­ises. She lay back with her eyes close, the two mouths suck­ing on her tits vig­or­ously and the two hard dicks filling her pump­ing hands. She wondered if any­thing could feel much bet­ter. She would soon find out.

	Jan rose from the floor a bit un­stead­ily, her mind was high from the booze and her bal­ance wasn‘t the greatest. She moved between Mary‘s legs and watched, stand­ing, as Phil and Bob sucked her tits and she jacked them both off. It made a beau­ti­ful sight and her eyes fell to Mary‘s crotch. It‘s about time I got a taste of that, she thought. She liked Mary a lot and she wanted to prove it to her the best way she knew how. And Mary was such a beau­ti­ful-look­ing girl.

	Mary felt hands at the top of her pants and she half-opened her eyes to see what was go­ing on. She was sur­prised to catch Jan un­but­ton­ing her jeans and pulling down her zip­per, ex­pos­ing her pink panties. She was about to ob­ject but the look of love and lust in the girl‘s eyes de­terred her. She lif­ted her hips off the couch as Jan pulled her pants and panties com­pletely off, toss­ing them aside. She knelt between Mary‘s legs, her body trem­bling in an­ti­cip­a­tion.

	„We‘ll miss you, honey,“ she whispered, lick­ing her lips to wet them. And Mary sud­denly real­ized that this was their good-bye party to her. It was their way of say­ing that they loved her and cared for her.

	Jan ran her fin­gers up Mary‘s thighs, tick­ling the flesh. She stroked her full, blonde bush with tender touches, then lightly flickered her hands over the pink pussy lips, already moist and ready. Mary sighed at the touch and Jan looked up and smiled.

	„You‘re so beau­ti­ful,“ she said. „Your pussy is so beau­ti­ful, too.“ Jan in­haled deeply, then tilted her head far down to brush the pulsat­ing pussy with her full lips. The short, pu­bic hairs tickled her nose and she giggled. She spread the cunt­lips wide apart and pushed her tongue in, sa­vor­ing the musky taste.

	„Ohhh,“ Mary cried softly at the touch of the wet tongue. She spread her legs open to fa­cili­ate the girl‘s ac­tions. She didn‘t worry about per­ver­sion or les­bi­an­ism now, she just let her­self go to the won­der­ful feel­ings and sen­sa­tions Jan‘s tongue was pro­du­cing in­side her pussy.

	Ju­lie and Zack were on the other couch, fond­ling each other‘s gen­it­als as they watched the scene un­fold be­fore them. Mary gazed at them, a con­ten­ted smile on her face, as they stood up and un­dressed, then walked over to­ward her. It was like watch­ing a dream, she was in a sexual heaven.

	Ju­lie came around be­hind the couch and leaned over the back, her shapely tits fall­ing on Mary‘s shoulder. She took Mary‘s head in her arms and tilted it to­ward her smil­ing face. They stared deep into each oth­ers‘ eyes for a long mo­ment, then Ju­lie kissed her, softly, lov­ingly. Mary re­spon­ded im­me­di­ately, open­ing her mouth to ac­cept Ju­lie‘s search­ing tongue. She sucked on it, pulling it in­side her, rel­ish­ing the sweet, fresh taste of the girl‘s mouth. It was so much softer than a man‘s and her face was so smooth rub­bing against her own. She forced her tongue into Ju­lie‘s mouth and to­gether they licked each oth­ers‘ oral cav­it­ies, swal­low­ing their mu­tual saliva. Mary found the sen­sa­tion quite pleas­ant, mak­ing out with this girl friend of hers. Ju­lie was gentle and lov­ing.

	It was amaz­ingly ex­cit­ing to Mary, all this wild sexual ac­tion at once and she felt like she could come at any mo­ment. It was so arous­ing and stim­u­lat­ing to be ready to come in one girl‘s mouth, while she ten­derly kissed an­other pretty girl, had her boobs in two guys‘ mouths and had two hard cocks in her hands. Her body felt like it was on fire and she idly wondered where Zack was, but right then, someone began to run his tongue up and down the legth of her long smooth legs.

	„Ohh, Ju­lie,“ she moaned into her friend‘s wet mouth. „I‘m go­ing to come real soon.“

	„Good, Mary let it hap­pen.“

	Jan‘s tongue was push­ing in and out of Mary‘s hot, red, swollen cunt. She was for all pur­poses fuck­ing her with her tongue and the blonde‘s pussy tasted great. Her nose was pressed right up to Mary‘s erect little clit and she in­haled the fem­in­ine odor with de­light. Mary began hump­ing her face, push­ing hard off the couch, and Jan knew that her or­gasm was im­min­ent. She star­ted suck­ing her box madly, like a va­cuum cleaner, swal­low­ing all the juices her ac­tions pro­duced. Come in my mouth, she thought, your pussy tastes so de­li­cious.

	Ju­lie ran her fin­gers through Mary‘s long blonde hair as they con­tin­ued kiss­ing, lov­ing the silky feel of the long tresses. She stuck her tongue deep into Mary‘s mouth and licked the in­sides of her cheeks and her gums and teeth, breath­ing hot breaths all the while across her face.

	„Ummm,“ Mary groaned and her body stiffened per­cept­ively. It was time and every­one knew it and began mov­ing that much faster and harder.

	Mary‘s body con­vulsed and felt like it was burn­ing up in pas­sion and pleas­ure. She gasped loudly into Ju­lie‘s mouth as the first wave of or­gasm hit her, run­ning through her body like a tidal wave. She banged her cunt into Jan‘s mouth as the flu­ids began to flow out of her. She squeezed the cocks in her hands with all her might, al­most hurt­ing them. She moaned and moaned loudly. Again and again her body jumped in great con­stric­tions but every­one stayed with her, never los­ing their grips on whatever ori­fice they were work­ing on. She felt like she would come forever and it would be a great way to spend the rest of her life.

	Jan clutched Mary‘s firm ass-cheeks tightly as they bounced on the edge of the couch. She sucked and sucked the juices from her va­gina, it was like a river of sexual flu­ids that flowed un­end­ing into her wait­ing mouth. The jism rolled down her throat, warm­ing her and filling her in­sides with the tangy taste. She breathed hard into the pussy, vi­brat­ing the red meat and bring­ing Mary to de­li­rium.

	Mary‘s body stopped trem­bling and every­one re­laxed a bit. Ju­lie bur­ied her head on Mary‘s shoulder and hugged her tightly. Bob and Phil sat up, leav­ing her tits red and tender from their oral ma­nip­u­la­tions, but Mary didn‘t loosen her grip on their stiff cocks.

	Jan stayed on her knees between Mary‘s legs, her mouth still, on her pussy. She wasn‘t through yet by any means. She stuck her tongue out and re­trieved the dribbles of pussy-juice that still flowed from the swollen, steamy va­gina. And she didn‘t stop there. She bent her head lower still and licked a sloppy, sticky trail from Mary‘s pussy to her as­shole. She kissed the cheeks wetly, then spread them apart with her tender fin­gers. She loc­ated the puckered hole with her tongue and Mary twitched, stim­u­lated. Jan was breath­ing hot, horny, ex­cited breaths of air over the blonde‘s gen­it­als, be­side her­self with arousal at what she was do­ing. God, she was lov­ing it. She kissed around the dark hole, then pushed her tongue slightly in­side. The taste was tart and musky but it was de­li­cious to her all the same. She moaned as Mary wrapped her legs around her head and crossed them be­hind her, the smooth flesh of her young thighs rub­bing her face.

	„Ohh, Jan,“ Mary whimpered. „Ohh, Goddd.“

	„Oh, Mary,“ Jan purred, kiss­ing the dark fur­row. She took a breath and forced her tongue deep in­side the tight hole, strain­ing to get it bur­ied fur­ther. And Mary pressed down­ward to as­sist her.

	Phil took Mary‘s hand from his cock and she re­leased her grip on Bob. Phil stood up and re­moved his clothes, his thick cock stand­ing straight out in the air, wav­ing lewdly. He moved over Jan‘s kneel­ing body and straddled Mary‘s belly, lean­ing for­ward. His throb­bing or­gan brushed her cheek sen­su­ally.

	Mary reached up and took hold of the base of his dan­cing bone. She began rub­bing it ob­scenely all over her face, kiss­ing it when it came in front of her lips. Small drops of pre-cum leaked out and stuck to her skin, heat­ing the flesh and mak­ing it sticky. She didn‘t mind at all, but licked up a drop or two near her mouth. She brought the purple head to her mouth and kissed it gently. She opened her mouth wide and took the bulbous head in­side, suck­ing it softly with great, noisy slurps. Phil looked down at her, breath­ing heav­ily. He was much too close to com­ing to want to take things very slowly.

	„Suck it, Mary. I‘m so fuck­ing hot!“

	He pushed his dick into her with a strong thrust and she con­sumed him eagerly, let­ting his fleshy dong cram her mouth. He stayed like that a mo­ment and she reached around to cup his but­tocks, knead­ing the muscles. She used his ass as a handle and began to pull him back and forth, his prick slid­ing in and out of her wet mouth with ease.

	„Oh, that feels great,“ he said husk­ily, rest­ing his hands on the top of her head and let­ting her blow him. Her mouth was slimy and hot with saliva and it made a per­fect chan­nel for his soon-to-be erupt­ing cock.

	Phil stared down at Mary‘s bloated face as she pulled him. In and out of her mouth, hun­grily de­vour­ing his cock. Her lips were stretched tightly on his cock, glisten­ing wetly. His sperm-laden balls slapped re­peatedly against her chin, bring­ing him to the brink. It was so damn ex­cit­ing to watch her and feel her at the same time.

	„I‘m com­ing, Mary,“ he yelled. „Ohhh, suck it! I‘m com­ing!“ Mary squeezed his but­tocks, pulling him harder and faster into her sweet mouth, strain­ing her arms. She sucked nois­ily on his prick with all the might her swollen cheeks could muster. She wanted his sweet, white sperm to fill her.

	„Ohhh, Mary,“ he groaned. „Oh­hhh!“

	His cock spasmed migh­tily, then jerked and spur­ted a great gob of jizz into her wait­ing mouth. She swal­lowed it quickly and pre­pared her­self for the rest that she knew was com­ing. It had a de­li­cious fla­vor. Phil jerked his cock out of her mouth with a loud pop and began pump­ing it into her face with his own hand.

	She was sur­prised, but breath­ing heav­ily with lust and she watched him with glow­ing in­terest, her hands rub­bing his rectum gingerly. She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue as his cock shot an­other big load onto her nose and up­per lip, then an­other across her cheek. He pushed his red prick against her chin and fin­ished drib­bling out his cum all over her, some of it drop­ping down onto her breasts.

	Mary snuggled down onto Jan‘s tongue as Phil blas­ted her face with jizz. The fluid was hot and sticky and rolled across her face in little streams. She lapped up, like a con­ten­ted kit­ten, what dribbled by her mouth, then reached around to hold his cock in her mouth and drain it dry. She felt like she was drown­ing in cum and already it was dry­ing to her face, tight­en­ing the skin. It felt pretty good and the very air seemed to smell of sperm. She kissed Phil‘s cock, hard as usual, and a long string of jizz stretched from her lips and she sucked it up smil­ing.

	Phil pat­ted her head and smiled through the sexual haze that clouded the room. He rolled off her and she watched as he, Bob and Ju­lie moved to the other couch. Bob lay down on one end and Ju­lie got on all-fours between his out­stretched legs, grabbing his cock and start­ing to suck it. Her ass waved high in the air and Phil got be­hind her, his hard dick in hand. He spread her cheeks wide and po­si­tioned him­self. Then, he pushed into her puckered as­shole with one long slow thrust. Ju­lie jumped for­ward at the ex­cit­ing in­tru­sion and swal­lowed every inch of Bob‘s long cock.

	Zack went over Jan, paus­ing a mo­ment to watch her fer­vent tonguing of Mary‘s as­shole. She was some­thing else, a great chick.

	Mary watched Ju­lie ser­vi­cing of the two guys un­til Zack moved in front of her, block­ing her view. His big dick bobbed in the air as he moved over Jan and took Phil‘s place, kneel­ing in front of her. She caught his hard meat in her hand and shoved it deep into her slimy mouth, this was no time for pleas­ant­ries. She star­ted stuck­ing hard on the tasty tool, flick­er­ing her tongue around and around the swollen head of his mem­ber. It was so stim­u­lat­ing to be suck­ing one cock with the cum of an­other still in her mouth. And Jan was still elec­tri­fy­ing her body with her con­stantly mov­ing tongue.

	Zack leered as he knelt in front of Mary and she gobbled up his penis in a second. Damn, what an arous­ing sight she made. A beau­ti­ful, blonde, fif­teen-year-old, her mouth full of his prick and her face covered with cum and sweat.

	„You‘re beau­ti­ful, Mary.“

	„Ummm....“ she grunted in reply, swal­low­ing his cock right down to the pu­bic hairs.

	The party went on non-stop un­til early morn­ing. The room smelled of cum and pussy-juice, reek­ing of sex and al­co­hol. And there had been plenty of both. Mary had been the cen­ter of at­trac­tion and she felt it now, sit­ting on a mat­tress, nude and rav­aged. She had sucked off Phil, Bob and Zack and had fucked Phil twice and Bob once. And Jan had sucked her tender as­shole for what seemed like hours, and prob­ably was. Her stom­ach and mouth and pussy were filled to the brim with cum and her whole body tingled with ful­fill­ment. But there was one last thing she wanted to do, needed to do. She took a last sip of wine, empty­ing the bottle. Her head was in for a fog from the al­co­hol, sex, late hour and her sud­den plans.

	Bob, Phil and Ju­lie had gone to bed a while ago, stum­bling and barely mak­ing it into the room be­fore they passed out. And Zack was half-dead on one of the couches. Mary and Jan, who had just gone to the bath­room, had sat up talk­ing for some time now, feel­ing closer than ever.

	Jan came out of the bath­room un­ashamedly na­ked, her big tits boun­cing freely and the dark vee between her legs en­ti­cingly ex­posed. Mary had found her­self star­ing at Jan‘s pussy many times while they talked and the sight had caused a ter­rible itch­ing in her own box.

	„I guess I‘m about ready to nod out, too,“ Jan said, mov­ing to­ward the un­oc­cu­pied couch.

	„Jan?“

	She stopped and turned around, a hope­ful look on her pretty face. „Yes, Mary?“

	„Stay with me,“ Mary whispered.

	Jan walked over and knelt down be­side her, one full tit brush­ing Mary‘s arm. „Are you sure?“

	„Ohh, God, yes!“ Mary cried, put­ting her arms around Jan and pulling them both down on the mat­tress. She wanted it so badly, she couldn‘t deny her needs any longer. She felt so close to Jan.

	„Oh, Mary,“ Jan purred softly as their lips met and their bod­ies clung to­gether side-by-side.

	They kissed hun­grily, the burn­ing need build­ing rap­idly between them. Their mouths were hard to each other, their tongues flick­er­ing madly. Mary forced her tongue into Jan‘s sweet, wet mouth and licked every inch of her she could reach. She lapped up the saliva tast­ing, se­men, al­co­hol and, yes, even the taste of her own as­shole and cunt. It was a wildly ex­cit­ing mix­ture. She tickled her gums and teeth with ex­plor­ing tongue, want­ing to taste every part of her sweet body.

	Mary pushed Jan gently over onto her back and climbed on top of her, never break­ing their lust-filled kiss. Their breasts mashed to­gether de­light­fully, and they moaned in uni­son into each oth­ers‘ mouths at the feel of their bos­oms rolling to­gether. Mary rubbed her tits around on Jan‘s huge globes, lov­ing the feel of her jig­gling flesh. She ro­tated her hips, caus­ing their pu­bes to seem to melt to­gether in heated glory.

	„Ohh, Jan,“ Mary said, high with pleas­ure. She kissed her once more, smack­ing loudly full on her lips. „You taste so de­li­cious.“

	Jan smiled widely back at her as Mary began slid­ing down her wo­manly body. Mary kissed a wet path over her chin and neck, rel­ish­ing the smooth, hair­less flesh that greeted her search­ing lips. She stopped with her face over Jan‘s heav­ing chest and cupped a breast in her hand. She lif­ted it to her mouth and licked the big dark-brown nipple to erec­tion. God, her tits were so big and nice and soft, she thought. Why did she wait so long? She bur­ied her face between Jan‘s boobs and rolled the fleshy orbs on either side of her face, lick­ing the smooth skin all the while. She tried to take each tit into her mouth all the way but they were too big, so she had to settle for about three-quar­ters. At that, her mouth was stuffed with tit, and she sucked and sucked on the suc­cu­lent flesh, lov­ing it for the first time. She began to nibble on one of Jan‘s nipples and she groaned loudly.

	„Bite me,“ Jan said.

	And Mary did, lightly, hes­it­antly.

	„Harder,“ Jan de­man­ded softly.

	She ob­vi­ously knew what she wanted and Mary bit hard, break­ing the skin. Jan wiggled in ex­cite­ment un­der her. Mary bit her again, harder, caus­ing Jan to moan out loud and jiggle her tits hap­pily. Mary nipped and gnawed all over Jan‘s quiv­er­ing tits, caus­ing happy pain, then hur­ry­ing to soothe the sore flesh by lap­ping at it ten­derly. And Jan loved every second of it.

	Mary moved down­ward, leav­ing Jan‘s tits a mass of bruises and teeth-marks. She licked across her belly and ab­do­men, fi­nally set­tling between her legs, Jan‘s hairy pussy star­ing her in the face. She looked up to see the older girl gaz­ing hap­pily at her, her hands busily fond­ling her own sore bosom.

	„Eat me, Mary,“ she whispered, her face con­tor­ted in an­ti­cip­a­tion but lovely just the same. „Please, suck my pussy.“

	Mary could res­ist the urge no longer. So what if it was a girl? She cared for her and loved her. Now was the time, and this was the way, to show her.

	Mary placed her fin­gers on the stream­ing pussy in front of her and spread the hot lips apart. The red, pulsat­ing meat seemed to beckon to her and she dropped her head to taste a cunt for the first time. She in­haled deeply and the fem­in­ine odor sur­roun­ded her. She stuck her tongue out and tent­at­ively licked the moist flesh of Jan‘s in­sides, bring­ing the taste back to her hungry mouth. Jan stiffened in pleas­ure at the first touch of Mary‘s tongue and pushed her hips up­ward ex­pect­antly. Mary smiled at her re­ac­tion and swal­lowed the fluid. Umm, not bad, not bad at all, she thought. It was a bit like tast­ing her­self. Jan spread her legs wide and her pussy gaped wide open.

	Mary stuck her tongue out again, but this time began lick­ing in earn­est. She ran her tongue up and down along the lips of Jan‘s cunt. She pushed it way in­side and brought it back to taste the flu­ids her melt­ing pot offered. Again and again, she forced her tongue in­side. It tasted so fuck­ing good, Mary hadn‘t known what she was miss­ing. She loc­ated Jan‘s clit with her tongue and slobbered over it like a starved wo­man, which in a way she was.

	„Oh, Mary, it feels so fuck­ing good.“

	It was mu­sic to Mary‘s ears, her ob­scene de­clar­a­tion. Mary slipped her hands un­der Jan and grasped her slim ass-cheeks and fondled them with her fin­ger­tips. She pulled her up to her mouth by her rump and star­ted suck­ing her pussy with all her might, the dark, curly pu­bic hairs tick­ling her nose.

	Jan wrapped her legs around Mary‘s head and squeezed them to­gether. She reached down and fondled her long, blonde hair, strok­ing her temples and for­cing her head harder onto her pussy at the same time. She was go­ing to come any second and she was dis­ap­poin­ted be­cause she wanted to sa­vor the ex­per­i­ence, but there was no way she could slow down now.

	„Mary?“

	Mary lif­ted her head for a second at the sound of her voice. Her face was sop­ping wet with sticky cunt-juice and here and there a brown pu­bic hair ad­hered to her face. She was breath­ing husk­ily from the ex­cite­ment of per­form­ing the act.

	„Mary, stick a fin­ger up my ass, please,“ Jan mur­mured. „I‘m go­ing to come soon, real soon.“

	„I want you to,“ Mary answered hon­estly.

	She bent her head again and covered her pussy with her mouth, suck­ing and lick­ing the flesh with a ven­geance. She spread Jan‘s ass-cheeks and rubbed the ori­fice with her cunt-juice-stained hands, mak­ing the open­ing wet. She pushed the middle fin­ger of her left hand into the hole and was amazed at how eas­ily it slid up in­side her, right down to the knuckle. Jan jumped up in the air and settled back down hap­pily, ro­tat­ing her hips.

	„Two,“ she whispered, al­most in­aud­ibly.

	Mary sucked away on the pussy but forced the in­dex fin­ger into Jan‘s bum-hole. She couldn‘t get over how big the girl‘s as­shole was. She pushed a third fin­ger in, stretch­ing the taut skin and bunch­ing the fin­gers to­gether to form a mock-penis. Jan cried in pleas­ure.

	Mary wanted to bring her friend to an or­gasm. She pressed her mouth hard against Jan‘s pussy, slob­ber­ing like crazy and she pumped her fin­gers in and out of the girl‘s split as­shole. Faster and faster, her hand moved, up and up as far as it could go. Harder and harder, she sucked.

	Jan was ready. She rocked her hips all over the bed, buck­ing up and down on the fin­ger and slid­ing her pussy around Mary‘s mouth.

	„I‘m com­ing! I‘m com­ing!“

	Mary jammed her fin­gers into Jan‘s as­shole and she al­most jumped clear off the bed, but Mary held on. Her body con­vulsed, shoot­ing a wave of pussy-juice into Mary‘s wait­ing mouth. The strong muscle of her bum-hole seemed to suck Mary‘s fin­gers in­side as it squeezed again and again. Mary lapped up all the tangy juices Jan had to of­fer with glee, sa­vor­ing the fla­vor. Some of it dribbled down her chin and she hur­ried to lick it up.

	Jan fi­nally col­lapsed on the bed, mo­tion­less, her body twitch­ing, her chest heav­ing, gasp­ing for breath.

	Mary tried to pull her fin­gers from the girl‘s rectum, but it was un­be­liev­ably tight now and Jan groaned out in pain, so she stopped and left them in­side. The room was spin­ning and she lowered her face to Jan‘s pu­bic mound. She thought of her friend Carol and she felt bad, she hadn‘t known. But that was in the past, noth­ing she could do about it now. She licked her lips and tasted the warm juice. Ummm. She closed her eyes and fell asleep, con­tent.



	
CHAPTER TEN

	Mary lounged around in her bath­robe, sit­ting on an old, over­stuffed easy chair, sip­ping on a glass of wine. She was liv­ing in a run-down hotel since the oth­ers left, that be­ing about two weeks ago. She‘d gone out rarely, there were so many weirdos around, hass­ling and grabbing her, guys spaced out on drugs, and she was al­most sorry she didn‘t go with them to the West Coast.

	Her sav­ings were gone, spent on rent, food and plenty of booze, and she would have to go out on the street today and pick up a few bucks. Not that she minded very much, she was get­ting pretty horny, her­self. She had had sex only once since Jan and the rest left, tak­ing a chance on some older guy down the hall. It turned out to be a total flop, wham-bam-thank you-ma‘am and he rolled over and went to sleep. She barely had time to get wet and ended up mas­turb­at­ing as he slept be­side her.

	She got up slowly, a bit un­stead­ily from hav­ing spent a good part of the day drink­ing, and walked over to the tiny win­dow that looked out over the city. New York looked aw­ful dingy in the bright sun­set, a city wait­ing to come alive after dark. She drained her glass and re­filled it from the bottle on the night­stand. She gazed out the win­dow, re­flect­ing.

	She was drink­ing too much, way too much. She was stay­ing home and mas­turb­at­ing at least twice a day, some­times us­ing her fin­gers, some­times a ba­nana or beer bottle or any­thing else that was a handy dildo. She was be­gin­ning to worry, she couldn‘t seem to sat­isfy the burn­ing itch between her legs. And she was ter­ribly lonely. Maybe if she hadn‘t met Jan that first day, she might have killed her­self by now. But Jan had given her the strength and will to go on. She knew that some­where out there was an­other Jan or Phil, someone kind, lov­ing. She knew that she would meet someone to love and that thought kept her go­ing.

	Mary guzzled the last of the wine and walked into the small kit­chenette to put the empty glass in the sink. She went into the bed­room and threw off her bath­robe, not both­er­ing to close the cur­tains fa­cing an­other hotel. Nude, she bent to the bur­eau and se­lec­ted a suit­able out­fit. She put on a tiny, pink hal­ter top and a pair of su­per tight blue­jeans, that had the slo­gan MAKE LOVE NOT WAR stitched onto the seat. She had bought them one day when shop­ping with Jan be­cause she liked the way the words bounced around on her ass when she walked. Be­sides, it didn‘t hurt to ad­vert­ise when she was work­ing.

	Grabbing her room key, she headed for the door. She stopped to look at her­self in the mir­ror. Her body and hair still looked great, but that face and those eyes, sad and slightly blood­shot. Cheer up, she told her­self, things could be worse. And from where she looked, things could only get bet­ter. She forced a weak smile and ex­ited, lock­ing the door be­hind her.

	Out on the street, she headed for her usual corner, only two blocks from the hotel. She stood on it non­chal­antly, fa­cing away from the street and gaz­ing sadly at the apart­ment house in which she used to live and of which she had such fond memor­ies.

	An older model Ford pulled to the curb be­hind her and the driver honked at her.

	Mary turned and was sur­prised. The car was much older than she had ex­pec­ted and the driver much younger. Well, Ins money is as good as any­one else‘s. She walked over, wig­gling her hips.

	„Look­ing for some ac­tion?“ she said as she leaned into the open win­dow. Her right tit al­most fell out of the hal­ter top as she leaned in, both nipples ex­posed by her bent po­s­i­tion.

	„Could be,“ the man said. He couldn‘t have been more than thirty and was hand­some in a straight sort of way with his short hair and tailored suit. „How much?“

	„Thirty dol­lars,“ she stated, wear­ing the same va­cant smile but her pussy was be­gin­ning to twitch.

	The man hes­it­ated a mo­ment. „Okay. Get in.“ She did and he pulled the car up a few blocks and turned into a deser­ted al­ley be­hind what ap­peared to be an aban­doned van. He handed her the money and pulled down his pants as she put it in her pocket.

	„Okay, honey, suck on it a while,“ he said as his fat dick plopped out onto his thigh. It was big.

	Mary moved over next to him and licked her lips. His cock looked de­licked her lips. His cock looked de­li­cious. She sighed deeply and bent her head, grabbing his penis with her soft lips and swalling the harden­ing flesh in one noisy gulp. She slobbered her tongue around the swollen knob as it quivered in her mouth, rising to full erec­tion. She moaned in pleas­ure and began to suck him off.

	Sud­denly, the man grabbed her by the hair and yanked her mouth off of his cock. Mary‘s lips smacked loudly to­gether in sur­prise. She looked at him in amazement.

	„You‘re un­der ar­rest, baby,“ he said, pulling a badge out from un­der the dash­board.

	Be­fore Mary even had time to real­ize what was hap­pen­ing, two more cops jumped out of the van, one a fe­male, and came to the side of the car. They pulled her out, hand­cuffed her and read her her rights. It all happened so fast. One minute she was blow­ing this guy, the next she was in a paddy wagon head­ing down­town.

	The old mat­ron es­cor­ted Mary down the hall of the city jail. She had been fin­ger­prin­ted, had pic­tures taken and was as­signed a num­ber. Mary had figured it was use­less to lie, so she had given her cor­rect name and age. The ser­geant had raised his eye­brows. An­other teen­age run­away, he had said, work­ing on the streets. What was this world com­ing to? But he didn‘t know what Mary had left be­hind, so who was he to judge her?

	The most em­barass­ing mo­ment had oc­curred when they took her into a room and made her strip be­fore two of the guards. She was made to bend over and spread her ass-cheeks while one of them probed her in­sides, ass and pussy, with a rub­ber-covered fin­ger. She was sure the wo­man was get­ting off on it and had blushed ter­ribly. At least, they had given her back her own clothes and not some prison out­fit. But they did take her comb and room key.

	„In here,“ the mat­ron barked, stop­ping at an open-barred cell. She guided her in roughly, clos­ing the door be­hind her and mov­ing off.

	Mary clung to the door and looked around at the angry faces that greeted her. There were four black girls in the cell, all dressed in the garb of street hook­ers, thin tops, hot pants and boots. They stared at her, un­friendly.

	One of them fi­nally got up and walked over to Mary. She stiffened no­tice­ably.

	„Well, loo­kee here,“ she said to her friends, her eyes run­ning up and down Mary‘s firm, young body with lust. „White girls do it, too.“

	The oth­ers laughed loudly and Mary pressed back against the bars. She didn‘t like this, not one bit. She stifled a de­sire to yell for the guard, feel­ing fool­ish. They wouldn‘t do any­thing to her, not in jail.

	The black girl put her arm around Mary‘s shoulder and she drew away. The oth­ers got up and crowded around them.

	„Don‘t be afraid, honey,“ she said, touch­ing her again. „We‘re not go­ing to hurt you.“ The black girl was young and pretty with a fant­ast­ic­ally well-formed body, but Mary didn‘t think about that now. „You are a pretty one,“ she con­tin­ued, run­ning her fin­gers through Mary‘s silky hair. „You like boys, huh? I‘ll bet you like girls, too.“

	Mary flushed and tried to back away but they were all over her now. „Look, I ... I....“

	„I told you we weren‘t go­ing to hurt you.“ She looked deep into Mary‘s blue eyes and slid a hand down to grab her tit. „You ever suck black pussy?“

	„Hey,“ Mary yelled. „Let go of me.“

	„Sure, honey, sure.“ She sig­nalled to the other girls and they grabbed Mary tight pulling her to the ground. She struggled migh­tily but was no match for them. One of the girls covered her mouth and she tried to scream in vain.

	Mary watched through wide, scared eyes as the black girl looked up and down the hall, then yanked her pants off, ex­pos­ing her dark, hairy pussy. She was help­less, held down by the other three girls, but she fought to no avail. The girl cov­er­ing her mouth put a knife to Mary‘s throat and re­moved her hands.

	„One sound and you‘re dead,“ she whispered and Mary al­most cried in fear. She had no doubt the girl would do it.

	The first girl stood with one foot on either side of Mary‘s head and slowly des­cen­ded. She was smil­ing.

	„Make it good, white girl,“ she said, lower­ing her pussy onto her mouth. „It‘d bet­ter be good.“

	Mary let the pussy fall onto her mouth and tried to breathe around it, she felt like she was suf­foc­at­ing. Her mouth stayed shut and she in­haled the pussy odor with dis­taste, not that she didn‘t like the aroma, it was just the way it was hap­pen­ing. The girl rubbed her cunt around Mary‘s face im­pa­tiently.

	„Suck it, honky. Open your mouth and lick a nig­ger‘s snatch.“ For em­phasis, the other girl pressed the knife tight to her throat.

	Mary had no choice. She opened her mouth and began to lick the red meat of the black girl‘s pussy. The taste was stronger than Jan‘s had been and flavored with old jizz. She pushed her tongue in and out and lapped up the juices.

	„Ummm, much bet­ter, umm,“ the black girl moaned and ro­tated her hips. „It don‘t taste bad now, does it?“

	Mary hated her­self for agree­ing with the girl, but it didn‘t taste bad. She was be­com­ing ex­cited against her will. Her own pussy was heat­ing up as she licked and sucked this girl. The dark pu­bic hairs tickled her nose and the girl‘s as­shole res­ted on her soft chin. My God, she thought, I‘m get­ting ex­cited as hell. What‘s wrong with me? She couldn‘t stop the rising wave of stim­u­la­tion within her. Her body re­laxed against the re­straints of the oth­ers and she licked the girl‘s pussy with a need of her own.

	Mary‘s re­laxed stance was im­me­di­ately evid­ent to the oth­ers. The black girl on her face pushed down and smiled around her. „She really digs this,“ she said. „Let her arms go.“

	They did and Mary cupped the girl‘s firm but­tocks, squeez­ing them tightly. Her arms moved with a power of their own over which Mary‘s brain had no con­trol. Her sexual be­ing had taken over. She wanted only to de­vour hun­grily the cunt be­fore her. Her mind was in a haze and she couldn‘t make sense of what the black girls were say­ing around her.

	„I‘m get­ting in on this,“ one of them said, grabbing a hand from the girl‘s ass and shov­ing it down her open pants.

	„Me, too,“ said an­other, tak­ing Mary‘s other hand and pla­cing it on her twat.

	The fourth girl took the knife from Mary‘s throat and sat back to watch this un­be­liev­able scene. The blade was def­in­itely not needed.

	Mary was bey­ond com­pre­hen­sion. Her mouth sucked vig­or­ously on the cunt in her mouth, suc­tion­ing out the juices with great rel­ish and de­vour­ing them. Her arms were stretched wide and her fin­gers were busy fond­ling the two pussies, mak­ing them wet and sticky with her fer­vent caresses. She moaned out loud, vi­brat­ing the box in her mouth. God, it feels so good, so good. Her moans and loud slurp­ing noises filled the room.

	„Hey, some­body‘s com­ing,“ the girl with the knife sud­denly cried out.

	The two girls pushed Mary‘s hands away and closed their pants quickly but the other girl was too slow get­ting up.

	„Hey! What the hell is go­ing on here?“ The mat­ron hur­ried to open the locked door. By the time she got in, the girl was off of Mary and in a corner, nude from the waist down and try­ing to slide her pants on. „What the fuck?“

	But it was evid­ent what was go­ing on. Mary was still on the floor, her eyes cloudy with lust. She sat up and her hal­ter top slipped off to fall on her lap, hav­ing been loosened in the ori­ginal struggle. Her face was covered with sticky, white jism and peppered with dark, curly pu­bic hairs. Her hands were sticky with pussy-juice and she was breath­ing heav­ily, her now-na­ked breasts heav­ing. She looked around, won­der­ing what was go­ing on. The black girl was now dressed.

	„You lousy lez­zie!“ the guard screamed and slapped her hard across the face, sting­ing the flesh and wak­ing her from her rev­erie. „What do you think this is, a fuck­ing whore­house? I oughta kick the shit out of you and leave you here for a month or two.“

	The black girls were stand­ing in the back of the cell and watch­ing with de­tached in­terest.

	The mat­ron pulled Mary by her hair and yanked her to her feet. She was enorm­ously strong for a wo­man and Mary felt like her hair was be­ing pulled out. The guard looked at her with ob­vi­ous dis­gust and Mary melted.

	„Put your fuck­ing boobs avvay and wipe your stinkin‘ mouth off. Some­body‘s paid your bail, though God only knows why,“ she said and moved to wait out­side the cell. „Cunt,“ she spat.

	Mary kept her eyes glued-to the floor as she fixed her hal­ter top and wiped her face and mouth. She walked out like a zom­bie, ashamed bey­ond be­lief. The mat­ron pushed her down the hall and turned her over to an­other guard, who in turn brought her into a small room and left her there, ad­vising her to stop at the desk and pick up her be­long­ings. She sat down. Alone.

	„Hello, Mary,“ a soft voice called out as the door opened.

	Mary turned to see her mother. They stared at each other for a long time, then rushed into each other‘s arms, cry­ing openly.
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